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INTRODUCTION 

2he Collaboration of the A^es in a Great Work 
of /Ir/.— The ground-theme of Goethe's Faust, 
as is indeed the case with mosT’if not with all 
great poetical creations, is not the individual 
fabrication of one gifted mind, but rather the 
climax in a long evolutionary series, through 
the medium of which the poet has enjoyed the 
collaboration of the ages. To the material 
which in the ripeness of time he found ready to 
his hand have contributed, not only the con- 
scious litcrar}^ efforts of such of his predecessors 
as have been attracted by the same subject, but 
also the artless imaginations of the ignorant 
and unlettered multitude who have, through 
many generations of men, moulded the growing 
mass of inherited fact and fiction into a coherent 
w’hole in accordance with their owm ways of 
life and thought. The reader will doubtless 
appreciate some introductory account of this 
lengthy preliminary elaboration before entering 
upon the study of the masterpiece in which it 
culminates. 

The Mythology of Sorcery. — For the first germ 
of this inherited material in the conception of 
the mage or wdzard, who by various devices 
could persuade or compel to his service the 
supernatural powers, gods or demons, and 
through their agency pervert the accustomed 
vii 
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course of nature, we must go back to the very 
dawn of literature, and even then we shall find 
such a conception already in existence, an in- 
heritance from the voiceless limes beyond. It 
will be sufficient merely to hint at the currency 
of the belief in sorcery amongst the Jews, the 
Greeks, and the Romans, and, for a parallel to 
the forms in which it must have existed in pre- 
historic times, to cite the magical practices in 
vogue amongst savage nations in our own days. 

Such a belief was. indeed, in the first instance 
merely an outgrowth of ri ligion, i1 it was not 
rather of the vei^’ essence of primitive religion 
itself. The earliest sorcerer wa.s the priest, 
and the practice of sorcery by no means carried 
\vith it at first the odium which attached to it 
in later times. It was, however, already looked 
at askance amongst the Greeks and tlic Romans, 
doubtless rather on moral grounds, as being em- 
ployed as the instrument of malevolence, than 
on religious grounds as an ofTence against the 
Deity. Amongst the Jews, however, in view of 
theii* monotheistic conception of religion, sor- 
cery could not fail to be regarded as a form of 
idolatry, and as such condemned; and this 
attitude grows still more marked in the (’Inis- 
rian conception of sorcery, in which it apjKMrs 
as de\dl -worship, as amongst the early Chris- 
tians the old heathen gods thcmselw-s figure 
as devils. 

The roll of sorcerers of ^\hoIn legend tells in 
Christian times I', a long one, and constantly 
receives new additions as one after another the 
names of the men who distinguished themselves 
by their learning m times of ignorance are 
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enshrined in it. Three of the earlier Christian 
legends of sorcery deserve at least a passing 
mention, by* reason of the resemblance which 
they show in certain points with the Faust - 
legend. 

The subject of the first of these is mentioned 
as early as the Acts of the Apostles, in Chapter 
VIII. of that book: “ A certain man, called 
Simon, which beforetime In the same cit3^ used 
sorcer>’, and beudtehed the people of Samaria." 
hater legend busied itself further with this 
Simon, introducing into his story traits which 
present so striking a parallel with certain 
features of the Faiist-legcnd, that many have 
held him to be the real original of Faust. He 
lost his life by an attempt to fly in Rome, 
whilst Faust came to grief in a similar attempt 
in V’enice; and he married the Homeric Helena 
(in the older form of the legend Selene, the 
moon -god dess). It is worthy of notice that 
this Simon is actually compared with Faust in 
the Faust-book, but with the biblical Simon 
nr.t the Simon of the later legend. In spite, 
liowever, of these striking coincidences, Kuno 
Fincher scouts on historical grounds the idea of 
any direct contribution made by this legend to 
the Faust-legend. 

The other two of the legends referred to show 
us the mythology of sorceiy enriched by the 
conception, natural to Christianity, of a com- 
pact with the devil, whereby the sorcerer re- 
nounces Christianity, and forfeits his soul as 
the purchase-price of his magic-powers. These 
are the legend of Cyprian of Antioch, which 
belongs to the fourth century of the Christian 
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era, and was afterwards wrought into a well- 
known drama by Calderon, and the Thcophilus- 
legend, which belongs to the sitth century. 
But neither of these legends knows anything of 
ihe irrevocable nature of the pact with the 
devil, wliich is charactcnstic of the medieval 
Faust. Cyprian is a heathen, who, like F'aust. 
in his striving after all knowlctlge and power 
has entered into a pact with the devil, but dis- 
covering the powerlessncss n£ his ally against 
the might of the Cross is thereby convert eil 
to Christianity and dies as a Christian martyr 
Theophilus on the other hand is a Christian, 
who from disappointed ambition abjures the 
Faith at the instance of the devil in a written 
dficument signed mth his blood, but repenting 
straightway, invokes the aid of the Virgin, and 
from her rccciv^cs ngiin the writ lea part, 
wTcsted by her from the devil. 

7'lic authority quoted above likew ise Irtu'c-rsi's 
the assertion that these legends are in the 
direct line of ancestry of the I'niist-lcgend. 
However this may be, these three legends and 
countless others like them doubtless contri- 
buted to the stock of wizard-lore which was the 
cominoii possession of all medieval Chrisliaiuty, 
and which survived in \agorous life in the 
sixteenth-century German Protestantism in the 
bosom of which the Faust-lcgcnd had its birth. 
In this last scion of the wizard-legend the com- 
pact with the devil finally assumes an irre- 
vocable character; the Church itself is now 
powerless to intervene in favour of the recreant. 
In this feature Kuno Fischer finds the charac- 
teristic contribution of Protestantism to the 
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mythology of sorcery. As, for Protestantism, 
the Pope himself is Antichrist, so the miracle- 
working p( 5 wer t)f the Catholic Church is itself 
ri form of magic, equally blameworthy and in- 
ptficacions to salvation. The man that has 
dabbled in sorcery and given himself to the 
devil is lost p:tst redemption. The drama 
must be played to its tragic consummation. 

The Kvoliition of the Faust -legend . — We have 
iluis far acquired some verv general idea of the 
erowth of the atiiiv^sphcre of thought and 
beiief in wdiich the Faust-legcnd liad its birth. 
It is the last branch of a tree wdheh hai it*^ roots 
deep down in immemorial aiUujuity. We must 
mnv seek to trace in greater detail the origin 
and growth of this particular legend. 

The k'aiist -legend, before it received from the 
L:''ui!is ol (rnethe a new lease <T life, together 
with a deeper niv'aning. had already enjoyed in 
various forms a wide popularity. 

The inquiry into its ore«leniials began as 
?ailv as less tlian tiity } ears after the 

publication ot the fust Faust-book, when a 
llifsdogian of Tubingen, Schickard, declared the 
story of Faust to be a mere legend, invented to 
the end of deterring people from the practice of 
magic. Aiiothei theoku^ian, Durr, of Altdorf, 
willing in 1676, is apparently the fir.st to 
identify the black-art i.st Faust with Johann 
Fust, whose name is assockited wdth tlie inven- 
tion of printing in the fifteenth century. This 
view is rejected by Neumann, a theologian of 
Wittenberg, who was moved to undertake ( 1 683 ) 
the investigation of the question chiefly, it would 
seem, from the desire to free that city from the 
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unwelcome association with such a disreputable 
character as Faust, which had become an im- 
portant feature in the legend.' Neumann first 
produced documentary evidence for th^ exist- 
ence of an historical Faust, but none earlier 
than that of IManlius, which is quoted latei 
(p. xxi.). Tlis conclusion, that “ Faust's life 
is not a downright fable, nor yet a downright 
history", but a middle-thing," is the view which 
in more recent times has generally prevaile.l. 
But the identification of the conjurer with 
Johann hhist (a name which would correspond 
et3"mologically with the modern German Faust). 
far from having been regarded as controverted 
by Neumann’s arguments, continued to be even 
more generally accepted. The story, probabl\ 
fabulous, which relates how" Fust incurred the 
imputation of witchcraft by reason of the ap- 
parently miraculous character of the new art, 
Itself underw-ent a legendary growth, and was 
without any historical justification localised in 
Pans. The Englishman, Daniel Defoe, contri- 
buted not a little to its propagation by a 
passage in his Political Htsioiy of the T)l\ il 
(1726), which may be of interest to the Imgli^li 
reader. It runs as follow'S: — 

“ John Faiisius w-as Servant, or Jr urneyinaii, 
or Compositor, or what you please to call it, to 
Roster of Harlem, the first inventor of Printing, 
and having printed the Psalter, sold them at 
Paris as nianuscripis ; because as such they 
yielded a better Pi ice. 

“ But the learned Doctors not being able to 
understand liow" the Work w'as perform’d, con- 
cluded as above, it was all the Devil, and that 
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tlie Man was a Witch ; accordingly they took 
liim xip for* a Mg,gician and a Conjurer, and one 
that worli'd by the Black A rt, that is to say by 
the help of the Devil , and in a word they 
threaten’d to hang him for a Witch, and in order 
to it commenc’d a Process against him in their 
criminal Courts, which made such a Noise in 
tiic \V(jrld as rais’d the i'ame of poor John 
Fausttis to a frightful Height, ’till at last he 
\vas oblig’d, for lear of the Gallows, to discover 
the whole secret to them. 

“ N.B. — 'riiis is the true original of the 
famous Dr. Fausius or Foster, of whom we have 
believ’d such strange Things, as that it is be- 
come a Proverb, as great as the Devil and Dr 
rt*>ster: Whereas poor Fa'itsius was no doctor, 
and knew no more of the Devil than another 
body.” 

But more recent research, stimulated by the 
re-awakeued interest in the subject, has suc- 
ceeded in unearthing earlier and in fact con- 
temporary evidence, which puts beyond any 
reasonable doubt the actual existence of an 
histcinc Faust, who when we first come across 
!hm entirely lacks the sulphurous halo with 
A hich the popular fanc\' quickly began to 
invest him. It is worth noting here, however, 
that as recently as 1S74 an authority of such 
WL ignt as Karl Simrock still maintaini'd that 
the Faiist-legend begins wath the printer Fust, 
and that this theory is still tenable in the light 
thrown on the subject by the evidence referred 
to above. His views wnU be bnelly indicated 
in the proper connection. It may however at 
once be said that they do not lind general 
acceptance to-day. 
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The earliest extant reference to the historical 
Faust is contained in a collection of the letters 
of the historian Johannes Tniemms (who writc*^ 
in Latin and thus latinised his name, in accord- 
ance with the custom of his lime, from Johann 
von Triitenheim). Tritemius was Abbot of 
Spanheim, and one of the most learned and 
famous scholars of his day. An intereslmj; 
light is thrown upon the credulity of the 
in which the Faust-legend had its origin by tli<' 
fact that the learned abbot to whom \^e enve iht 
earliest notice of Faust was himself, like the 
English Kogcr Bacon and divers other scholaia-*, 
at a later time canonised as a wizard, and to 
him were attributed manj/ feats of sorcery, 
borrowed from earlier legend and ultirnaieJ) 
transferred to Faust. Indeed he ftnmd it 
necessary cv^en during his lifetime to defend 
biinseii against the suspicion of ha\'ing dealings 
with demoiiS. 

Tritemius’ letters were printed in 15^0, anc’ 
one of them, written in 1 307. is addrosse j 1 (j p 
mathematical friend who has ap])hed lu hnr 
for information concerning c>nc (Tcorenis Sabe' 
licus, then on the point ol visiting Trilcmra^ 
correspondent. 

Tritemius describes him cls a ^mdl()UpCT , 
braggart, and vagabond that should bo \vh!i)t 
at the cart's tail." He has presumed to 
himself " Magister Georgius Sabcllicus, the 
younger Faustus, the w^eJl-hcail of the nc'cro- 
mancers, astrologer, the second magician, 
cheiromancer, agromancer, pyromancer, the 
second in the hyd.ric art," and this notwith- 
standing that he is in fact wholly ignorant of 
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all good letters, and should rather have called 
himself a £90! than a magister.’* The writer 
then cites instances of the charlatan’s extrava- 
gant boasts, as that “ if all the books of Plato 
and Aristotle, together with their entire philo- 
.^uphy, had perished utterly from the memorx 
of men, he himself whth his ovrn natural genius 
eoukl, like another Hebrew Ezra, restore them 
ill yet greater splendour”, and that ” tli(^ 
miracles of our Saviour Christ are nothing 
marvellous, he himself could do all that CijrL'i 
had done, as often and whensoever he would ” , 
and that ” in Alchemy he was the most perfect 
of all that had ever been, and knew and could 
do whatever the folk should wish.” The letter 
finally quotes facts as damning for the moral 
cliaraclcr of this ” well-head of the necro- 
mancers ” as arc those already cited for hn« 
learning and his modesty, and finally sums him 
up as ” no philosopher, but a very foolish man, 
ind a very impudent withal.” 

This fiattcring letter of introduction makes 


the calling of its subject sufficiently clear He 
was one of a well-known class, the so-crdled 
scholiV^tici vcipa)}ies, iahrendc Schuler, or stroll- 
ing scholars, men of more or less learning vvhc> 
roamed about the w’orld living on their wits, 
equally ready to maintain a thesis against 
the learned, or as conjurors, treasure-seekers, 
weather-makers, etc., to bubble the ignorant 
and credulous out of their money. 

That this Georgius Sabellicus styles himself 
the ” younger Faiistiis,” and claims to be only 
the “ second magician,” etc., suggests that the 
name Eaustus must already have acquired 
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some notoriety ns that of a magician before he 
adopted it, but it cannot writh any certainty be 
traced beyond him. It is this circunist^ince 
which furnishes Sinirock wdth the opportunity 
to bring the printer Fust or Faust again into 
connection with the Faust-1 egend ; he holds the 
latter to have been the fitst h'aiisi. thiongli 
whom the name became reputed as that ol a 
sorcerer. However this may be, as the Faust- 
book seems at a later date undoubtedly to havi' 
i;rowu out of rumours concerning this Georgius 
Sabcllicus, the younger Fauslids. there can be 
little doubt that in ihis cliailatan we ha\'c tlu* 
unworthy prototy'pe of Goetlie's immortal 
Faust: — 

“ So that then vsa's the poodle's keriu l! 

A strolling scholar' '* 

It \\tll be interesting to glance brieliy and in 
chronological order at the further references to 
this personage, whom 'wc shall sec gradually 
assuming a more legendary character, wliilst his 
impudent claims are received with growing 
credhlity. 

On October 3, 1513. Conradus Mutianus 
Rufus {i.e.. Conrad Mudt the Redhaired), the 
Canon of Gotha, in a letter breathing lire and 
flames against the monkish persecutors of the 
theologian Reuchlin, turns iLsidc for a noment 
to mention one whom we can scarcely err in 
identifying with our hero. “ There ( aine eight 
days since to Erfurt a cci*tain cheirotnaic by 
name George Faust, Helmtthcus 
a downright swaggerjack and fool. His pro- 
fession is idle, as is the profession f)f all the like 
paltry soothsayers, and such (an art ui) pnysiog- 
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nomy is lij.0^.ter than a water-spider {tippula — 
the learned ^Canon imitates an expression of 
Plautus). The Unlettered gape at him in 
vv'onderment ; let the f;,eologians rise up a, 'gainst 
him. They will not *^emolish our philosopher 
e.ipnio (Reuchlin). I have heard Inm babbling 
in a Uivern. I did not reprove his boasting. 
What is the lolly of others to me? ” 

The expression Helmiihcus Hcdebergensis is 
apparently meaningless and probably' corrupt, 
li we accc})t Diinzer’s ingenious conjecture, 
Hemitkeiis Hedelbevgcnsis, it would mean 
“ demigod, of Heidelberg.” There has been 
found actually inscribed in the Matriculation 
Roll of the Heidelberg University a Joham.es 
jor t, who entered in the Faculty of Philosophy 
in 1 503 and graduated as bachelor, the senior 
of lourteen, in 1510. Is this the same man? 
The Christian names do not agree, but in the 
other documents which remain to be quoted 
there IS this same wavering between George 
cOkI John. Was there more than one Faust 
the Sorcerer, or did our hero deal in aliaSil& — as 
indeed judging from what evidence we have of 
him lu‘ h:id good reason to? The dates do not 
lorbid us to identify tins Johannes Fust of 
Heiilelberg whth Mudt’s George Faust, but they 
do not tally so well with the facts quoted from 
TriUheim (see p. xiv.) concerning Sahel- 
lic'iis, the yoiojgcy Faustus, and if we identify 
I'nttheim’s iuuist with Mudt’s, as the character^ 
islics of the two charlatans would seem to justify 
us in doing, we must throw back into the sea the 
fish we have drawn in our net from the Heidel- 
beig ^latnculation ]v.uli. The name Fust was 
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by no means rare, and Johannes Fanst the 
graduate of Heidelberg may well have been a 
harmless individual who in Defoe’s quaint 
words “knew no more of the Devil than 
another body." 

The importance in the investigation of the 
Faust-legend of the two documents quoted can- 
not be overestimated. In them we have the 
personal testimony of two of the best known 
men of their time, scholars both, to their own 
acquaintanceship \\ 4 th Faust, together w'ilh a 
graphic appreciation of his character, entirely 
untinged by the superstition of the time, whicli 
carries conviction with it. 

The year 1520 brings us a brief but highh 
interesting notice extracted from the rcgisic; 
of accounts of the bishopric of Bamberg, the 
entry of an “item of eighteen gulden given ami 
presented to Dr. Faustus the philosopher, as a 
gratuity for that he hath cast a nativity of my 
gracious master.” Oddly enough, wc hud from 
an entry of the previous year in the ^ame 
register that Ifans Muller, the Treasurer, dated 
his yearly accounts “ from Walpurgis until 
Walpurgis again. “ 

But Faust does not meet with such a gra* 
CKins reception ev^cryw'here. In the judicial 
archi\C3 of Up]>cr Bavaria is a report to the 
effect that “ on the Wednesday after St. Vitu^ 
152S, one that did call him.self Dr. Jdrg Faustus 
r_f Heidelberg \vas bidden to quit the town 
(Ingolstadt) and spend his penny ^ elsewhere, 
and he hath taken a solemn vow that he will 
neither avenge him upon the authorities tor 
^ t.e. his means; cf. English, “ a pretty penny.” 
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j this summons, nor make merry at their ex- 
Ipense/’ , ^ 

j The learned Joachim Camerarius, Chancelloi 
\ of the University of Tubingen, writing to a 
’ friend in 1536, says: — 

‘ The day before the nones I passed the 
i-addcst of nights, the Moon being opposed to 
IMars in the sign of the Fishes. For my friend 
t'aust is to blame that I take pleasure in talking 
of these matters with thee. Would he had 
tauglit thee something of his art. rather than 
have puiTcd thee up with the vain wind of the 
most empty superstition, or held thee in sus- 
' y)ense hy 1 know not what magic! But what 
I dot !i he say to us now ? For I know that thou 
1 hast diligently questioned him concerning 
everything Is the Emperor vie Lia unis (in 
iTance indehcct)? So it needs must be." 

Philipp Bogardi, the physician of the city ol 
Worms, writes in his Index Sanitatis (1530):— 
" hor a lew years agone he journeyed almost 
throughout the whole country, principality, and 
kingdom, himself made known his name to 
everybody, and boasted highly of his great art. 
not alone in medicine, but also Cheiromancy, 
Nigromancy {sic), Physiognomy, Crystal-gazing, 
and the like other arts. ... He hath als(j 
himself avouched and doth not gainsay that 
be is and is called Faustus, thereto hath wTit 
1 imself Philosophus Philosophorum, etc. But 
they that have complained to me that they 
have been cozened of him, of them the tale hath 
been great. Now his promise was great . . . 
and likewise his fame; but the deed . . . well- 
nigh petty and cheating; yet hath he not been 
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backward in the taking: of money, and further- 
more. on his departure, ho hath paid many with 
heel- money.” 

The Protestant pastor of Basle, Johar.n Gast, 
in his Convivalcs Sennones (Table-talk) (1548), 
relates the follo^\dng facts, already in a iniich 
more credulous spirit: — 

” Concerning the Necromancer Fanst. To- 
wards evening he turned into a certain very 
rich monaster\^ intending to pass the night 
iherc. One of the brothers set before him a 
common vidne of doubtful quaht)^ and nothing 
pleasing to the palate. Faust us begged him to 
draw from another cask a better wine, such as 
he was wont to give to distinguished visitors. 
Tile brother said: ‘ I have not the keys, the 
Prior is asleep, and to waken liim is a sin.' 
Faust replied : ‘ There he the keys in the corner, 
take them, broach the cask there on the left, 
and bring me a drink.' The brother refused — 
he was forbidden by the Prior to set any oilier 
wine before the guests. Wlicn Faust heard 
this he said, full of wTath: ‘Thou shalt soon 
see marvels, inhospitable brother.’ He went 
away at daybreak, hot with rage, taking no 
leave of the host, and sent an infuriate demon 
which day and night kept a pother in the 
monastery, and flung everything topsy-tur\'y 
both in the church and in the cells 01 the monks, 
so that do what they would they could get no 
rest. . . . 

” Another sample of Faiistiis. In Bash^ 1 
dined with him in the great College. He bad 
given to the cook divers sorts of birds to roa.st. 
Where he had bought them, or who had given 
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them to him, I know not, for at that time they 
could not be bought, and besides, I had never 
seen the like in'our neighbourhood. With him 
he had a dog and a horse, of which I believe 
that they were devils, and ready to execute 
an\'thing. They told me that the dog at times 
assumed the form of a servant and procured 
vic tuals. But the wretch fell upon a lament- 
able end, for he was throttled of the devil, and 
his corpse lay upon the bier ever face down- 
wards. although five several limes he was turned 
upon his back. May God keep us, that we 
become not bondsmen of Satan! " 

It is A\orth noting that of these mare^els the 
only one which the good pastor ^^tes as an 
eye- witness, though pciplcxing to nim, is not 
in itself 'svildly improbable. The others are 
mere floating gossip. 

The famous naturalist, Conrad Gesner, 
vTiting on August i6, 1561, sa\’s: — 

I for my ])art conjecture tliat these (i.e. tlic 
forbidden arts, such as Astrology, Necromancy, 
au'.l the like) are survivals of Druidism. Foi 
i\v' Druids amongst the old Celts were wont to 
be instructed for some years by demons in sub- 
terranean places, whereof it is established that 
it is still carried on in our day at Salamanca in 
Spain. From this school came those who are 
c unmonly called strolling scholars. Amongst 
^hesc a certain Faust, who died quite recently, 
IS ill particular famous.” 

The next piece of testimony, that of the 
Locorum communium collectanea of Johannes 
Manlius (1562), has especial interest inasmuch 
as it claims to rest upon the authority'' of his 
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master, Philip iMelanchthon, the great reformer 
and friend of Luther. It is as follows: — 

“ I (sc. Mclanchthon) kn»w one by the name 
of Faust, from Kuiulling, a small town in the 
neighbourhood of my home. Whilst this ra^n 
was a student at Cracow he learnt the art of 
Magic, which art indeed was aforelimcs greatly 
in vogue there, and of it tliere were public pro- 
fessorial courses. He wandered far and ^vido 
and talked of mysterious things. When he was 
going to give an exhibition in Venice, he said 
he would fly up into the sky. And accordingly- 
the Devil raised him aloft and so dashed him 
down, that being hurled to the ground he wa^ 
well-nigh a dead man, but nevertheless he caine 
off with his life. Not many years since tliK'i 
same Johannes Faust us sat very dismal on his 
day in a certain village of llie Duchy oi 
Wurttemberg. The host asked him why, con- 
trary to his use and wont, he was so sad, for lie 
was used to be a good-for-nothing losel, oi a 
toiil way of life, so that on diveis (Hea.sions Ins 
debauchery had brouglit him to Death’s (h^or, 
'.vliereupori he said unto the host in tliat village; 

See yon be not atfnghted tlii.'^ niglit.' .'■Vini ,it 
lead of night the house quaked, and vvlmn 
Imiist did not ans(‘ betimes anrl i1 was alrendy 
on midday, the host to(flv others to hnii'^elf, 
w^mt into Ins chamber and fouml him lying 
beside his bed with his face twisted round to Ins 
back, thus he liad been destroyed of the devil. 
Whilst he still hv<'<i he had a dog with him, 
that was a devil. . . . This Faust slijgied 
away in this city of Wittenberg when tlic execl- 
lent Prince, Duke John, had given orders to 
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lay hands upon him. So also he got away at 
Nuremberg. There he had scarce set himself 
down to breakfast «rbeji a great agitation took 
him, and he immediately rose up, paid his host 
\vliat he owed him, but scarcely was out at the 
door when the tipstaves came and sought for 
liim. This same .sorcerer Faust, an abominable 
beast and a sink of many devils, boasted of 
himself that all the victories won by the iin- 
p^ial armies in Italy ha^l been by him brought 
io pass wdth the aid of his magic. But that 
.vas altogether a vain lie.” 

We pass over the references to Faust in the 
t lironiclo of the Count Frohen Christof *“ von 
/iTumcrn, which repeat the story of the Polter- 
‘.,eist wifh which the magician plagued the 
monks of Taixlieim in the Vosges Mountains (f('T 
this time the name of the monastery is given). 
.'Ti l also report his death at the hands of the 
Devil, with the addition that he had been 
.iccustomed during his lifetime to call Ins 
lam. liar spirit his " brother-in-law." 

'1 he following account, drawn from the book 
Dr pri 7 cstic,iis Daemnnum (Ct>ncerning tlie 
pig .k'ries of demons), the work of a Dutch 
])hysiciaTi. Johannes Wier. published in 15^)'^, 
adds yet furthcT traits to tliose with which wa‘ 
ar(' alii'ady familiar: — 

" Johannes Faust, born in the little town of 
Kunriling. stiKlied Magic at Cracow', where it 
was aforetiincs publicly taught, and with lies 
and manifold deceit practised it in div'cis parts 
of Germany for some voiirs before 1540, mar- 
velled at of many. With vain boasting and 
promises there was nothing he could not do. 
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I will show the reader by one example the 
nature of his art, provided that he first promise 
me not to imitate it. It was\ in this wise. This 
scoundrel was arrested at Batenburg on the 
banks of the Meuse, on the borders of Guelder- 
land, and in the absence of the Baron Hermann 
was treated with much gentleness by his chap- 
lain, since he promised to teach this good and 
simple-minded man the knowledge of divers 
matters and various arts. And accordingly the 
latter brought forth wine, for which Faustus 
had a singular affection, until the cask was at 
an end. Thereupon, when Faust was aware of 
this and the other said he must betake him to 
Grave to have his beard shaved, he promised 
him, if he would have a care for more wine, a 
peculiar art, by wdiich a man might be rid of 
his beard without the use of a ra^or. The 
bargain having been struck, he bid him rub in 
arsenic, without in any way describing the 
method. Now when the other had rubbed in 
the arsenic, there followed such an inflamma- 
tion that not only the hairs of the beard, but 
also the skin and the flesh were burned. The 
man himself has related to me more than om'c 
this trick, with great chagrin. When another 
man, one not unknowm to me, one that had a 
black beard and in general a somewhat dark- 
skinned countenance, such as witnessoth of 
melancholy (for he was a Splcneticiis). c<ime to 
Faust, the latter straightw^ay said: ‘ (.)f a truth 
I woenerl thou hadst been rny brother-in law, 
wherefore I looked straight at thy feet, to see 
if they had long and crooked talons ' Thus he 
compared him with the Demon, of whom he 
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believed that he came to him, and it was his 
wont to call him his brother-in-law. At last 
he wa5 found in a village of the Duchy of 
Wurttemberg dead beside liis bed, with his face 
twisted all awry, and it is said that on the 
preceding midnight the house had quaked. A 
school-master in Goslar learned^ through the 
instruction of Faustus maiius, or r^her infaiisius 
walifs, the method by which Satan by means of 
spdls might be shut up in a glass. In order 
th^ he might not be disturbed of any, he went 
on a certain day into a wood, and here, being 
so ill-advised as to engage in a m^^ical incanta- 
tion, there appeared to him a devil of most 
hideous form, wnth flaming eyes, with a nose 
crumpled like a cow’s horn, with long tushes 
13 ^. those of a wald boar, with chaps like a cat, 
in ’tv rn, a most horrible sight. He swooned 
away of the horror of this p'>hantom, and lay 
ilicrc some hours for dead. When at last he 
recovered in part his senses, and went towards 
The city-gate, some friends met him and asked 
him why he looked so pale and disromposed 
He shuddered and hehl his peace, as if he were 
beside himself, and when they had got him home 
he began to utter fearful sounds and to grow 
abdgether demented. In the course of a year 
he brgan at last to talk again, and related how 
that the Devil had appeared to him in that 
guise. After he had taken the Sacrament, he 
commended himself three days later Ib^God 
and took leave of this miserable life.” 

In a manuscript chronicle of about 1380 M. 
Zacharicis llogel, writing of the penod about 
the year 1530, relates as follows concerning the 
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notorious sorcerer and desperate hell -brand 
Dr. Faust. Although he dwelt at Wittenberg, 
yet being wont with his restless spirit to roam 
ever about the world, he also presented hhnsclf 
at the University of Erfurt, took a lodging near 
the great College, and by his boasting brought 
it to such a pass that he was allowed to lecture 
in a public chair, and expound to the stiulents 
the Grc'ek poet Homer, and having thereby 
occasion to make mention of Priam, King of 
Tro}’, and of Hector, the waild^a* hero of that 
city, of Ajax, Ulvsses. Agamemnon, and many 
others, he described them all. what manner of 
men lhe_\ were to look np(m. H(‘ was (‘lUreated 
(lor nuked there be imj'ertineni lads, aial what 
there \va'> behind Inin was no seciel) t * I ring 
It to pass by his art that they slionM come 
and show thcm.'u. h’c^, just as he li.nl d< ^^enbed 
tliem ’’ This he agrees to do. and fixes a time 
theicto “ Oiiicki} he called them in one aitei 
aiioilur, now this one, now tlie otlu'r when lie 
was gone, came in to them, loola-d upon tli(an, 
and shouk In*, head, as if he wi le still acting in 
the field bt'ii'H’ Trov The last of all va^ the 
giant I’ulyphemiis, who liad only one lioriibh* 
great eve m the middle of his foreliead, and ,i 
long beard as red as fiie; he was d(‘vounng a 
wight, whose thigh dangled from his month . lie 
frighted men wath the look of him, that tiieii 
hair stood on end. and wdien Dr Faust us 
beckoned to him to be g(nic, he irnnle as if he 
understood it n( \ he sm<‘te ii]K)n the grcuind 
with his great iron spear until the wdioF (T liege 
shook again, and thereupon betook himself 
avv'ay/* 
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On another occasion in a learned gathering: 
of theologians and councillors, the conversation 
turned upon the old poets Plautus and Terence, 
“ and it was lamented that so much of these 
same writers was already lost, of could 

they but have them, they might T\uth great 
]’)r()tit avail themselves in the schools. Dr 
taiist listened, began also to talk of both poets, 
rc( lied divers sjiccclies which he asserted had 
stood in their hist comedies, and made oher, 
provided lie were held scatlilcss, and that it was 
iu>t distasteful to the theologians, to bring all 
the lost comedies to light again, and to lay them 
before tlK'in for some hours, when they must be 
^])e(*dily copied by divers students or scriveners, 
n they widiod to have them, and hereallcr they 
imelit avail themselves of them to their heart's 
eonient The llieologians and councillors, how- 
evei , (lid nol a]U>rove of his piopositioii: foi . 
<^wid lliey, the Devil miylit slip in all sorts 
(jt scandalous matter with these new-found 
(omedies, and it was possible to learn cnougli 
good Tatm cvvu without them, from tlio:3r 
that veic extant ” 

^'et anoihor of the theologians of Wilttnibcrg, 
one Augu.stine Lerch('imer von Steinfeldcn. a 
pupil (jf Melanohlhon like the Johannes Manlius 
alr(. ady (jiuUed, has much to ted of the notorious 
sorcerer in his wvik entitled ChnrUiaii Reflection 
aid Remnuit'} Conroiiing Soireiy, etc, which 
: ip(Mred in an enlargeil and improved edition 
at Stiassbiiig m 15S0. The following extracts 
are diawn from this source: — 

Harmless, and yet sinful, was the prank 
that Johannes Faust of Knuttlingcn played in 
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ihc tavern at M where he sat \nth sundry, 

and they drank one to another now half a glas^;, 
now even a whole glass, as is the custom of the 
Saxons and other Germans. ^Vhen now' tlu' 
liosi’s lad filled his mug or goblcl loo full, ha 
rnid him, and threatened to eat him up, if he 
did the like again But lie mocked at him: 

‘ Hat me up\ quotha! ’ and again filled his nuig 
too full. Thereiijton I 'aiKt opens his jaws a nr! 
eats him up. Then he whips up the tub thai 
held the water for cooling the wine, ‘After a 
good bite a good sup,' sacs lie, and drains that 
too. The host spoke earnestly with the guest, 
that he should get him Ins servant again, or he 
would sec what he should do with him. i <iiist 
bade him be content, and look behind the stove. 
There lay the lad, quaking with fright, drenched 
to the skin. Thither had the devil thrust Inrn. 
poured the w’alcr over him, bewitched the eye.s 
of the onlookers so that it seemed to them as 
he w'cre eaten, and the w'atcr drunk. 

“ So Faust fared once on I'astens-eve wnth 
liis comjjany, after they had sn])ped at home, 
from Meissen in Bavaria into the bishop's ccll.ir 
at Sal /burg for the night-draught, over sixty 
miles, where they drank of the best. And the 
cellarer coming in by hap, rated (hem as thieves, 
whereupon they betook themseKa ^ away, carry- 
ing him with them as far as a wajod ; tlum Faust 
set him upon a high fir-iice, and tlcw off with 
his crew, leaving him sitting 

"The lew’ci, dec dish rogue Faust sojourm^l 
a while at Wittenberg, Cdire upon a time to 
Master Philip (t c. M^laiichthon), who read liim 
a good sermon, chid Lum and exhorted him to 
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(lepa^from Ihe thing, or he would come to a 
had end, as indeed it fell out But he gave no 
heed thcielo. Now once it was about ton of 
the clock, and ^Master Philip went down from 
his study to table, and Faust was with him, 
whom he had chidtlen hotly. And he speaks to 
him: * Master Philip, you always set u]'ion me 
with rough words, one of these timC', I will 
bring it lo pass, when you go to table, that all 
the croek'^ m tie* kitclien shall fly fUit at the 
eliiiuney, so that you and your guests shall 
have naught to eat.’ Thereupon answers luitj 
Ma-^ier Philip: ‘See tluju let that be. I sua]' 
luv lmg(‘rs at tliei^ and thine art ’ And so he 
le: it be. Allot hei ohi Cxod -tearing man ex- 
horted him too to repentance. To him he sent 
b\' \va_v of thanks a devil into lii^ bed-chainbei . 
ulul.st he was e,omg to b(‘d. in order to aflrighi 
lam. It goeiii round about in the eUamber. 
grunleth like a sow. But the man well-armed 
in taitli ]eei(‘lh at it: ‘ Marry now, what a fine 
\')if '• and song that is, an angid's. that could not 
abide in Heaven. th<it wa-s thiust thciiLC bv 
reason of his pride and now goeth about in 
folk’s houses changed into a sow,’ etc. There- 
upon the spirit betakes him home again ti- 
Faust, complains to him how he h.ad been 
received there and j'.icked oti. He would not 
there, wiiere they flung in his teeth his fall 
a d nl^ d.imnjlion, and gibed at him there- 

Up* 'ii ” 

dins is how LeiLhmmer relate^ m a later 
eflition of his work 'he sorcerer’s appalling 
end: — 

“ In the aforenamed village he arrived on a 
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FIolv Day in the eveiiin", sick and ill at case, 
for that the hour appointed him by the devil 
according; to their bond was now at nand. 
FmJeth in the tavern a boon company of 
peasants sittinj; with great upmar. Ikgggeth 
the host Iheiefore to give him a stpeoate 
ch.imbcr. When now the peasants cry the 
a>ore the Icjiigcr they sit, entreat el li duan to 
m.ike less din, to beji with him as wnili ,i sick 
man. Thtreiijicn thev tlo it more than ever, 
.IS IS the w uit of pe.isants when th^'y 'irt' en- 
treated. Tiien Faust for t!ie la^t time makelh 
proof uf Ins art utH-»n them: Sritelh <d] iheir 
mouths apir, so that thev sit aihl g '})(* iM-di at 
other - none can speak a word: 'J la y Innt and 
point to the room of the guest, tln.t the liost 
should entreat him to let llieii nnaiths go to 
again. That is (hjiie, with ihe lond'tKrn that 
henceforth they sliall be silent TlieicLipon 
they straightway betake theinsolves i df. At 
midnight the host heareth an uju'oar in Taiist’^ 
bedchamber: findcth linn in the morning in 
siirh wnse that his neck wais twidc-d awiv and 
his head hanging down ii'-in tin- hod ” 

L( rcheiiner's book brings ns denvn ti.> ! ;,'k) 
thther references to the story of J-an.^L ante- 
cedent to that date exi-^t, but ii onld sei ve no 
purpose to quote them here, since Uicy are 
eitlier bare allusions, or <ire drawn troni the 
sources already qudted at lencth. Togotlier 
thev serve to show the extent oi the interest in 
the figure of the sorcerer, and tlie manner in 
which his extravagant pretensions gradually 
came to be accepted, and even capped by the 
poDular rumour. 
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It is scarcely possible to sift truth from fic- 
tion in the iVporlis concerning him, yet these 
cont(Mnpurriry or almost contemporary ac( oiints 
leave no shadow of a doubt that such a man 
really existed, and (uiabie us to form at least 
some coiicei)tion as to what nuinner of man he 
was. lie \eoiild st‘em to have bt'fai a man ol 
no mean gifts and of amsiderable culluie, 
iTuisrnuch as lie succeeded m commending liim- 
seli to men of learning; yci there ^\c>uld st'em 
to be as little doubt that he cultivated of set 
purjiose the lepiitc of a sorcerer, and lent liim- 
sclf to nn])oslLire to that end. Possibly ht‘ had 
s(uiie insiejit into secrelb of nature generally 
uiiknow’Ti in his day, or jiossibly his feats 
wei e merely well-planned conjiiring-tru ks. The 
stones of Ins lecturing on llomei, and of his 
promise touclmig the MSS of Plautus and 
Terence, would seem to represent him as a 
hum.nusi, inleumed in the iicvival of Letiers 
in tu'imanv; the conjuration of the spirits ol 
MoriKTie hei oes, it it rest upon any found iliuu 
ol truth, may ha\e been a skdfulh -contrived 
;na'i<jne, willi or without inteiiiioii to d<'cciv(' 
lie was evidentlv a great wander'.T, and if IIk' 
reports nuiy be believed, he was like Schwerdt- 
lein, ovci toiid ol “ loreigii w'onieii and foreign 
wine" lie was ajip.uontly not a welcome 
visuor cveryw here alike, and piesumably he 
came by a \']olcnt death. It has been ingeni- 
ously suggested — though of course it is the 
nu rest conjecture — that he blow himself uj) as 
the unpremeditated result of some chemical 

pen men t 

Iht Faust-books . — With the year 1587 the 
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Faust-legend entered upon a new phase of 
development, for that year saw the definite 
crystallisation of all the scattered ruirours 
concerning Faust, together with much foreign 
matter, in the form of what is generally known 
as the first Faust-book. ])rinted at Friniklort- 
on-tlie-Main by Johann S]:)iess. The li lie-page 
of tins, llie first of a long line of h'aust-bcx'lvs, 
runs as follows: " History of Dr Johann 
I’austus, the far-famed Sorcerer and Master of 
the Black Art, How he sold himsell Uj the 
Devil for an appointed time, What strange 
Adventures he saw, himself brouglit to pass and 
earned through in the meanwhile, till at length 
he received his well-earned rewanl. Coin])iled 
and printed largely from his own suiviving 
Writings, an ap])allmg Fxamyile. alx ninnabli* 
Instance, and well-meant Warning to all ]>H‘- 
sumptuou^, curious, and Godless Men. Jamct. 
IV. Submit your selves to God. Resist the devil 
and he will flee from you.’* 

Though this I'aust-bouk is not the one that 
was known to Goethe, the later ones a!l lollow 
it more or less closely, and a bricl examination 
of it wall enalde us to dispense with anyihing 
more than an enumeration of its succ.essors. 

Dr. Faust then, according to this account, 
w'as a p)casant's son, who was adu]ned and 
jj^red by a wealthy cousin at Wittenbcig, and 
wls put to the study of Theology, but “ he 
departed from this blessed undoi taking, and 
abused the Woid of God.’' Aevertlu less he 
became Doctor of Theology, taking his cx<imina- 
tion wulh distinction; but “ wdial will to the 
Dell maun to the Dcil," he lays the Mo)}' Scrip- 
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tures behind the door and under the bench, 
turns to Medicine and the Magic Arts, “ takes 
to himself eagles’ wrings, seeks to explore the 
reasons of everything in Heaven and on the 
Earth,” and as a preliminary step, sets about 
to raise the Devil. He makes the attempt in a 
wood at eventide in four cross-ways, and once 
and again is unsuccessful, the Devil choosing to 
be coy, though on each occasion he treats the 
bold conjurer to such a startling devil’s circus 
itSIbi the latter must have felt very thankful 
to have the safe bulw^ark of a magic-circle 
between himself and the uncouth performers. 
At length, however, there appears a sort of fire- 
work-display, which shapes itself into a fiery 
man, who goes round and round the circle for 
a qutirter of an hour, and finally, assuming the 
form of a Grey Friar, asks Faust what is his 
wish. Faust wishes his obedient service during 
his life, and truthful answers to all his questions. 
But the devil is only a subordinate ; he ex- 
pounds to Faust the devilish hierarchy, and 
after further negotiations detailed articles are 
drawn up on both sides, the sum and substance 
of wliich is contained in the vcll-known pact. 
Faust accepts, for ” he thought the Devil w’^as 
not as black as he was painted, nor Hell so hot 
as was said.” 

Our author then proceeds to give us the veil 
w( "ds of the bond, ” a horrible and appalling 
work,” which was found in Dr. Faust’s dwelling 
altCT his ” miserable decease.” 

55 I he bond sets forth in legal parlance, \ntl 
’the rtccumulation of synonyms in which the 
Jawyer’s heart delights, that Dr. Faustus, 

i i 
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having resoK^ed to “ search the elements/' and 
not finding in his own head the necessary skill 
thereto, hath submitted himself to the spirit 
sent to him and here present, Mephoslophcles 
by name, a servant of the hellish Prince in tht' 
East, and hath chosen the aforesaid Mephos- 
tophclcs to instruct and teach him in these 
matters, who hath further promised to be sub- 
missive and obedient in everything to the afore- 
said Dr. Faiistus. In consideration whereof the 
aforesaid Dr. Faustus doth promise and engage 
himself, that twenty-four years from the date 
of these presents the aforesaid Prince of Hell 
shall dispose of him as scemeth to him good, 
with body, souh flesh, blof>d. and worldlv 
wealth, and that in his eternity. 

To sign this bond Dr. Faustus ** took a 
ftointed knife, opened a vein in his left hand, 
and they say that of a truth there was scon in 
that hand a graven and bloody writing, O Homo 
that is to say, ‘ O man, flee from him and 
do right,’ ” etc. 

Faust now leads a merry life, his Familiar 
laying under contribution all the nciglibourmg 
wine-cellars and larders to purvey for liis table. 
The Devil even makes him a yearly allowance 
of 1300 crowns, paid weekly. Things go on 
very smoothly between the high contracting 

rtios until Faust proposes to marry. The 

evil objects, “ for wedlock is a thing of the 
Most High, but we are whollv opposed to it; 
h'aust persists, the Devil frightens him half out 
of his wits, whereupon Faust returns to hr- 
dllcgi.'mce, and the Devil propitiates him wul’. 
a seraglio of female d* mons in tlu* hum ‘)f ran 
women. 
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But Faust has not sold his soul merely for a 
mess of pottage. He also lusts cognosccrc renmi 
iaiisus, a very laudable ambition in these days, 
but 1.0 the biographer of Faust a godless curi- 
osity.” Accordingly we find him engaging in 
a s<’ncs of learned ” disputations ” with his 
Familiar. Guided by a curiosity not unnatural 
in one in bis position, he first informs himself 
“ concerning Hell and its antre/' “ concerning 
the regimen of the devils,” and ” concerning 
I he 1 or mcr estate of the outcast angels.” 

The I'levil’s answers upon these pioints aie 
sutlicjenlly frank and by no means lacking in 
graphic detail, and F'aust ” goes out si]('ntly 
Irom his presence into his own chamber, lav'< 
himself u])on his bed, begins to weep bitterly, 
to s'.gdi, and to cry out in his heart.” but lakes 
no serious thought of becoming reconciled with 
God. He seeks distraction from his gloomy 
lurobodings in almanack-making, and ” his 
aim uuieks were not like those of divers inex- 
])eriO’iced astrologers, the which in winter set 
cold and frost, or snow, — in summer and in 
the dog-days warm, thunder and stcaan. ' Lmt 
when he bct mist, wind, snow, moist, warm, 
thunder, hail, etc., it fell out even so.” He 
also pursues his studies in physics at the feet 
of 'Mephostophcles, plying him with questions 
con''evning ” the art of Astronomy or .\str 
lof^^n'* “ concerning Winter and Summer,” a 
enacerning the “course, adornment, and origin 
of the heavens.” The devil’s answer to the qnes 
fiou “ How God created the world and concern- 
ing the first birth of man ” docs not tally with 
the account in Genesis, which provokes in our 
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author an outburst of indignation in the form 
of a marginal note: “Devil, thou liest! the 
Word of God tcachcth otheiwise in this matter." 

Faust now lays aside for a while his studies 
at home, and proceeds to make the grand tour 
of the universe. Urged on by the old morbid 
curiosity, he begins with FIcll, but the devil 
cheats him with a “ mere phantasy or dream," 
for had he really seen Hell aright, he “ would 
have had no longing to go thither." Then he 
takes an eight-days’ trip in a dragon- chariot 
through the sky. His third journey extends 
over the whole of Europe, and as far as Cairo 
and India. His charger is Mephostopheles, in 
the fonn of a horse, but wnth wings like a 
dromiHlavy 1 (') hioni tlie highest peak ot the 
island {sic ') of Caucasus In' gets a glirn[)se ot 
Peiradisc, witli the tlanung sword that defends 
its entrance. 

The third part of the book d(‘^CTibcs tin* vari- 
ous teats ol magic performed by the 'xjn'ercr: 
how h(‘ raised the spirit ol AlcxnndcT th'* (iieat 
and his consort at the conit of th(‘ lbn]>eior 
CbarFs V.; how’ he tKwatche<l a siac/s aiilU'rs 
upon the head of a'gentleinan , lu»\\ he aic a 
carti(;ad of hay, togelh^'T with tiic cart and the 
horses, belonging to a peasant wlio dn-puti d the 
passage with him; lv>w he borrowed money 
■oni a Jew, giving the same his foot in pawn, 
c ^vhich he himself did saw' in j^resence 
of tlie Jew; ho'.v' he sold five swine Kj a pig- 
jobber, the wliub turner! into wisps rit straw 
wiien crossing a running sticain, 1 k)w he built 

^ Thr» author um ihe Jri nifdiiry with it'' 

'Strtch 
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a castle by his magic upon a height ; how with 
his cronies he fared into the cellar of the Bishop 
of Salzburg; how ^e called up the sihrit of 
Helen of Troy to pleasure his guests, were 
all inflamed with love of her; together with 
man^ other freaks of a like nature. In the 
tweflW-third year of his contract with the Devil 
he takes the Grecian Helena to be his concu- 
bine, and by her has a son. Justus Fanstns. In 
ihe twenty-fourth year he prepares for his end, 
makes his Avill, in which he names his servant 
Wagner his heir, bequeathing liini further a 
familiar spirit named Auerhahn, and then 
delivers himself up to despair and lanu'ntalion, 
to a running accompaniment of jeers and gibes 
from Mcphostopheles, who mgemously exYiloits 
and adapts to this end the popular collections 
f'f proverbs of the day. 

Faust’s deaMi is described with vivid realism: 

“ Vow it fell that between the hours of twelve 
and one of the night, there came against the 
liouse a great Icmpcstuons wind, the which 
^unriundcd the house on all sides as though all 
\v«)uld fall in rniii, and it would tear the house 
■ thf' ground, ivhereat the students wcll-nigh 
heart, sprang out of bed and began to com- 
[tort one another, would not quit the chamber, 
,tlie ho-,t ran from his oum hou^e into another, 
'file students lay hard by the chamber \vhorcin| 
Dr. "must was, they heard a hideous whistling 
Kind hissing, as the house were full of scrperits, 
gripers, and other noisome worms, thereiqv'n l>r 
Ip a list’s door flics open in the room, he sets up 
i cry of ' Help! Mutther' ' but scarce uith lialf 
p \oice, shortly after they heard him no more. 
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When now the clay dawned, and the students 
had not slept the whole of the night, they went 
into the room wherein Dr. Faust*had been, but 
they saw no Faust, nothing save the iroom 
bespattered with blood, the brains cleaved to 
the wall, for that the Devil had beaten him 
from the one wall to the other. There lay there 
also his eyes and sundry teeth. A horrible and 
<ippa1ling spectacle.” 

Wlicthcr the compiler of this truly “ appal- 
ling history ” had indeed before him any of the 
surviving writings of Dr. John Faust or not, he 
certainly did not limit himself to them, but 
l(K)k good handfuls both from the books already 
(luoted and from others dealing wdth kindred 
tcjpics, troubling himself little whether the 
stones were originally told of his hero or of 
another. Thus the conjuring up of the spirits 
oi Alexander the Great and his consort, the 
planting of the stag’s antlers upon the head of 
the knight, the leg that was given in pawn to 
the jewv, the bewdlclied SAvine, the devouring of 
the cartload of hay, even the union of the 
sorcerer with the Grecian Helen, have all been 
traced to earlier, some to much earlier sources. 
The compact wuth the devil was a commonplace 
of the wizard -superstition of the day. The 
wotif :s found as early as the sixth century, in 
Ihe oriental Theophilus-legend. Thcophilus, 
“like Faust, as has already been pointed out, 
signs the contract in his own life-blood, but, 
unlike him, is sa,\d at last by the intervention 
of the Holy Virgin. 

If the good faith of the author of the Faust- 
book in the matter of his sources is (Questionable, 
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it is equally permissible to doubt whether, in 
spite of the frequent Scriptural texts with 
which he interlard^ his story, he was entirely 
single-minded in his professed purpose of setting 
before his readers an “ appalling Example, 
abominable Instance, and well-meant Warning.” 
It iPfeasonable to suppose that his first aim was 
to produce a marketable book, and though he 
shows none of the qualities of a great writer, he 
certainly possessed the first requisite of success, 
the knack of hitting the public taste of his time 

There was something in the machinery of 
devilry and witchcraft that appealed strongly 
to a superstitious age, and is not without interest 
in our own; there was something in the “ god- 
less curiosity,” the yearning after hidden know- 
ledge of the hero of the Faust-book, that w^as 
by no means foreign to a society through whicli 
\vas passing with the Revival of Letters as it 
w ere a breath of fresh air through a long-closccl 
chamber; there w^as in the lust for sensual 
gratification, in the very horse-play of the con- 
juring-feats, something that tickled the palate 
of an age that asked for “strong drinks.” 
Accordingly the success of the Faust-book wms 
immediate and enduring. 

A first proof of this success is seen in thc‘ 
bitterness wdth which Lercheimer attacks it in 
a later edition of his already-mentioned book, 
Lercheimer takes it as a slight upon Wittenberg' 
and the reformed religion, overlooking the fact 
that the wniter is a Protestant like himself, 
he accuses it of error in various points, and 
concludes: “ It is, however, an unseeml)’’ and 
grievous thing that our printers should venture 
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without fear or shame to scatter broadcast and 
make known to everybody such books, that arc 
a slander upon honourable folk, and to curious 
youth, into whose hands they fall, a stumbling- 
block and a temptation to wish, like apes 
(whereby indeed the devil is not slow to present 
liimself), to attempt to imitate the like wonder- 
works, thoughtless and heedless of the end of 
Faust and his likes; not to mention that the 
fair and noble art of printing given to us of God 
to a good end is in such a degree misused to an 
evil end." 

In spite of this counterblast of Lercheimer the 
Faust-book appeared in two new editions in 
1587, and again in two editions in 1588. In 
1588 there appeared also a rhymed version of 
the Faust-story. In 1590 an enlarged edition 
of the prose version appeared at Berlin. One 
of the additional stories relates how Faust with 
a party of students visited the fair of Leipsic. 
As they were seeing the sights, " it fell out that 
they passed a wine-cellar, where certain dray- 
men were busy with a great cask of wine, of 
about sixteen or eighteen runlets, and they were 
trying to hoist it out of the cellar, but could 
not." Faust gibes at their want of skill; one ; 
man, he says, could do it single-handed if he 
knew how to set about it. The host, nettled, ' 
retorts; ^^'ell, then, he of you who can bring . 
forth the cask alone, his shall it be." Faust 
asks nothing better; he forthwith " bestrideth 
the cask, as were a horse, and rideth it so 
swiftly out of the cellar that every man was 
astonied. Thereupon Faust and his comrades 
invite other boon companions, and hold ai 
carousal of several detys around the cask. ; 
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Another of the new anecdotes relates how 
Faust asks hi^ cr5>nies at a drinking-bout 
whether they would not like to try one or two 
foreign wines. “ Anon Faust asks for a gimlet, 
begins to bore four holes one after another along 
Ih^^ge of the table-top, sets pegs therein, as 
one sets spigots or corks into casks, bids bring 
d few clean glasses, then draws forth one peg 
after another, and to each there flows from the 
dry table- top, as it were from four casks, the 
wine he had asked for.” 

We shall not seek to enumerate all the suc- 
cessive editions, wdth their remodellings, addi- 
tions, and variations, but must content ourselves 
with tracing the descent of the Faust-book 
which Goethe knew. In 1599 there appeared 
at Hamburg an entirely recast and greatly en- 
larged edition, that of Georg Rudolf Widmann. 
Notwithstanding its claims to originality, and 
its lofty contempt of the older Faust-book, it 
is throughout entirely dependent upon it. 

In 1674 a Nuremberg physician, Johann 
Nicolaus Pfitzer, produced a new version based 
upon that of Widmann, and this lived on in a 
series of editions till 1729. Then there ap- 
peared a shorter version under the following 
title: “ The compact of the world-f.amcd Arch- 
Sorcerer and Black Magician Doctor Johann 
Faust with the Devil, wherein his adventurous 
ca eer and his appalling end are all described 
in the plainest fashion. At this present time 
newly revised, abridged to an agreeable length, 
and prepared for the press, as an earnest ex- 
hortation and w'aming to all wilful sinners, by 
a Man of Christian Sentiments.” 
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i'his version lived in successive editions until 
the year 1797, and it was doubtless in this form 
that GoctJie made acquaintance with the story, 
though oddly enough he docs not enumerate 
it amongst the books, of the type of the English 
chap-book, “ printed from standing type on 
account of the great sale, almost ihogibly, on 
the most abominable blotting-paper/’ which the 
cliiidnn tioiight “for a few coppers from the 
little stall tiiat stood before the door of a booli • 
.^f'her.” (Di chinny und Wahrlictt, Book I.) 

The Faust - drama and iJie Puppet-play . — 
There was, however, a collateral branch in the 
descendants ol the old Faust -book which also 
reached into Goethe’s time, and shaied with the 
Taust-book itsclt the honour of moving the 
mind of Goethe to its greaiest creation This 
was tli(‘ stage-play of Dr. Faust us. The first 
to perceive the dramatic value oi the story was 
onr own Marlowe, who must have become 
acquainted with the book almost immediately 
after its appearance, possibly even before the 
public jition of the first English translation, 
which there is reason to place in 15SS or 
Marlowe’s Tra^ual History of Dr. FaiisUts w*as 
in all likelihood wriUen not later than 1589. 
Marlowe’s play was jn'actically a dramatisation 
of the story in the Faust-book, with the exclu- 
sion ot unessential matter and with few altera- 
tions. This dramatised version was introduced 
into Germany by a troop of English playi^rs — 
we hav<^ cvideie.e of at least two such troops for 
whom the excellence of the Elizabethan drama 
procured appoiruments at the courts of German 
princes, and who also made tours in the pro- 
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vinces. This play was handed down by one 
generation of actors to another, undergoing 
many changes, and becoming more and more 
a vehicle for spectacular display and buf- 
foonery, something not unlike our Christmas 
pantomimes. 

A play- bill of the year 1688 gives an excel lenl 
idea of what it had then become. It is adver- 
tised as ” the incomparable and world-famed 
play rut Hied the Life and Death of the great Arch- 
soru'i'er D. Johannes Faustus, with cxielkni 
Jack P'1 fading tomfoolery from hegtnning to end 
In this main performance w'lJl be seen with 
woudcvnient : — 

1. IHiUo floating through the air on a dragon. 

2. Dr. Funsfs sorcery and conj urahon of tin 
spirits. 

3 Jackpudding, whilst he is trying to collect 
fold, is tormented by all sorts of magtc-hirds ui 
the air. 

4 Dr. Faust's banquet, in which the show- 
dishes are transformed into fantastic figures, 

5. Marvellous to see will he how men, dugs, 
cats, and other beasts come out of a pasty and fly 
through the air. 

6. A pre-brea thing raven comes flying through 
the air and announces to Faust his approaching 
death. 

T. At len^ Faust is earned away by the 
.pirits. 

8. Lastly, Hell will he represented adorned 
with^^utiful firewoilis.” 

It may easily be imagined how this strange 
medley fell out of favour with the cultured taste 
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of the eighteenth centur}', which under the 
influence of Gottsched turned more and more 
for inspiration to the classical drama of France, 
and the last authenticated represeiitatioi^ of the 
drama of Faust was in the yem: 1770. But 
llic play had already found a new field in 
llic manoncttc-thcatrc. Such the. i ti es visited 
Frankfort, Goethe's birthplace, during fair- 
iimo, and it was in one of them that he saw the 
[)lay as a boy, receiving from it a most profound 
impression. 

The pup})et-}flay had no place in the republic 
of letters until Goethe’s play procured it citizen- 
ship It lived only upon the li])s of the show- 
men, in a hundred vu.rying versions, as the 
hazard of circumstance shaped it. It wans still 
larpely plaved m the first half of last centuiy, 
and an account of the efforts made by literary 
men to secure a copy of the libretto would make 
a story in itself Often it was handed down 
tioiii falher to son, and did not exist in writing, 
or if it (lid exist, was jealously guarded as a 
trade secret. Various versions of it were ob- 
tained in more or less imperlect form by making 
notes at actual performances. Amitist much 
that is as wooden as tiie actors into wdiose 
moil til it was ])ut, and much that is “in 'Ercles 
vein,” there are not wanting many marks of its 
higii lineage. 

The version of which there follows the 
brictest resume that published by Dr. Wilhelm 
Hamm, who, t’ ,nks to the smartness of his 
amanuensis and the seductive ] lowers of ale and 
wine, succeeded in diverting for a while from its 
lawful owner a ut'ii-thumbed stage-copy of the 
pla^^. 
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The scene opens on Faust in his study; dis- 
contented with Theology, he is resolved to study 
" Xigromanticks.’’ * A voice on the right warns 
him gainst this resolution, a voice on the left 
coiifinns him in it. He decides to follow the 
voi^c from the left. Wagner enters, to an- 
nounce the arrival of two students wdlh a long- 
wished-for book on “ Nigroinanticks,” He 
obtains from Faust permission to engage a boy 
to help him with the houscAvork. The youth 
engaged is Casper, the clown of the play. Mcan- 
!j.while Faust with the help of his ncAV book con- 
" jurcs up hve s]Dirits. He wishes to have the 
swiftest for his servant. One is switt as the 
bullet from the gun, another as the wind, another 
as the ship on the sea, another as a snail, another 
aji human thought. His name is ^dcphistc- 
, holes, Tlirough him the usual bargain is 
sti uck with Pluto for four-and-twenty years, 
and the bond is signed with blood, in spite of 
ihc warning letters H. F. (homo ju^c) wnl by 
the blood on Faust’s finger. Thereupon the 
bond is carried to Pluto by a raven. Faust and 
his household now travel to the court of the 
Duke of Parma, wjiere the sorcerer cmijurcs up 
several dead notabilities, mostly scriptural 
characters, for the entertainment of the court 
Returned home, Faust is seized AA’ilh rciimrse, 
tlir devil secLjfces him anew by the gift of Helen. 
The tragic troie oi the last scene, which has 
many striking touches, is relieved by the buf- 
foonciy of Casper, now a night-watchman, 
the Furies carry off Faust amidst thunder and 
lightning, but the devil Auerhahn, who harl 
come for Casper, will have none of him on learn- 
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ing that he is a night-watchman. With this 
jest at duly-constituted authority the curtain 
falls. 

The Growth of Goethe* s Faust . liaise seen 
ho\t^ the Faust-drama underwent changes which 
brought it more and more out of harmony witli 
the cultured taste formed upon tlie French 
classical drama. But even before the popular 
1^'aust-play finally disappeared from the boards, 
another movement had sprung up in Geniian 
incrature, which sought its models eimongst the 
i^nglish poets, notably in Milton and Shakspere, 
which raked out from the dust again such 
nvuiuii'ents of ancic.nl German literary glory as 
the polished lyrics of the Miimesanger and the 
])opuiar eiiic of the Nibelungen, and which 
could not tail to be ntti acted anew by the 
romantic story of the great arcli-sorccrcr. 
Thcj-e Avas even in the second half of the 
eight^^'cnth century some intellectual kinship 
\v:lh the period which had first given birth to 
the Fa list -legend. The impulse given to free 
inquiry by the French “ age of reason,” not in 
F'rance a, lone, but in Germany, as in Fhigland, 
Avas akin to that AAdiich lu'nj resulted from tlie 
RcAival of Letters and the Reformation; all 
minds Averc in a state of ferment, of revolt 
against old conventions in every branch of 
human activity; and the imperious thirst after 
knowledge, combined with the decay of reli- 
gious belief, produced then, as it tends to pro- 
duce in our oavi oays, an inclination to dabble 
in all kinds oi mystic lore. Faust, the ambi- 
tious spirit Avh i a-’^ired after all knowledge and 
ail power, reckless of consequences, and shook 
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himself free from all trammels of moral or 
religious law, seemed the very incarnation of 
the spirit of the times, and could not possibly 
linve escaped the attention of the fiery young 
geniuses of the age of Storm-and -Stress. And 
so wc find there was scarcely a single aspirant 
to liLcrary fame but had in his wallet Ins scheme 
for a Faust - romance, a Faust -poem, or a 
Faust -drama. And like the rest of them 
(h^ctlic too had his. 

1 f we may trust Goethe’s own memory in the 
matter, it was in his twentieth year, in the year 
1769, that he first began to toy with the 
thought, of writing a Faust-drama. A severe 
illness had brought him home from the Uni- 
versity of Leipsil^l^ his father’s house in Franli- 
fort, and he whiled away the tedium of a 
protracted convalescence by studies of alchemy' 
and magic, in half-credulous mood. In 1770, 
whilst he was pursuing liis studies at the 13 ni- 
vc'rsity of Strasbourg, he tells us “ the signifi- 
cant story of the puppet-play again murmured 
and hummed in my soul with manifold voices 
1 too had roamed about in the whole held of 
science, and had early been brought to see its 
vanity. 1 had made trial of life too in every 
form, and had returned ever more discontented, 
more ill at case. Now like many another I bore 
these things about with me, and took pleasure 
in them in my hours of solitude, but without 
^ riting any part of them down.” 

When he did actually set pen to paper it is 
impossi^T;^ to say with certainty. Scattered 
allusions show us him busy with it at intervals 
betw'een 1773 and 1775; portions were read to 
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Ms friends, and it even leaked out to a wider 
circle that Goethe, whose Gbtz von Berhchingen 
and Werlher had already won him European 
notoriety, was engaged upon a Faust, ;wMch 
was awai+ed with the most lively expectation. 
But in 1775. on the invitation of the Duke of 
Saxe-Weimar, Goethe transferred his abode to 
Weimar, and the distractions and duties of 
court life put an end for fourteen years to all 
work upon the Faust. .Not until his Italian 
journey, not indeed until his second year in 
Italy, did Goethe find himself again in the mood 
to take up the dc)g’s-eared and time-stained 
manuscript and resume the intiuTupted task. 
'I he jnirt then written Avas the Witch’s Kitchen. 
The new impulse, however, earned him no 
further, and when in i7C)o he published an 
edition of his works, the Faust-sccnes, ollering 
but a loosely - connected sequence, appeared 
under the title, Faust, a FragmevL 

This fragment did not extend beyond the 
scene in the Minster, and even then, as com- 
pared with the completed Part I., it showed 
many gaps. 

It begins with the first monologue of Faust 
in his study, “7 have studied, alas! Philo- 
sophy," etc., includes the apparition of the 
Earth-Spirit, and the first conversation with 
Wagner, a 5 far as the line “ 7 n such a learned 
wise with you to reason” Of the following 
monologue cf Faust it contains only the first 
four lines. The r'-mainder of tMs monologue, 
together with tht attempt at suicide and the 
Easter-music, is lacking as are also the Easter- 
walk, the first scene in the study with the 
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exorcism of the poodle and the spirit-lullaby, 
the second appearance of Mephistopheles in the 
study, the 'dialogue between him and Faust, 
and the striking of the bargain as far as the 
words “ Each yearning assigned in snm to the 
whole race of mortals,** which follow immediately 
oil the first four lines of Faust’s monologue after 
the departure of Wagner. Then come the 
remainder of the conversation betivecn Faust 
and Mephistopheles, the scene with the fresh 
man,” Auerbach’s Cellar, the Witch’s Kitchen, 
and all the Gretchcii-scencs with the exception 
of the dungeon - scene ; also the two scenes 
between Faust and Mephistopheles, entitled 
respectively, Street,” and ” Woodland ard 
Cave,” the second of which, however, is placed 
between the conversation of Grctchen and 
Lisbeth at the well, and Gictchen’s prayer at 
the shrine of the Virgin. 

Not until 1797 did Goethe again take up the 
Faust, and then largely, thanks to the repeated 
urgings of his friend Sclnller. To this new 
growth belong the ” Dedication,” the “ Pro- 
logue in Heaven,” the ” Prelude on the Stage,” 
and the greater part of Oberon and Titania’s 
Golden Wedding, the latter not originally 
written for the Faust (see note, Walpurgis- 
Night' s Dream, p. 241). Again the work was 
shelved for a while, but with the beginning 
of the new century the poet took the task 
earnestly in hand again, and in 1808, nearly 
fort3^||ears after its first conception, the First 
Part of Faust appeared complete as we now 
have it. 

It was nearly twenty years from the publica- 
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tion of the First Part before any portion of the 
Second Part was given to the public. In 1827 
there appealed the third act, bncfly known as 
the “Helena,” in 1828 the beginning ol ,the 
first act, and the poet now worked continuously 
upon it until by the middle of the year 1831 the 
lioem was completed, sealcrl up and laid aw<iy> 
Aith instructions that it should be opened and 
publisfod only after Gocllie’s death. In 1832, 
hoAvever, he himself opened it, and made one 
nr two trifling alterations. And thus the grey- 
headed old man of eiylity-thrcc set the finishing 
touches to the work first contemplated by the 
youth of twenty. Within iwo months of this 
lie died, and in the same year the Second Part 
of Fausf was published amongst his posthumous 
works. 

The Second Faust — The Second Part of 
Faitsi has nut yet attained to anything like the 
])o])ularity into which the First Part leapt vA 
once upon its communication to the world 
The reason of this diversity in their fortunes is 
not far to seek. The feature which captivated 
j’>opular interest in the First Part was no part 
ol the original ancient story Avliich Goethe had 
set himself to revivify. The Grelchtm -episode 
was a scion grafted upon the old stock, which 
blossom'^d into such beauty ns completely to 
overshadow the fostering stem, it is not the 
medieval diahJenc, still less the modern Wclt- 
s dunevz, which constituies the universal appeal 
of the First Part oi Taust. The central figure of 
the drama is neither the chafing human spirit 
nor the sneering devil. The soul of the play 
IS the Gretchen-tragedy. The piiifui story of 
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sweet girlhood snapped from its stalk and 
trailed in the dust has no limit in the range (4 
its £ippeal but "that of the human heart. It 
grips alike the simple and unlettered, th/' 
cultured and refined. 

That story is consummated in the First Part 
It has and can have no sequel. And so the 
cf)nviction naturally arose that there could lx 
no continuation of the Faust, and the public - 
the j)it, at least — was quite content to round 
ofr the story for itself, and take for granted 
that the villain of the piece — Faust, of courst 
— met with his merited traditional reward. 

When accordingly the story resumed its origi- 
nal course, and the Grctchen-episode retreated 
from the undue prominence which it had uburi)ed 

-not, be it remembered, alone in the public 
mind, but also in the author’s own elaboration 
of his scheme — the public would have none of 
it, perplexed and disconcerted, it refused in 
tlie new drama to recognise its Faust. 

'I’o this first cause of estrangement were 
added others, and this time it must be admitted, 
such as must ever circumscribe the readers of 
the Second Part within a relatively narrow, 
though it may be hoped, an ever-widemng 
circle, from which the simple and the unlettered 
nnist remain excluded. Whilst the Second 
I’art of the Faust touches upon, or rather 
searches deeply into, some of the profound e^t 
problems of human destiny, it portrays none oi 
those elemental emotions which link together 
from the humblest to the highest all degrees 
of human life, no touch of nature which, like 
the tragedy of Grctchen’s betrayal, makes the 
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whole world kin. Its appeal is intellectual, 
rather than emotional; it addresses itself to 
the mind, rather Ilian to the heart. 

A further bander to universal appreciation is 
erecied by the fact that in the Second Part of 
Lhe drama Goethe draws for his material not 
only ipion his cxpencnce of the livinj; \vorld 
around him, but also, and in large measure, 
upon his experience of the no less ical, but less 
comnioiil^r accessible world of books; and only 
ihose who have themselves frequented that 
world, or, at least, tire content to accept a guide 
through it, will feel themselves at home in this 
creation of his rqicr years. 

The earlier commentators scarcely mended 
matters. Those of them who tool: the con- 
tinuation sonouslv persisted in seeing in it an 
elaboiate allegory, wdiich they prt'cecded to 
work out in detail, each along his own lines. 
Their labours, reciprocally contradictory, con- 
sliUite an admirable illustration of a remark in 
the Preface to Bacon’s Wisdo^n of the Ancients, 
an allegorisation of classical mythology wliich 
might itself suffice to put us on our guard 
against the insidious process. Neither am I 
i^porant, says Bacon, how -fickle and inconstant 
a thing fiction is, as being subject to be drawn and 
wrested any way, and how great the commodity of 
"Wit and discourse is, that is able to apply things 
well, vet so as never meant by the fist authors. 

Vet the allegorisers were not allogethcr with- 
out jusuficalion. .uuch of the Second Part of 
the Faust, and for the matter of that, some of 
the I'lrst, has a secondary figurative signifi- 
cance, whether we call it allegory or symbuhsin. 
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whether we regard it as abstract idea clothed in 
concrete form, or as concrete form shadoAving 
forth abstract fdea. But no mind, not even 
that of its author, could la}^ bare to us in hard 
and fast lines the whole of this inner signih- 
cance. Each reader will interpret its coiiteiit 
according to the range of his own objective ami 
subjective experience. 

The transla tor has thought it advisable to give 
the reader in the notes some hint of the various 
ailcgorical interpretations which have* been 
read into parts ol the text without, as a rule, 
pinning his faith to any. 

The hostile critics disposed shortly of the 
Second Faust as the product of Goethe’s 
declining powers, of his dotiige, in short. 

But the tide would seem to have turned, and 
Goethe’s words in the First Part upon the slow 
growth of the appreciation of a great wor)||have 
been prophetic of the fortunes of the Second 
Faust . — 

Ojt must it first through long, Jong years have strwen 

In perfect beauty ere it greet the light. 

TuL,rl IS born to be the momeiii's pleasure, 

1 he sterling gold will future ages treasure. 

The Faust in its entirety is indeed altogether 
unique. Its composition syiicluoniscs with the 
whole period of intellectual productiveness oi a 
life gifted with a length and fulness of experi- 
ence such as are rarely vouchsafed to mortals. 
From its inception in 1 769 to its con.suminatioii 
in 1832 it reflects the thoughts and moodb of 
the greatest mind of the time, and of one of 
the most universally gifted minds ol all times. 
It is the masterpiece of a poet who rc-created 



liv Introduction 

the literature of a nation and re-inspired the 
literature of a continent/ Qualified to attain 
pre-eminence in letters, in arit, in science, in 
statecraft, Goethe has made of the Sedond 
Faust in particular a vast receptacle for his 
overflowing reflections on these and kindred 
matters 

d'Jie Second Faust has not the impetuous 
rush (/f the First, when life moved vehemently, 
ivilh majt'siic passion , but it abounds in the 
ri])e leflcctions of that mellow age which treads 
shrru'dly now, in heedful fashion. If there are 
in il traces of the advanced a.ge of its writer, 
these arc perhaps to be found in a certain self- 
complacency, akin fo the licensed garrulity of 
honoured age, with which the poet protracts 
some portions beyond due limits, as if secure 
that all that falls from his lips will find res])ecl- 
ful licaring, whereas a younger writer, standing 
in wholesome av'e of criticism, would perhaps 
have been less sparing of the pruning-knife. In 
the Mask in Act I. and in the Classical Wul- 
pUY^is Night this makes itself most felt. Yet 
it is hard to put the huger on this or that and 
sa.y tliat one wtiuld wish it away. The present 
writei would be loth to sacrifice an^^thing, 
unless, perhaps, it were those venerable, but 
utterly inexplicable and ineffably wearisome 
deities, the Kabiri. 

But if there are some dull passages, there are 
inagnificent bursts of poetry, such as Goethe 
in his highest fl’gnts never surpassed. The 
splendid tevza nma in the first act {Life's pulses 
newiy-qiiickencd yioi: awaken), in spite of some 
obscurities, is amongst the finest poetry the 
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world has seen; the stately re-creation of the 
tonns ot the Greek drama, the so-called Helena 
(Act 111.) will ajjpeal irresistibly to the clas.sical 
scholar, and let us hope not only to him; the 
impassioned description of Arcadia in the latter 
[Mi't of that act {And now, what though the 
mountain's giant shoulders) is in itself a jierfect 
poem, a yearning \asion of that ideal land 
’.vliich men have never seen save in their dreams. 
The simple and touching idyll of Philemon and 
Baucis, the ghostly prologue to the Classical 
WalxiurgiS Night, the cloud-'wrought pictures 
in the prologue to Act IV., the lyrical Euphorioii, 
with its tribute to an English poet, the hymn 
of the l^ater Profundus (As at my feet, the gaze 
entrancing), Faust's tranced dream, as also his 
waking vision of the wooing of Leda, these, and 
the countless passages of lesser moment winch 
arrest and entrance the attention throughout 
the poem, show no trace of waning powers, and 
more than redeem the occasional longueurs 
'..'hich were perforce admitted above. So far 
from being a gigantic failure, the Second Part 
of the Faust is in itself a whole poetical litera- 
^re from which it would be possible to cull no 
mean -sized anthology, without ever descending 
to the second-rate. 

To the reader wdio by his reading desires to 
think as well as to feel, who is exhilarated by 
the rarer air of the heights and docs not shrink 
from the labour of attaining to them, the 
Second Faust will be a perennial source of 
inspiration to which he will return again and 
again, as the mountaineer to the high summits. 
He will traverse many au arid tract, but there 
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ill be revealed to him such shuddering depths, 
such an outlook over land and sea, such occa- 
sional vistas of the heavens, as will carry him 
along without weariness when even the First 
Part of the drama has grown monotonous from 
overgreat familiarity. As Mephistopheles says 
to Faust of Helen's robe, so we may say to 
him: — 

'Tiuill hear thee swift above the trivial 

In ether high, so long thou weary not. 

The Present Translation . — The gratifying and 
growing success which the present translation 
has already enjoyed in the “ Temple Classics ” 
has encouraged the translator and the pub- 
lishers to ofier it to the public in this even more 
popular form. The opportunity thus furnished 
has been utilised to correct such misprints as 
had crept into the earlier editions and to 
remove a few flo^s from the rendering. The 
translator is ful\y conscious of the fact that 
there is further room for this labour of the file, 
and promises himself at some future time, 
should his resolve be strengthened by continued 
appreciation of his work, to subject it to a yet 
more thorough revision than he has at present 
found himself able to undertake, when he 
trusts that a profounder study of the text and 
commentaries and a riper technique may enable 
liim to render it a worthier reflection of its 
great original. In the meantime, whilst well 
pware that he has no title to speak as the final 
judge, he venturer .igain to express the hope 
that his version will be found on the whole 
a more adequate presentation in English of 
Goethe's masterpiece than its predecessors. 
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These, even the best of them, where they do 
not wantonly depart from the original or dilute 
it with otidse irrterpolations, are frequently dis- 
figured by mistranslations, often serious ones, 
and that even where no excuse is furnished by 
obscurity in the original, or by the exigencies 
of rhyme and rhythm. Thus one of the best 
known translators, and one whose version has 
been most frequently republished, apparently 
misled by an accidental resemblance in the 
sound of the words, consistently renders the 
German ehern, brazen, by iron, not only in 
figurative uses where the substitution might be 
justified by certain obviously unsuitable asso- 
ciations of the literal English equivalent, but 
even when he thereby transforms the bronze age 
of the Homeric heroes into an age of iron ! The 
same translator, again apparently misled by a 
resemblance in sound, consistently renders the 
German darf by its relatively rare sense of dare, 
even when the sense cries out for the common 
iueanings of may or need or must. 

The metres fare no better than the sense. In 
the Second Part of the poem, where the adapta- 
tion of the ever-varying rhythm to the senti- 
ment is of the very essence of the conception of 
the poem, this defect is particularly conspicu- 
ous. The iambic trimetre and the Alexandrine, 
which bear a certain superficial resemblance in 
the number of feet, are in thfe extant transla- 
tions hopelessly confused. The smooth flow of 
the latter is frequently dislocated by the neglect 
of the median cesura, which Goethe observed 
almost without exception, and the charac- 
teristic movement of the former, which certain 
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modifications introduced by Goethe do not 
destroy, sinks by a too frequent admission of 
the median cesura to a dead leXel of monoton}^ 
that is the merest travesty of Goethe’s nervous 
lines. The choral odes, if anything, fare worse. 
Not only do the metrical schemes bear no 
resemblance to those of the original, but the 
essential metrical correspondence of strophe 
and antistrophe is completely ignored. 

The word-plays, moreover, are frequently nol 
seen, or if seen, shirked in translation. 

The present translator does not claim to have' 
steered clear of every reef, Nemesis forbid! 
But he docs believe that his claim to have kept 
nearer to the fairway will be judged wcll- 
lounded. 

Jn liie matter of rhyme the translator has fell 
no liesitation, in view of the difficulties cf his 
task, in availing himself on occasion of every 
licence which can be justified by good prece- 
dent. In that he has but imitated both the 
theory and jjractice of his great original, who 
nevertheless had the richer rhyme-store of 
G('rrian whereon to draw and a greater liberty 
in modifying the expression of his thoughts than 
his translator has felt justified in assuming. 
Whcie greater fidelity seemed attainable by a 
little vTesting of the rhyme, it seemed belter 
that the unimpeachability of the rhyme should 
be sacrificed rather than the accurate repro- 
luction of the thought. Happily it is not in 
th*^ more highly-u ■ ught lyrical passages, where 
impeccable rhyme is most essential, that the 
fetters of rhyme are mo.^t galling to bear. In 
grotesque or playful passages a far-fetched 
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rhyme, e g. di compound trochaic rhyme, may 
oven enhance the effect; and in the more hum- 
drum dialogue, which in its exclusion of figura- 
tive language and of any but everyday words 
offers the greatest obstacles to a rhymed version, 
the occasional admission of imperfect rhyme is 
not only quite in keeping with the general quasi - 
; rosaic effect, but affords also a not unpleasing 
contrast whereby the rest is thrown into higher 
relief. Even in music discords arc admitted, 
and there may be s«ch a thing as pedantry in 
rhyme. The preset writer trusts he has made 
judicious and not too frequent use of the 
liberty he has thought fit to arrogate to himself. 
Whore the text of the original lends itself io 
varying interpretations, it has been the trans- 
late)) 's ciidcavonr to allow his version to reflect 
the various possible senses of the original. 
Only where, after careful reflection, the argu- 
ments in favour of any particular interpretation 
iiave seemed to him overwhelmingly conclu- 
sive, has he permitted himself to render tluit 
interpretation with unambiguous precision. 

The problem wdiich confronted the writer in 
ilie notes was greatly complicated by exigencies 
of space. It was a question of compressing into 
relatively few pages the essential results of 
volumes of criticism. He has perforce limited 
himself to the endeavour to furnish the average 
English reader with the most indispensable 
clues whereby to find his way through what is 
admittedly a tangled maze. Those who may 
be tempted by his labours to explore every 
corner of the labyrinth will doubtless seek 
further guidance. 
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The notes, though by no means entirely 
seconti-hand, are naturally largely gleaned from 
the labours of others. Except.in a 'few specific 
instances the writer has not thought, it neces- 
sary to make individual acknowledgment of his 
indebtedness. It did not seem desirable to 
support his conclusions with an array of refer- 
ences. which being mostly to German writers, 
would have been eo ipso useless to those readers 
for whom a translation of the great German 
poet was rcqnircd. The writer prefers to make 
his acknowledgments once for all to the great 
host of his predecessors in this field, whose 
labours have, as they themselves would have 
wished, become common property. 

Armstrong College 
I'in the Unnorsity of Dr.rhr.ir;.. 

^e\vca';tle-n[)on-Tyn^‘ 

Apnl 1 90S. 
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As into some cathedral’s echoini^ aisles, 

\’ast and niyslcrious in the tailing light, 

Where soaring *.rches melt into the night, 

And massy pillars stretch out shadowy miles, 

We filter here, O Alastcr ol many styles! 

Without, grim gargoyles wmg their Jrozen flight; 
INlaityrs and saints the stoned windows (light, 
Tiumijihant victors o'er the Tempter's wiles; 

A crmflix o’er tin* high altar towers, 

Groat symbol ol mu oiujuer.ible l.ovc; 

T ladled tlie Evil Spirit Impis away; 

Th*' air is heavy with Mother Mary’s flowers; 

hiter than ’gainst an angry sky ithe dove. 

With siieainiiig eyes, a white soul kneels to pray. 

H. L. 
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DEDICATION 


Ve wavering phantoms, yet again my leisure 
Ye haunt, as erst ye met my troubled gaze. 

Still doth mine heart the old illusion tieasurc ? 
>Jow shall I fix the dream that round me plays ? 
Ve throng upon me ! Nay then, have your 
pleasure, 

Ye that around me rise from mist and haze I 
My bosom by the magic breath is shaken, 

That breathing round your train, old dreams 
doth waken. 

Dreams of glad days ye bring ; and well -loved 
faces, 

Dim shades of well-loved faces greet mine eyes. 
Like an old tale that dies adown Time^. 
spaces, 

First Friendship and first Love with ye arise. 
‘Fhe old wounds smart, and grief again retraces 
Lite's labyrinthine course, and names with sighs 
The trusty hearts, reft of their sunny season. 
Rapt ere myself away by Fortune's treason. 

Ah 1 of my songs they may not hear the latter, 
Those souls for whom mine earlier songs were 
sung ; 

Scattered the friendly throng as mist-wreathi* 
scatter ! 

Mute the first echo as a harp unstrung I 
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I sing to strangerb, anil when they would 
flatter, 

E’en by their very cheers mine 'heart is wrung ; 
And if there live whom once my song delighted, 
In the wide world they wander disunited. 

There seizes me a long unwonted yearning 
For yonder silent, solemn spirit-realm ; 

My faltering, fitful song is tuned to mourning, 

A harp iEolian in a windy elm ; 

A shudder seizes me, the tears throng burning, 
And soft, sad thoughts my steadhist heart 
overwhelm ; 

All that I have, now far away seems banished, 
All real grown, that long ago had vanished. 



PRELUDE UPON THE STAGE. 

Manager, Stage-poet, Merry Andrew. 

MANAGER. 

Yi twain, that oft have been my stay 
In trial and in tribulation. 

What hope you, in the German nation, 

Of this our undertakinc;, say ? 

Fam would I please the crowd, and with good 
reason. 

Their motto ; LAvr and let live, I approve. 

The posts, the boards are up, and for a season 
i’'ach looks for such a feast as he doth love. 
Already, with uplifted eyebrows, yonder 
They sit at ease, and fain would gai^e in wonder. 
1 know how best to please the vulgar taste. 

Yet never was I in a like quandary ! 
lYue, they are not accustomed to the best, 

But what they’ve read — it’s extraordinary ! 

Play, how shall wc contrive, that fresh and new 
And weighty all may be, yet pleasing too ? 

For of a truth the s])ectacle is stirring, 

Vf hen to our booth in streams tlie people press. 
Anti with con\ulsivc throes and oft-recui ring. 
Tiirust themselves through the narrow gate of 
grace ; 

By four, ere darkness o\ei take us, 
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On to the pay-box fight, with shoves and 
shrieks. 

And as in diiest dearth for bread about a bake- 
house, 

So for a ticket almost break their necks. 

On such a varied throng, none but the poet 

This miracle can woik. To-day, my friend, 
pray do it. 


O ! tell me not of yonder motley legion ! 

Our spirit flees confounded at its sight. 

Veil me the surging throng, whose wild contagion 
Still draws us into the eddy in our despite I 
Nay, lead me to that tranejuil heavenly region, 
Where only blooms the Poet’s jmre delight ; 
Where Love and Friendship charm to bud and 
blossom, 

With godlike hand, the bliss within our bosom ! 

Ah ! all that there deep in the breast ha:h 
risen. 

What to themselves the faltering lips recite, 
Miscarried now, now brought to full fruition, 
Fngulphs the wild, tumultuous moment’s might. 
Oft must it strive for life through many a season, 
lire in its perfect form it greet the light. 

Tinsel is born to be the moment’s ])leasure ; 

The sterling gold will future ages treasure. 

MERRY ANDREW. 

Marry ! don’t prate to me of futuie ages ' 

If care of them my every thought engages. 

Who will amuse this age ? for fun 
It will and must have, that I can see. 
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The presence of a gallant Jad, 1 fancy. 

Is something too, when all is said and done ! 
Him who ^ets fbrth his thoughts in genial wise 
The popular caprice will not embitter. 

To sway the passions when he tries. 

The bigger be the crowd, the fitter. 

T ake heart of grace, some masterpiece invent ; 
Let Fancy lead her witching train before us, — 
Reason and Passion, Sense and Sentiment ; 

But mark me, let not Folly fail i’ the chorus. 

MANAGER. 

Let plenty happen — do what else you will ! 
They come to see, then let them gaze their fill. 
Before their eyes reel off a well-filled plot, 

So that the crowd may gape in wide-mouthed 
wonder. 

"rhus greater breadth of interest youVe got. 

The house, well-pleased, its praise will thunder. 
By mass alone the masses can you move. 

Each man will pick his own from out your 
miscellany. 

He who brings much, something wdll bring for 
many. 

So all the house your efforts will approve. 

Serve up your piece in pieces, for indeed a 
Success is sure, with such an ollu poclrida 
’Tis easily dished up, as easily thought out ; 

And should you serve a whole, youM fare no 
better I doubt. 

The public still would tear it you to tatters. 

POET. 

A sorry handicraft, upon my soul ! 

How little that the genuine artist flatters ? 
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The botchwork ot that guild most worshipful 
Is now, I see, your oracle in these matters. 

MANAGER. 

In such reproach for me no sting doth lurk. 

The man who means to do good work, 

Must choose the tool he deems the fittest. 
Bethink thee now ! "tis but soft wood thou 
splittest. 

Think whom ve write for, in a word ! 

One man will come because he’s bored ; 

One from a sumptuous table, filled with vapour;- , 
And, what is most to be deplored, 

Full many a one from reading daily papers. 
Distraught to us they come, as they go masquer- 
ading. 

Each step but curiosity doth wing. 

The ladies play their part, and in the pageant 
aiding. 

Their charms and toilettes gratis bring. 

Why dream ye idly on your heights poetic r 
What makes a crowded theutic laugh f* 

Scan closely each you have for critic ; 

Half they are careless, brutal half. 

After the play, this man will play at cards ; 

This on a wench’s breast will sjiend the night 
in riot. 

With such an aim, poor foolish baids, 

The gracious Muses why disquiet : 

1 tell you, give them more, and more, and ever 
more, 

And then the goal you surely cannot fail of. 

Set their brains whirling, that’s what //>^y love I 
To satisfy them’s past jour power. 

What ails you ? Rapture is it or vexation ? 
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POET. 

Away ! a^d se^k thyself another slave ! 

What ! the sublimest right that Nature gave, 

His birthright, shall the Poet For thy sake 
Trifle away in such an itnpious fashion : 
Wherewith all hcaits doth he impassion ? 
Wheiewith each element submissive make? 

’Tis with the harmony his bosom doth conceive, 
1’hat in his heart knits up the ravelled slcave 
C)f this flayed world ! When Nature on her 
spindle, 

Impassive ever, twists her endless thread, 

When all things clash discordant, and but kindle 
Disjdca.siire in the jarring notes they spread — 
Who with the dull, monotonous How doth 
mingle 

Life, and doth mark it off' with rhythmic 
swing ? 

Who to the Whole doth consecrate the Single, 
IMended in one sweet harmony to ling? 

WJio bids the stoim rage like a human bosom ? 
in tranquil hearts the evening splendour glow ? 
Who scatters every fairest spring-tide blossom 
O’er the Beloved’s path, like snow ? 

^Vho twines from leaves as common as the clods 
glorious crown, each noble deed to gild ? 

Who stablishcs Olympus, pcuiilcs it with Gods ? 
Man's Might it is, and in the Bard revealed ! 

MERRY ANDREW. 

Tlicn use these noble powers that swav you, 

And ply your poet’s trade, I pray you, 

As one a love-adventure may. 

You meet by chance, you’re drawn to her, you 
stay; 
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Little by little, you’re entangled ; 

Your bliss still grows, then it is ^ well-nigh 
strangled. 

First rapture — then comes pain, and evil chance, 
And ere you’re ’ware of it, ’tis grown U) a 
romance. 

So Jet us give a play, friend Poet ! 

Take a good handful out of human life. 

Though all men live it, few there be that know it. 
Grasp where you will, with interest ’tis rife. 
Your pictures vague — but crowd your mirror ; 

A spark of truth — a sea of error. 

Thus is the best drink brewed, whereby 
All men you will refresh and edify. 

Then round your play will Hock the fairest 
blossom 

Of youth, to listen to your revelation. 

And from your work will every feeling bosom 
Suck nurture for its melancholy passion. 

Now to your touch this string, now that one 
stirs, 

And each man secs what in his heart he bears. 
Youth is still lightly moved to weeping and to 
laughter. 

Still honours soaring thought, and still delights 
in dreams. 

When once matured, you can’t content ’em after, — 
A heart in growth with gratitude still teems. 

POKT. 

Then give me back the days departed 
When I myself was still in growth ; 

When from the fount the songs still started, 
Unsought-for and unfailing both. 

When still the world in mists was shrouded, 
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The buds still promised miracles ; 

When for my plucking all the dells 
With thousand l)lossoms still were crowded, 
Naup,ht had I, yet enough I had, 

Tliii sting for Truth, and in Illusion glad. 

Give me those passions all unfettered, 

IjIiss that is close akin to pain, 

The might of Love, the strength of Hatred ; 

Ah ! give me back my youth again ! 

Ml’.RRY AN DR I VY. 

Youth, my good friend, 1 own is highly 
requisite. 

When in the fray the foe hard presses ; 

When round thy neck with all their might 
F.iir maidens hang with fond caresses ; 

W hen far the runner’s crown doth glance, 

And from the haid-won goal doth beckon ; 
AVhen, hushed the breathless, giddy dance, 

The hours till dawn the goblets reckon, 

I’ut yours to sweep the well-known strings, 
\^’^ith grace and fire by age unfrozen ; 

To roam, with winsome wanderings, 

Towards a goal yourselves have chosen. 

"^riiat, aged Sirs, is yours, nor less 
These childish ways we honour, e’en the eldei 
in ; 

Old age not childish makes, whatever one savh ; 
It only finds us still as very children. 

MANAGKR. 

Come, come, of words enough we’ve bandied ; 
^Tis time that deeds were now begun. 

At compliments you’re both neat-handed, 

But meanwhile, something might be done. 
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What boots long talk ot inspiration ? 

Your faint-heart never is in vein. 

Seek you a j^oct’s re])iitation ? 

O’er Poetry assert your reign ! 

You know our needs, why longer stickler 
Strong dunks alone our ]>alates tickle — 

]>rcw us strong drinks witliout delay. 
’i"o-morrow will not do what is not done to-day. 
A day let slip is never overtaken. 

The Possible let youi re.oKe 
Grasp by the forelock, all unshaken. 

Pe sure its grip will nc\er slacken ; 

Caught in the whirl it must revolve, 
l^pon our German stage, you know, 

Tacii may try what he will, and so 
Stint not to-dav in scenery, 

And stint not in machineiy ! 

Biing down the sun and moon from Heaven’s 
abysses ! 

J.a\ish the stars from all the Zodiac ! 

Of water, fire, precipices. 

Of beasts and buds, there is no lack. 

Witliin oui boarded house’s nariow bound 
Mete out Creation’s spacious round, 

And quickly move, yet thoughtfully as well, 
From Heaven, through the b.aith, to Hell. 



PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN. 


The Lord, The Heavknl\ Hosts, lattr 

Ml PHISTOPHELES. 

VL he three Arch.in^ds cnme j or ivat\L 


RAPHAEL. 

The sun, with many a sistei -sphere, 

L’hill sings the rival psalm of wonder, 

And still his fore-oidained career 
Accomplishes, wirii tread of thunder. 

The sight sustains the angels' piime, 
i'hougli none inav spell the mystic story? 
Thy Works, unspeakably sublime, 

Live on, in all their j)rimal glory. 

GABRIEL. 

And swift, unutterably swilt, 

Eartli rolls around her pageant splendid ; 
Day, such as erst was Eden's gitt, 
lly deep, dread Night in turn attended. 

And all the towering ditfs among, 

In spreading streams iipfoam.i the Ocean, 
And cliff and cea are whiiled along, 

W uh circling orbs, in ceaseless motion. 

MICHAEL. 

And storms tumultuous biawl amain, 

Now seaward and now shoreward blowing, 
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Round the great world a mighty cham 
Of deepest force in frenzy throwing. 

And lo ! a hashing desolation 
Heralds the thunder on its way i 
Yet we, O Lord, in adoration 
Mark the sweet progrci.& ol Thy Day. 

ALL THREE. 

The sight sustains the angels’ prime, 

Since none may spell the mystic story. 

Thy Works, unspeakably sublime, 

Live on, in all their primal glory, 

MEPHISTOPHELLS. 

Sith Thou, O Lord, dost once again dra^v neai, 
And ask what news with us, if news be any, 

And Thou wert wont to make me welcome 
iiere, 

Me also dost Thou see amongst the meiny. 
Pardon! to words sublime I cannot soai, 
"^rhough all Thy court in mockery weie scoff- 
ing. 

My sentiment would move Thy laugliter, sure, 
Iladst Thou nut long unlearned the art of laugn- 
ing. 

No song of sun and worlds can 1 invent j 
I only see how men themselves torment. 

The little god o’ the world, in type unaltered 
wholly, 

Lives on, good lack ! in all his primal folly. 
He’d live a little better even, 

Gav’st Thou him not a glimmer of the light of 
Heaven. 

He calls it Reason, uses it but 
More bestial to be than any brute. 
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He srems to me, saving your Grace^s presence, 

A long-legged grasshopper in very essence, 

That ever»llies,«and Hying springs". 

Then straightway in the grass her ancient ditty 
wsings. 

And did he but lie i’ the grass ! but then he 
doesn’t ; 

He sees no filth, but he must poke his nose in’t. 

THli LORD. 

I s that the sum of thy narration ? 

Hast ne\cr aught but accusation ? 

Still upon Earth is nothing to thy mind r 

MKPHISTOPHFLES. 

No, Lord ! all things on Earth still downright 
bad 1 find. 

Mortals their piteous fate upon the rack so 
stretches, 

Myself have scarce the heart to plague the 
wretches. 

THE LORD. 

Dost thou know Faust? 

MEPHISTOPHELFS. 

The Doctor ? 

THE LORD. 

Aye, My servant. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Marry, and oddly of your will observant ! 

Nay, tlie fool’s mea^- and drink not earthly are. 
Him doth his ferment drive afar. 
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Half he is conscious of his madness. 

On Heaven he calls for e\ery fairest star, 

He calls on Earth for every highest ghdncss ; 
Nor Heaven nor Earth, nor Neai nor Far 
Can win his dccp-stiried bosom from its sadness. 

THE LO!tD. 

Though now his service be as a tangled skein, 
Yet will I lead him soon to perfect vision. 

The gardener knows, when the young tree is 
;;H‘en, 

’Twill glad the years with blossom and 1 tuition 

MFPHISTOPHELIS. 

What will you wa< Give me but perniis- 

To lead him gently on my way, 

I’ll win him fiom vou to I'ciditioa. 

tul lord. 

Whilst still he sees the earthly dav. 

So long it shall not be forbidden. 

Whilst still man stiives, still must he strav. 

MPPHUSTOPHI LLS. 

For that much thanks, for with a dead ’un 
To bii;y me was ne’er my hobby. 

Most do 1 love a cheek that’s rosy-red and 
chubbw 

I'or a dull cor})se I’m not at home. 

I’m like the cat wi’ the mouse — L like ''em 
frolicsome. 

1 ME LORD. 

Enough ! his life in»o thy band be given ! 

Fioin its well-head draw thou this soul astray. 
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And canst thou grasp him, lead him even 
Down with thee on the downward way, 

And stand* abashed, when thou must needs con- 
fess 

That a good man, by his dim impulse driven, 

Of the right way hath ever consciousness. 

MLPHISTOPHELES. 

Well, time will show who is the sagcr. 

Tin not in the least concerned about my wager. 
When I attain the goal I’ve choacn, 

Grudge not if then f crow with swelling breast. 
Dust shall he cat, and W'ith a zest, 

Like to the well-known snake, my cousin. 

THE LORD. 

Aye, show thy face, succeeds thy trial, 

Fieely. Thy likes Mine hatred ne'er have 
won. 

Of all the Spirits of Denial, 

L ks Me the least the mischievous bulfoon, 

Man’s etforts lightly flag, and seek too low a 
level. 

Soon doth he pine for all-unuammelled sloth. 

V\ lieiclorc a mate I give him, nothing loth, 
Who sjiurs, and shapes and must cieare ihougfi 
Devil. 

but ye, God’s sons in love and duly, 

Ivejoice ye in the living wealth of beautv. 

LTcrnal Growth, that works and iadeth not, 
Wirhm I move’s golden bans ever enfold you. 

In wavering apparition what doth lloa% 
bodied in thought unperishing uphold vou. 

\^1 he Heavens close. ’I'ht Hrchangtls separate. 
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MEPHIbTOPHELFS, LlloTie, 

I like to see the Ancient now and then, 

And shun a breach, for truly ’ti.^ most 
In such a mi^^hty personar^e, to dti^n 

chat so adably, cVn with tlir very Devil. 



GOETHE^S FAUSl 
First Part of the Trag^edy 

NIGHT. 

In a high-T>unlted^narro^.v Gothic chamhcr^ FAUST, 
re.\tlessy on his scaty at the desk, 

I HAVE studied, alas ! Philosophy, 

And Jurisprudence, and Medicine too, 
y\nd saddest of all, Theology, 

\^dth ardent labour, through and through ! 

And here I stick, as wise, poor fool, 

A« when my vSteps first turned to school. 

Master they style me, nay. Doctor, forsooth. 
And nigh ten years, o’er rough and smooth, 

A.nd up and down, and aciook and across, 

I lead my pupils by the nose, 

And know tl'at in truth we can know — naught! 
My heart is turned to coil at the thought. 

1 am wiser, true, than your coxcomb-tribe. 

Your Doctor and Master, your Parson and 
Scribe ; 

no idol of scruple or doubt do I grovel 
i know no fear of Hell or of Devil. 

-V'ur joy is a stranger to my seclusion. 

1 hug to my heart no fond illusion, 

As that I know aught Vv'oi'th the knowing, 

Or men could better, m\ wisdom showing. 

25 
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And then, 1 ov^n nor wcaltli nor Kind, 

Nor honour nor giory can command ; 

A dog would scorn such a life* to lead ! 

So Tve turned me to magic in my need, 

If ha])!y spirit-oower and speech 
May taany a hidden mysiery teach, 

'Idiar 1 with bitter labour re 

Xo More need say wliat I do not knenv ; 

That 1 the mighty inmost tether 

May know, that binds the world togethci ; 

All gi rms, all forces that lifewards struggle, 
And witli vain words no longer juggle. 

^Vuuld thou, full-orbed Moon, didst shine 
Thy last uj)on this pain of mine, 

whom, from this my desk, so oft 
i watched at midnight climb aloft 1 
O’ei books and pa])ers thou didst send 
dhiy ladiance, melancholy ftiend. 

Ah, could I, on some mountain-height, 

Glide onwaid, steeped in thy dear light, 
Round mountain- caves with spirits hover. 

Or iloat the moonlit meadows over. 

From iumes of learning jmrge my soul, 

Tathe in thy dew, and so be whole 1 

^^'oe ! still within this dungeon’s tin all ? 
Ac'^ursed, stiJiing hole i’ the wall ! 

WluTc Heaven’s own blessed ladiance strains 
But dnnily, through the painted jtanes ! 

Whose loom is cianiped with tome on tome, 
Fretted with w 'ms, with duvSt o’er laid, 

And up; to the ceiling’s vaulted dome, 

With sinokc-s’-ained prper all aria\e(i; 
Classes and gallipot* crowd the rack, 
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Vain instruments the room encumber, 

Crammed in with old, ancestral lumber * 

That is thy world ! a world, good lack i 

And canst thou ask, why in thy breast 
Thy choking heart is ill at ease, 

Why, with a nameless pain opprest, 
riiv pulse of life doth fail and lieeze ' 

God fashioned man that he should root 
In living Nature ; — thine the fault ! 

Thou dwellesi in a charnel-vault, 

’Midst mouldering bones of man and brute 1 

Flee ! out into the boundless land 1 
This book of mystic Gramarye, 

The work of Nostradamus’ hand, 

An all-sulhcing guide will be. 

I'iiou’lt see what course the stars do hold ; 

And, if but Nature teach thee, soon 
Thy soul the mystery will unfold 
How spirits each with each commune. 

D y meditation here in vain 
The holy symbols would explain. 

Y vuirseives, ve Spirits, liovoi near ; 

Answer me now, if any hear ! 

opens the and hts eye 11^ 

upon the s ’lgfi of the Macrocosm. 
Ha ! what a heavenly rapture at this sight, 
in sudden flood, with all my senses mingles! 
riirough nerve and vein, young holy life’s 
delight 

With a new-glowing ardour thiills and tingles! 
VV as it a God, these symbols that did write, 
Whicli soothe to sleep mine inner madness, 
Which iili my yearning heart with gladness. 
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And with a strange, mysterious might 
Withdraw from Natuie's powers the veil, to 
cheer iny sadness ? 

Am J a God ? such Jight on me hath broken ^ 

I see in this pure charactery 

Cl rati ve Natuic, limned m vivid imagery. 

Now, now 1 know, what 'tis the sage hath 
spoken : 

‘‘ ’Fhe s])ir It- world shuts not its porta! ; 

“ Thine heart is dead, thy senses slcej) ; 

“ Up ! in the crimson dayspring, mortal, 

** All undismayed, thy bosom stec]) ! 

considers the su^ n. 

Into the Whole how all things weave, 

One in another work and live ! 

What heavenly forces up and down are rangiiuj. 
The golden buckets interchanging, 

With wafted benison winging. 

From Heaven through the Karth are springing, 
All through the All harmonious ringing ! 

A glorious pageant ! yet a pageant meiejy ! 

T-hou boundless Nature, where sliall I grasp tb.f.e 
clearly ? 

Where you, ye breasts, founts of all life that 
fail not, 

At winch both Hea\eii and liarth aie nutiSevi ^ 

For ye the withered bicast doth thirst 

Ve well, ye slake, 1 faint, yet ye avail not ! 

opens the bouk petuLmtiy cit nnoti'tT 
place, and his eye liyhts upon ihe 
symbol of the Earths plni! 

How otherwise upon me w'orks tliis sign ! 

Thou, Spirit of Fnrth, to me ait nighcr ; 

My powers I feti already iiigher, 
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J gjow, as if with new-made wine. 

FuJJ-stecicJ to tread the world I feel my 
mettle, * • 

Earth’s woe, Eaith’s bliss, my soul can not 
unsettle, 

I would not blench with storms to battle, 

Nor quail amidst the shipwreck’s crash and 
rattle ! — 

Clouds gather overhead — 

'Ehe moon withdraws her light — 

*rhe lamp is dying ! 

Vapours arise ! — Red lightnings quiver 
About my head ! — A shudder 
Down- wafted from the vaulted gloom 
Lays hold on me 1 

Sjiirit conjured, that hovering near me art. 
Unveil thyself! 

Ah ! what a sjiasm racks my heart! 

'ro novel emotions 

My senses are stirred with storm like the 
ocean’s ! 

I feel thee draw my heart, with might un- 
measured ! 

’Lhou must ! thou must ! though life stand on 
the hazard ! 

takes up the hooky and pronounces 
tn mysterious •wise the symbol of 
the Spirit, A ruddy Jlame Jiashes, 
The Spirit appears in the Jlame, 

SPIRIT. 

Who calls to me ? 

FAUST, turning away. 

Appalling Apparition ! 
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SPIRIT. 

Thou’st drawn me here, .with, might and 
main, 

Long at my sphere hast sucked in vain, 

And now — 


FAUST. 

Woe’s me ! 1 n.ay not bear the vision ! 

SPiRi r. 

Panting thou pleadest tor my presence, 

To look upon my face, my voice to hear ; 

Thy soul’s puissant pleading comj)e]s me, 1 
appear ! — 

What mortal dread, ihou man of rnort* tliaii 
mortal essence, 

Gets hold on thee? Where now the outcry of 
thy soul : 

I’iie bieat.t, tnat in itself a wot Id did fashion 
whole, 

And hugged, and cherished : That, with 
raptuie all a-tingle, 

Puffed itvself up with us that spiiits are to 
mingle ? 

Where art ti.ou, Faiut. wta/e clamour lilied 
mine car, 

Thou, that dulst press amain into my sphere r 

Say, IS It thou, that by my biLa-.h surrounded. 

In all Life’s utmost deeps confounded, 

Dost shrink away, a timorous, writhing worm ? 


FAUST. 

Creature of Flame, thou shait not daunt me! 
'Pis 1, ’tis Faust, diy peer I vaunt me ' 
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SPIRIT. 

In floods of being, in action’s storm^ 

Up and down i wave, 

To and fro 1 flee, 

Birth and the grave, 

Aj'i infinite sen, 

A changeful weaving, 

An ardent living ; 

Tlie zinging loom of Time is my care, 

And i weave God’s living garment there, 

fAUST. 

Tb.ou busy Spirit, that rangest unconfined 
Round the wide woild, bow near I feel to thee ! 

SPIRIT. 

Tl-ou’rtlike the Spiiit thou grasj>est with thy 
mind, 

d'hou’rt not like me ! 

anishes 

FULfST, t.i ipiriiltss collapsCm 

Not thee ? 

Wliom then ? 

1, made in God’s own image ! 

Not even hke thee 1 

\_/1 knocl *unthout, 

0 Death! I know it; ’tis my I'amulus. 

Thus doth my fairest fortune vanish I 
'Tdmt this dull giovellcr should banish 

1 he fulncj.s of my visions thus ! 

f^lZnter Wanner ^ in dr^ssing-govm and 
night-capt lamp in hand. Faust 
turns round ill-humouredly* 
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Pardon — I heard your voice declaiming ; 
^Doubtless some old Greek, tragedy you re:;d ^ 
I too at progress in this art am aiming., 

For now-a-days, it stands you in good stead. 
Oft have 1 heard it vaunted that a preacher 
Might prolit, with an actor to his teacher. 


Aye, marry, if your preacher be an actor, 

As that from time to time well happen may. 

WAGNER. 

Alas ! cooped in one’s study, like a malefactor. 
Seeing the world scarce on a holiday, 

Scarce through a telescope, by rare occasion, 
How shall one hope to lead it by persuasion ? 


Younself must feel it first, your end to capture. 
Unless from out the soul it well. 

And with a fresh, resistless rapture 
Your liearers’ very hearts compel, — 

You only sit and gurn together. 

Hash up the orts from others’ feast, 

Blow puny ilames with lungs of leather, 

From ashes whence the life has ceased i 
Children and apes will gape in admiration. 

If for such praise your palates thirst ; 

But heart to heart ye will not sway and fashion, 
Save in your heart yc feel it first, 

WAGNLR. 

Yet elocution makes the orator ; 

I’m far behind, 1 leel it more and more. 
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Seek thou an honest retiibution! 

Be thou no motley, jingling fool ! ^ 

It needs but little elocution 

To speak good sense by reason's rule. 

If ye’ve a message to deliver, 

Need ye for words be hunting ever ? 

Aye, all your tinsel speeches, where ye curl 
But paper-shreds for Man, no more can cjiiicken, 
Tli'in can the misty winds, that rustling whirl 
7’he leaves that Autumn from the trees hath 
stricken ! 


WACJNin. 

Ah God ! but art is long, 

And short our life, and ever. 

Discouraging my critical endeavour, 

Dej'jrcssing thoughts through head and bosom 
throng. 

How hard it is, the obstacles to level, 

To gain the means which lead you to the 
source ! 

And haply, ere you've run but half the course, 
Conies Death, and snapvS you u]i, poor de\il. 


Parchment i is that the holy spring that 
quickens, 

A draught from which for ever stills the thirst ? 
All unrefreshed the soul still sickens, 

’ /ill from the soul itself the fountain burst. 


Pardon ! the joy may well be courted. 
Into the spirit of the times transported, 
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To ste what thoughts of old the wise have 
entertained, 

lA^nd then, how we at last such gloHous heights 
have gained. 


FAUST- 

Oh aye, up to the stars we've clomb 
My friend, the times gone by arc but in sum 
A book with seven seals protected. 

What 8])irit of the -Times you call, 

Good Sirs, is but your spirit after all, 

In which tlie times are seen rejected. 

And verily, ’tis oft a sorry sight ! 

At the first glimpse of it one runs away. 

A dust- bin and a lumber-room outright ! 

At best, 'tis history in a puppet-play. 

With excellent pragmatic maxims garnished, 
Wherewith a puppet's mouth is fitly furnished ! 

WAGKER. 

But then, the world, the heart and mind of men ! 
We all would fain know something of them, 
surely. 


FAUST. 

Aye marry, what call know, but then 
Wiio to the child can lit the name securely : 
The few who aught thereof have known or 
learned, 

Who their hearts’ fulness foolishly unsealed. 

And to the vulgar herd their thoughts and 
dreams rep ealed. 

Men in all tiine^ iiave crucified and burned. 

I prithee, friend, ’tis far into the night, 

We’ll break oil L ' this present season. 
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I would have watched for ever witli delight, 

Tn such a learned ^^ise with you to reason. 

Grant me to-morrow, being Easter-S unday, 

On this and that to question you this one day. 
Eve been a student diligent and zealous ; 

True 1 know much, but all to know Tm jealous. 

FAUST, alone. 

How 18 the head by hope not all forsaken, 

That ever cleaves to stalest stutt, and when 
With greedy hand he digs for treasuies, then 
U overjoyed, if earth-worms he hath taken ! 

Should such a mortal’s voice mine ear beset, 
Wheie spirits environed me, in throng bewilder- 
ing ? 

Yet ah ! this time I owe a debt 
To thee, the meanest-souled of all earth’s children 
Me from my deep despairing didst thou wrest, 
TTat instantly did threat to drive me frantic. 
The apparition, ah ! was so gigantic, 

That 1 stood forth, a very dwarf confessed. 

I, God’s own image, that did fondly deem 
Myself the mirror near of trutii eternal, 

Revelled in light and radiance supcinal, 

Mortal no longer in mine own esteem ; 
i, higher than the angels, whose free might 
Through Nature’s veins presumed in glad puls- 
ation 

To flow, and revel God-like in creation, 

How bitter now must be my expiation ! 

A word of thunder dashed me from mj height. 
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’Tis oveibold myscif with thee to measure ! 
TL’holigh I had luight to draw thee at my plea- 
sure, < •' 

To bid thee tarry had T not the might. 

Yet in that moment soul-contenting 
I helt myself so small, so great ; 

T'mt thou didst spurn me, unrelenting, 

Ijack into man’s uncertain fate. 

What shall I shun ? and who will teach me 
clearly ? 

Shall I yon vearning dream obey ? 

Our very deeds, alas ! and not our sutferingK 
merely, 

Shackle our steps along life’s way. 

E^ver the mind’s most glorious ideal 
Strange and yet stranger matter doth o’ergrow ; 
When this world’s Good is won, wc count it 
real, 

And count the Better but a mocking show. 

The glorious fantasies, that erst our soul did 
quicken, 

Soon in this earthly welter sw^oon and sicken. 
Once her bold flight would Fancy fain increase. 
All hopeful, to the Inflmte around her; 

A narrow space suffices, when she sees 
Venture on venture in Time’s whirlpool founder. 

Dec]) in the heart nests Care, a guest unbidden. 
Theie doth she work her sorrov/s hidden. 
Restless slir rock*^ herself, disturbing joy and 
peace. 

Ever with some new mask she hides her face, 
Herself as wife and child, as house and home- 
stead veiiih*!. 
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As fire, water, poison, steel ; 

Each blow that falls not dost thou feel. 

And what thou ne^cr shalt lose, that ever art 
bewailing. 

Not like the gods am 1 ! Into the quick 'tis 
thrust ! 

Tm like the worm, that wriggles through the 
dust. 

Which, as in dust it lives and dust consumes. 
The passing foot annihilates and entombs. 

L-, it not dust, that cramps before mine eyes 
This lofty wall, from its untold recesses. 

The trumpery, that with trash in myriad guise 
Me in this mothy world oppresses ? 

Heie shall I find what fails, where with one 
fact, 

A thousand books the searching mind importune — 
That mortals everywhere alike are racked. 

That here and there, one hath had fairer 
fortune ? 

What doth thy grin import, thou hollow skull, 
Save that thy brain, like mine, perplexed and 
harassed. 

Sought the clear day, yet strayed in twilight dull, 
Yearning for Truth, in Error’s maze em- 
barrassed ? 

In sooth, ye instruments make me your mock ! 
Your wheels and cogs, rollers and gimmals boot 
not. 

Ye should have been the keys, the portal to 
unlock ; 

Your wards are daedal, truly, yet the bolts )c 
shoot not. 
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Mysterious in the open day, 

Nature lets no man of her veil bereave her. 
What to thy mind herself will not ‘betray, 

Thou canst not from her wrest with screw and 
lever. 

Ye ancient gear, whose aid I ne’er invoked, 
Because my father used you, heie y' moulder. 
Thou too, old pulley, growest strangely smoked. 
So long upon this desk the lamp doth dimly 
smoulder. 

Far better liad I sjient my little without lieed, 
Tlinri here to moil, wheic still tliat little doth 
but cumber ! 

Wluit from thy sires thou li.ist, make thine 
indeed, 

Kre that amongst thy goods thou numLt'r ! 

We use alone the tool fiamed by the moment’s 
ne ed ; 

The rest, all that we use not, is but lumbei . 

But why doth yonder spot rivet my roving 
glances ? 

then yon Jiask a magnet for tiie 03^05 : 

What cheedul light breaks on my gloomy 
lan'.ies, 

in the midnight 'woods when moonlight 
floods the skies r 

Now hail, thrice hail, incomparable jihial ! 

With reverent hand I bid thee to the trial. 

In thee 1 honoui human wil and skill. 
Compendiurr of kindly, slumberous juices, 
Fssence compict of deadly, delicate uses, 

Show now a favour at thy master’s will ! 

I see thee, all the pain sinks into slumber ; 
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I grasp thee, all the strife ceases to cumber ; 
I'he spirit’s flood ebbs with slow pulse away. 

It draws me to the. Deep, resistless streaming, 
Full at my feet the glassy sea lies gleaming, 

On to new shores, woos me the newer day. 

j’S flaming car floats down on wafting pinions 
Hither to me. Ready to cleave am I 
On ])athw:tys new, the ethereal dominions, 

Fornc to new s])hcrcs of pure activity. 

That life divine, that bliss of Cod-like being, 
Dar’st thou, but now a worm, make it thy goal ? 
-Vve, thou hast but to turn thy lace from seeing 
The li’arth’s sweet sun, with dauntless soul ! 

Be bold to wiench the biazen gates asunder, 
i^ast which no mortal but is fain to slink 1 
'Tis time by deeds to show that e’en not under 
Tlic majesty of Gods, Man’s tlignity need 
shrink 

To face yon gloomy cavern never tremble, 
Where Fancy dooms hciself but self-bred tor- 
ments to, 

And though all Hell its flames assemble 
About the narrow mouth, pi ess boldly through ; 
Blench not, but blithely let the step be taken, 

V.‘ ere it with jeopardy, ne’er from the Naught 
to waken ! — 

Now come thou down, thou goblet crystal- 
‘^•hining ! 

Come from thine antique case, where long 
reclining, 

A precious heirloom, thou hast slept ignored ! 
Oft liast thou graced the banquet with thy 
splendour, 
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Thou the stnid guests didst blithesome render. 
As each to other pledged thee, round the board. 
The quaint devices graven on thy walls, 

The drinker^s task, their sense in rhyme to 
blazon, 

Or at a draught to drain thine ample bason. 

Full many a night of jocund youth recalls. 

Now i shall pass thee not to any neighbour, 

My wit upon thine art to prove 1 shall nor 
labour. 

This juice doth drunken make, with brief delay. 
It fills thine hollow with its brown effusion ; 
I’his I prepared, this have I chosen, 

And this last draught I drink, with dauntless 
resolution, 

A solemn, festal greeting to the new-springing 
day ’ 

e stis iht ^ohht to his lij^s. Chime 
(jJ hells and L'horaI~i(f7:g. 

CHOIR Of ANGELS. 

Christ is arisen ! 

Hail the meek-spirited, 

JVhom the dl -merited 
Mortal, inherited 
Fadings did prison. 

FAUST. 

What clamorous boom, what silvery tone, com- 
pels 

The glass to quit my lips, with might astound- 
mgr 

Is it your herald-voice, ye deep-mouthed bells, 
Easter s first festal hour already sounding ? 
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1'}m :ils your glad song, ye choirs, already through 
die gloom, 

W'/ich eryt troni hngels’ lips swelled round the 
darksome tomb, 

A new-sealed co\cnant with moitals founding ? 

CHOIR OF WOMKN. 

myrrh and aloes ^ 

Our poor mi morlah 
Mournfully ^ealoiis^ 
iJrouyhl for his burial ; 

L'hen did wf hind him 
rill zvifh fine liiien o^tr^ 

Ah / and we fn I him 
Nfnv here no more, 

CHOIR OF ANGfiLS. 

ilhrist is ascended ! 
lilcst he the pardoning 
Love that the sadd ning^ 

C has /mingy g laddemng 
I rial hath ended ! 

FAUST. 

Ye lieavenly strains, most mighty and most mild, 
Why seek )e me, whereas in dust I grovel ? 

Peal where are men more apt to be beguiled ! 

I hear the tale ye tell, but Faith lends no 
approval. 

And Miracle is Faith’s most cherished child. 
Me to yon spheies to soar your voice may not 
embolden, 

W^hence the glad tidings sweetly chime. 

And yet to your sweet tones, beloved from 
childhood's prime. 
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For this rrcall to life I am behoJden 

Aforetime, in the solemn, Sabbath hush, 

Down like a kiss Heaven’s upon me 

floated ; 

Then big with boding pealed the chiming bells, 
deep-throated, 

And prayer my soul with ecstasy could flush. * 

Then did a sweet, mysterious yearning 

Through field and woodland drive me ever on. 

Whilst in mine eyes the teais were burning, 

1 felt a world within me dawn. 

My childhood’s merry games proclaimed this 
music golden. 

Spring’s free glad feast with it began ; 

With childlike feelings now hath memory 
with hoi den 

Back from the last grim step, the man. 

Chime on, ye sweet angelic songs that thrall 
me! 

My tears well forth, to earth again ye call 
me ! 


CHOIR OF DISCIPLES. 

O^er death ^utor 'ioiis 
He from His vaulted 
Grave risen glorious 
Sittcth exalted. 

He filled vuith hirth-dehght 
Near Joy Creative goev ; 
lli'e in this earthly night 
Stdl nvad our native vjoes, 
H r*’ nvhere vut languish 
Us He left that are His j 
Master^ in anguish^ 

Mont u voe Thy bhss. 
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CHOIR OF ANGELS. 

Christ is arisen^ 

Out of the mouldering earth J 
Burst from your prison 
Joyfully forth ! 

Li*ve for the fame of Hirriy 
J^ove by the shame of Him^ 
Gii^e in the name of Hinu 
Publish 'what came of 
Pardon proclaim of Hiniy 
Then is your Master neat\ 
Then is He here! 


WITHOUT THE CITY-GATE. 

[^Holiday •makers of all classes stream 
forth from the city. 

PRENTlCE-LADS. 

^Yhy do you turn that way ? 

OTHl'R PRENTICF-LADS. 

On to the Hunters' Lodge we mean to stiay. 

THi: FIRST PARTY. 

V'eli, wc shall stroll towards the Mill. Come, 
hi others. 

A PRi'NTiCl -LAD 

Go to the Rivcr-lnn, that's my advice. 

SECOND PRFNTICE-LAD. 

j The road is anything but nice. 

THE SECOND PARTY. 

j And what will you do ? 
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THlilD PR^NTIC5“LA1>. 

I shall join^the others. 

FOURTH PIG-NTICE-LAD. 

To Ijur^^doil conic. You’ll find there, nevci 
fear, 

The prettiest lasses and the choicest beei. 

A:k 1 first-class cudgcl-play for pastime. 

FIFTH fr':ntici--lad. 

IJo'.v now, thou niad-bi\aned fellow, thou ! 
ItriiLS thine hide for its third tanning now ? 

Til go no more; my bones ache from thv? las^ 
time. 


SERVANT-MAID. 

\r', no, to town Vm going back. 

ANOTHI R 

d'here by die poplars — there lieMl be I trow. 

THI- MRST. 

That’* no great joy foi me, good lack! 

For ever at your side he’ll go. 

Your p,iii/;er on the green lie’ll be. 

But what IS all your fun to me ! 

THI OTH5 R. 

He won’t be by himself, ’tis truth 1 tell ; 

He said that CurJy-Pate would come as well. 


Gad ! how th'* lusty \venches step away ! 

Come, Brother ! we must squire them for the 
day. 
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A slinging beer, and a biting weed, 

And a lass in her gayest trim, — that’s blis? 
indeed. • • 

BURGHERMAIDEN. 

Look at those handsome fellows, now ! 

L really is a shame to sec ; 

They’re running after servant-maids, I vow, 
When they could have the most genteel society, 

SECOND STUDENT, to the Jirst. 

Nay, not so fast, there follow two beliind, 
ho sprucely dressed they look quite striking ! 
And my fair neighbour’s one, I find ; 

I'hc girl is greatly to my liking. 

And though they trip it so demurely, 

Yet in the end, they’ll take us with them, 
surely. 

THE FIRST. 

N’ay, not for me your prudish damsels ! Comt ! 
Quick on the game, befoie it takes to cover. 

The liand that plies on Saturday the broont, 

Or Sunday fondles best of all the lover. 

BURGHER. 

No, the new burgomaster likes me not, 1 say ! 
lie grows more ovei bearing every day. 

Since his preferment. Ayt, and what for the 
town docs he ? 

Are not things going from bad to worse : 
i.vcT more wide must gape our purse, 

\nd truckle more and more must we. 

BEGGAR sm^s. 

Good gentlemen and ladies fairy 
With dresses gay and cheeks like roses ^ 



46 Goethe’s Faust 

One glance for my misfortunes spare ! 

Pity the *zvoe my song discloses ! 

Hear not my organ grind unheeding ; 
iPho gaily gmes^ a^onc is gay. : 

JVhr/i all from nvorh are Hit Lely speedings 
Pie it the begg/jPs harTcsi-day. 

AMOTHIR BUKGHFP. 

On Sundays and on SninUi" days, my 

humour, 

When oviL in Turkey \ondei, lar av/ay, 

"]"lic nations clash in a^'nis — 10 sit far Iron 
fray, 

And talk of vuir and wrirlike rumour. 

Vou stand beside the window, (juad your ah*, 
Watch the gay shi])s glide mcjriiy down ti*e 
ri\<:r, 

And home you go» when day hegiius to fail, 

And bless your lucky stars yoni ilays are peace- 
ful ever. 

THIRD BURCtllR. 

Aye, neighbour, that’s a hun’our I'm whli you 
in, 

T.ct them, say I, s])lit one another's pate, 

Nav, let the world go all to rack and ruin, 
ho long as liere at home things go the good old 
gait ! 

OLD CKGSTyto the B tag I mnaidens . 

Fdi ! but you're braw ! 'What |'•Ieny innocence 1 
What lad could keep his lieart tliat met you ? 
Nay, not so ] ud — there's no (.ffence ! 

And what you want, Old Goody'll surely get 
you. 
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BURGHERMAIDEN. 

Agatha, come*! in public to be seen 
With such a hag I never should get over : 

’Tis true, she let me see last Hallowe’en, 

In hesh and blood, my future lover. 

THE OTHER. 

I'o me she showed him in the crystal-ball, 

In soldier-guise, with comrades bold around 
him. 

Tve sought him everywhere, yet spite of all 
T*ve sought in vain, and nowhere have 1 found 
him. 

SOLDH'RS. 

Castles nvlth lofty 
Bulwarks embaitled, 

Maultns d'tsda‘wfu!y 
Haughtdy •mettled 
Fuin would I capture ’ 

Glorious the rapture 
Bold though the tod ! 

Us do the iruinpets 
Win by their wooing^ 

Be it to foyatite 
Or be ft to rum. 

Life IS all tumult / 

Life is all splendour ! 

Castles and maidens 
Both must sut render. 

Glorious the rapture^ 

Bold though the toil f 
Gaily the soldiers 
Bear of the spoil f 
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^Enter Faust and Wagnak. 


Freed from ice are the water-courses, 

For kindly and quickening, Spring hath scope. 
'The vale is abud with the boon of hope ; 

And aged Winter, with waning forces. 

Slinks to the rugged mountain-slope. 

Thence he can only send in his spleen 
Impotent showers of hurtling hail, 

Driving in gusts o’er the tender green. 

But the sun will harbour no white in the vale. 
With growth and with travail the earth is 
a-thrill, 

The sun would have all things in colour 
arrayed ; 

Yet bare of blossom the fields are still. 

So he takes the folk's gay dresses instead. 

Back from the upland turn thee round ! 

View the town from this rising ground ! 

Forth from the hollow, gloomy gateway 
Sways and surges a motley horde, 

Fain to bask in the sunshine straightway. 

'Ihs the festal-day of the Risen Lord ! 

They too, in truth, are themselves arisen ; 

From stifling rooms in houses lowly. 

From craft and traffic that chain them wholly, 
From roof and gable — that press like a prison. 
Forth from the straits of tiie crowded alley, 
Forth from the church’s solemn night, 

All — they are brought again to light. 

Look now ! 1. ok ! not a whit they dally. 
Swiftly they scatter through garden and mead 
O’er the broad river, the length of the valley. 
Frolicking gaily the pleasure-boats speed. 
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how Its burcjc^n overfills 
I'he last frail bark that puts from the bay * 

^c•e how eveil the t:]istant hills 
Send us ^c^Iimpses of garments gay f 
With rustic mirth the air is riveii. 

"'’h’s lb the people’s very heaven ’ 
and sicaill cry out in glee : 

Ih ..m i man, here man may be! 

VvViCNER. 

Vvbbi you, Sir Docivii, thus to ramble 
lb both an honoiu ait! a gain. 

AUaie, I should avoid this vulgar scniinblej 
bra ‘very kind ot coarsencs-* is my bane, 
four ilJdling, bawling, skittie-playiug, 

1 ccKc^t most hatehJ sounds among. 
d'i,r\ Kigc, as the Foul Fiend their wsll weit 
swaying, 

* o. jov they call it, call it song. 

FbASAN'fS Uri'W the 

Dance and 

'The shepherd, all on a holiday 
Donned for the dance his jacket 
His wreath and ribbons flying* 

Already' round the Ihiden-trce 
The dancers tripped it rnt i i t'y. 

Hey ninny / hey nonny ! 

Hey ninny ! nonny ! no ! 

The fiddle- stick went flying* 

He squeezed him through, as hold as brass, 
And there he jogged a buxom lass. 

His lusty elbo’iv plyir". 

Vhe saucy damsel t -rncu Dcr htad ; 
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0 / nvhat an ill-bred clo-jun ! she said^ 
Hey ninny / he-^ nonny ! 

Hey ninny / nonny / no / ^ 

And that thei c s no denying I 

But round they jlt'iUy nuith footing deft. 
I'hf-y diinretl to right ^ they danct'<l to lift. 
With petticoats a-fiving. 

1 hey gre'w so red^ they grerui so •ZLoirm, 
7 hey jested hreatJders, arm in arm. 

Hey nuiny / hey nt.nny } 

Hey tunny / nonny / no ! 

On hips their eluo'H's lying. 

Ho<zu do not matte so free J she said. 
Honv many a loz}er cheats his mat f 
IV lib lying and denying / 

ITet as he ivheedled her aside, 

Kting from the ItTi'len far and nvi It, 

Hty ninny / hey nonny / 

He ,' ninny / nonny ! no / 

Fiddle and n^oices Firing. 

OLD PEASANT. 

Sir Doctor, this is kindly done, 

Amidbt our rude and boisterous play. 

For such a lamed gentleman 
To honour us plain folk to-day. 

So please you take the finest mug ; 

With sweet, cool drink 1 fill it first, 

And pledge you, speaking loud the wish. 

It may not mtidv quench your thirst ; 

For e\ery drop within the can, 

A day be added :o your span. 



FAUST, 


1 thank you for ygur kindly speech, 

And drink ^ood health to all and each. 

OLD PEASANT. 

of a truth, it is but meet 
Our joyful day should see you here. 

You proved a very friend in need, 

In evil days, when death was near. 

And many a man stands here alive. 
Whom your good father, wrestling yet, 
Snatched from the fever’s burning rage, 
When for the Plague a bound he set. 
And you yourvself, a young man then, 

In every stricken house were found, 

And corpse on corpse was carried forth, 
but you came out aye safe and sound. 
Steadfast in trials did you prove ; 

Helped was the helper from above. 


Health to the trusty man and tried, 

That helpful still he long may bide ! 

FAUST. 

To Him above bow down, my friends, 

Who bids us help, and succour sends. 

on <with JVagner, 

O thou great man ! what must thy feelings be, 
Hailed with such reverence by the people’s 
voice ! 

O hajipy, who can won such joys, 

And tor his talents, find so rich a fee ! 
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The father shows you to his boys. 

No man but asks, and throngs and huirieSc 
The fiddlt* slops, the dancer tallies/ 

You walk along — in rows they stand, 

"I'he caps lly ofF as you draw nigh ; 

A little moie, and every knee would bend. 

As came the Holy H ousel by. 

FAUST. 

Yet a few paces onwai(l, up to yondei stone ! 
Here a biiet while we'll lest us from our stray- 
ing. 

Here have I often sat and mused aloiu. , 

And racked rny i^elf with fasting and wi^' play- 
ing. 

For rich in hope, and staunch in faith., 

Witli teats and sighs and fienzied wringing 
Of aching nands, to slay the Death 
I thought, Hea\enhs Lord to mercy brrigmg 
And now the crowd’s applause rim. s in mme 
eais like scorn ! 

() couldst thou lead what in my heart i'^ fodder - 
Father and son, no moie than babe unborn. 
Merit the fame that seeks tlieni thus unbi hie.i. 
My hitlier was a wot thy gcntleniaii, 
d'o fame unknown, who sought with honest 
passion, 

Yet whim.sical device, as was his fashioiu 
Nature and all her holy rounds to scan , 

In the 13Iack Kitchen's murky region, 

Cloistered with masters of the craft, 

He, guided by nrescriptions legion, 

Concocted naustous draught on draught. 

There a Red Lion, with the Lilv weddi‘d, 

A wooer bold, wifnin the tepid bath, 
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Fioni bridal-bower to bridal-bower was speeded, 
Hacked by the naked fire's flaming wrath, 
if thereupon,* in gorgeous hues attired, 

Shone the Young Queen within the glassy cell, 
'rhere was the medicine. I’he patients still 
expired ; 

None asked the question : Who got well ? 
riius have we wrought among these hills and 
valleys, 

With hellish letuaries, worse havoc than the malice 
Of that same desolating pest. 

Myself to thousands have the poison given ; 
They pined away — and yet my fame has thriven, 
Till I must hear their shameless murderers blessed. 

WAGNER. 

Why cloud your heart with vain contrition ? 
Doth it not for the honest man suflice. 

If conscientiously, and in punctilious wise, 

The art he practise, taught him by tradition 
If as a youth thy sire thou honourest. 

Gladly from him his lore wilt thou receive. 

If as a man thou further urge the quest. 

Thy son may still a higher goal achieve. 

FAUST. 

O happy, who still hopes in very deed 
This weltering sea of error to out win ! 

The thing we know not is the thing we need ; 
li aught we know, at need we find no help 
therein. 

V'et let us not becloud the fleeting boon 
Of this bright hour with melanclioly brooding! 
See how the sunset-glory round us strewn 
The green-embowered cots is flooding ! 
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The sun slopes down — the day is overworn ; 

He hastens hence, to call to life new being. 

O that on wings from earth I r/ere upborne, 

On in his track and ever onward fleeing !. 

Then should I see the splendour never pale, 

The tranquil world in endless sunset glowing, 
And every peak allame, and hushed lie every 
vale, 

I’lie silver stream in golden rivers flowing. 

Then the wild mountain with its dread ravine 
No more from him my god-like flight would 
sunder. 

Straightway the sea before the eyes of wonder 
With all its sunny bays is seen. 

Yet now at last the god is surely sinking 
But the new gift impels to flight. 

Onwaid I speed, eternal radiance drinking, 
Before me day, and f^r behind me night, 

The sky o’eihead, and far beneath the billows. 
A golden dream — meanwhile the glory fails. 

Ah me ! on wings the spirit lightly sails — 
Wheie shall this lumpish body find their tellowsr 
And yet the yearning Nature places 
In every hi cast, upwards and onwards spiings, 
When high o’cihead, lost in the azure spaces, 
His quivering song the sky-lark sings ; 

Wlien oY'i die rugged, janc-clad highland, 

On outspread wings the eagle soars, 

And over sea and over dry land, 

The crane toils on to homeward -shores. 


I too have had niy whimsies and my fancies, 

But no such freak as that by any chances. 

On woods and field . I soon have looked my fill. 
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I never shall begrudge the bird his pinion. 

How eisewise flit we through the mind’s 
dominion, • 

From book to book, from leaf to leaf, at will ! 
Such snug delights the winiry-cve console ; 

A blissful warmth in every limb comes o’er you ; 
Some venerable parchment then if you unroll, 

Ah ! then, all Heaven opens out before you ! 

FAUST. 

One only passion is thy bosom’s guide ; 

Seek not to know the other yearning ! 

Two souls, alas ! within my breast abide, 

The one to quit the other ever burning. 

This, in a lusty passion of deliglit, 

Cleaves to the world with organs tightly-cling- 

_ ; 

Fain from the dust would that its strenuous 
flight 

To realms of loftier sires be winging, 

0 ! spirits of the airy wavs, 

If such there be, ’twixt earth and heaven rang- 

Come down, come down, from out your golden 
haze ! 

1 .cad me to life unknown and ever-changing ! 
Aye, were some charmed mantle mine, to bring 
To tar-olf lands its lord at pleasure, 

I'he rarest raiment would not buy my treasuic, 
Not even the puiple mantle of a king. 

WAGNER. 

Ah ! from the atmosphere, wherethrough the) 
stream, 

I prithee, conjure not the weil-knowm legion, 
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With dangers myriad for man that teem> 
Thronging from every earthly region. 

From the cold North the pierfiirig Spirit- tooth 
Searches you home, with tcngue-' sharp as an 
arrow ; 

And from the East they flock, parching with 
diouth, 

To feast uj)on your lungs and mariow ; 
i hose the fierce South sends from the sandy 
waste, 

With scorching glow on glow your sconce he- 
muddle ; 

1 hose from the West refiesh you first, but haste 
i o drench yourself, and make your field a puddle. 
Gladly they hea;, on mischiet blithely bent. 
Gladly obey, for gladly would they cheat us ; 
They make believe from Heaven to be sent, 

And when they lie, with angels^ tongues they 
greet us. 

lAt let us go, all grey are grown the skies ; 

The air is chilled, the mists arise. 

At night, one’s fireside gets its meed of praise. 
Why do you stand and stare in such amaze ? 
What fills you in the twilight with such trouble? 


Dost thou see yon black dog, ranging through 
shoot and stubble ? 

WAGNIR. 

I saw him long ago ; he struck me not i’ the 
least. 

FAUST. 

Look at him narrowly ! What mak’st thou of 
the be^iSt ? 
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WAGNFk, 

r\ pGodlr, who like aLV poodle breath inp,, 

Ca* ts for tl“e set^nt, strayed from bis ma te:\s 
heels. 

PAUL i 

Mr.ik how, a mighty spiral round us 
Kvarer and ever nearer )et he steals. 

And see ! mine eyes deceive me qiiecflv. 

}le .rails a fer^ eddy 'in his tiaiii. 

WAG G R. 

v'..\ a poodle — a black poodle mcrclv* 

' i A but some spori, some phantom ef \our 
i'f am, 

FAUST. 

h-e items he softly eoileth m igic nu'shes, 

1 o he a soiriCtime fetter .'ound on; feef. 

WAGNIR. 

lie tiisks in douoi and fbar anmnd us, lest ud-« 
gi .icioiRi 

'1 IK .iLiangers’ wclcona U. He r^;oi:pdu hsi 
lord TO gleet. 


Fivi 

d': cirvtle narrows, nov' In 's near ‘ 

WAGN iiR. 

^ ou see, no spectre, but a dug is h.cre. 

He giowlb and falters, grov'eiimg iie sues, 

I It wags his tail, — st> ail dogs use. 

r ‘.usT. 

Come, join us, sirrah I Leave th} chasi. ! 
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WAGNER. 

He has the drollest poodle-ways. 

Stand still — he too will stand and wait ; 

Speak but a word — he scrambles up you straight 
If aught you lose, that will he bring you ; 

Into the water for a stick heMl spiing you. 

FAUST. 

Doubtless you’re right ; I cannot find a trace 
Of mind or s])irit — trairiiiig takes its place. 

WAGNLR. 

The dog, if fitly educated, 

ITen by the wise a friend is rated. 

Aye, he deserves your favour to the full, 

The students’ scliular, apt and teachable. 

^0 in by the City-gatf' 


STUDY. 

Enter Faust, 'u.nib the poodle^ 

F^tJUST. 

Now held and mead iiave I foroaken, 

Which Night enshroudeth, deep and still, 

In us the better soul doth waken, 

^V"ith a presaging, holy tlirilh 

Now stiess of deed and storm of yearning 

Sleep, at her all-compclliiig nod ; 

The love of man now bright is burning, 

And bunui'g blight the love of Ood. 

Be quiet, poodle ' Run not hither and thither 
On the thrc..hold why snudlest thou ? 
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Lie down behind the stove • Come hither i 
My softest cushion I give thee now. 

As thou without 'on the hilly byway, 

To make us sport didst spring thy best, 

So now Til cherish thee in my way, 

A welcome, if a silent guest. 

When in our narrow chamber kindled 
^rhe lamp its cheerful radiance throws, 
ihight gleams the light that erst had dwindled. 
Within the heart itself that knows. 

Reason again begins to parley, 

And hope to bloom, that seemed dead ; 

'riieii lor life’s tountains long we dearly, 

Ah ! dearly for life’s Fountain-head. 

Nay, snarl not, poodle! With these measujc^ 
holy, 

Wherein ray soul is lapped completely, 

The brutish tone doth jar unmcctly. 

W e are used that men should scold' in their folly 
At what they grasp not ; 

At the Good and the Beautiful, which solely 
Burden them oft, they should mutter and 
mumble ; 

At that will the dog now growl and grumble ? 

But ah ! the best of wills proves unavailing. 
Peace in my breast I feel no longer welling. 

Yet wherefore hath the stream so swift a drying. 
In thirst again to leave us lying ? 

Tve known so oft this swift cessation. 

^"c*t may we liJl the voia in ample measure 
We learn the Supernatural to treasure ; 

Our bo,>oni yearns for Revelation, 
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Which brightest shines, and is most eloquent. 
As shown in tlie New Testament. 

I feel a prompting to determine* * 

From the original holy Text, 

"^rhe seLi‘,c, unwarped and unperplexed, 

Anc! tins to render in mine own dear GcrmaL 
opens a •\'>oluiiie^ and sets Ln <iv'jrk 
' Fis written ; In the he^hinin^^ ^ivas the lizard. 
Already 1 stic’u, and who shall help arford ? 

The ^ivord at such high rate I may not tender ; 
Fhe ])assuge must I elsevvise render. 

M lightly by the Spirit 1 am taught, 

^Tis wntten : In the htglnnuig luas the 'Plmr^ht. 
By the lirat line a moment tairy. 

Let not thine e:ii;ef ]jcn itseK o'erhurry ' 

Does ihoinht woik all and fashion all ounight: 

It should struid ; In ihe lepiuninv at 

Ilr^ht. 

Yet even as my pen the sentence traces, 

A warning hint the hall-wnit word etiaces. 

Fhe Spirit helps me — from all doubting iieidj 
1 hus write I ; In the beghuihip ‘i.e/zj the Died. 

V/ith thee if I must share my liwclhrig. 

Poodle, let be thy yelling, 

Thy liuvvling an ! thy rioting I 
A comrade so disquieting 
i may not sulfer Uv^ar me. 

One of us two, I fear me, 

Mu't void the room ; doot liear me ? 

1 am loth to withdraw my hospitality ; 

'Fhe door open, thy course is tree. 

But wliat is this i see ? 

Can this befall in the couise of nature: 

Is it a shadow, or is it reality \ 
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How my poodle waxes in statuie i 
Bigger it looms and bigger i 
Nay, that is no dog’s figure ! 

What a spectre brought I into the hous* 

He looks like a hippopotamus. 

With horrid jaws and fiery eyes. 

Oh ! I see through thy disguise ! 

For such a hybrid brood of Hell, 
Solomon’s Key doth passing wed. 

SPIRITS in the corridor. 

One is trapped in the gin there ! 

Slay without, none follow him in there I 
i-,ike a fox in the snare, 

Quakes an old Hell-lynx there 
But give ye heed ! 

'Fo and fro hover. 

Under and over, 

And he hath himself befreed ! 

Help ! it were treason 
To leave him in prison! 

For he at his leisure 
Hath oft done us pleasure. 

FAUST. 

With the beast to grapple well 
First I need the fourfold spell : 

Salamander, gleam candescent ! 

Thou, Undine, shalt ^wreathe and coil ! 
Sylph, disperse thee evanescent ! 

Goblin, thou shalt toll and moil I 

Who ignorant is 
Of the elements four, 

Their inner power, 
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And qualities. 

He little merits ^ , 

To govern the spirits- 

anish J! timing ami Jl ashing^ 
Salamander ! 

Flo^ fivith a liquid plashing^ 

Undine ! 

Shine in meteoric sheen ^ 

Sylph ! 

^ Id ring household hclp^ thou luhher-e'f^ 
Incubus ! liif ubus / 

Come nozo jorthy the spell to close / 

Of that four at least. 

Lurks none in the beast ; 

It lies at Its ease, and grins in my face. 
Not yet have I touched its tender place. 
Nay then, yet stronger 
Thou shalt hear me conjure. 

udrt thou y fell oiVy 
^ scape ling from Hell ? Coy 
Ga'z,e on this symbol, 
ylt zvhich do trtmhle 
'The black battalions I 

It bristles and swells, for ail its valiance* 

Thou outcast beings 
Quale y this token seeing y 
The Uncreatedy 
U ndenominated, 

Shamefully ImmoLitcd 

Idy iohum all Heanien is permeated I 

Behind the stove now doth it skulk. 
Swollen to elephar.une bulk ; 

All the room \is swiltly Jiiiirig, 
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Into mist 'twill melt and fleet. 

Rear thee not up to the ceiling i 
Down, sir, ^t thy^ master’s feet! 

1 ,0 now ! I do not vainly threaten 5 
With holy lire thou’rt singed and smitten S 
Wait not to gaze 
On the threefold glowing Blaze ! 

^Vait not to gaze 

On my magic’s mightiest measure ! 

MFPHISTOPHFLES. 

\_yls the m'lst rlears, steps from hSnnd 
the stome in the garb of a strolling 
scholar. 

What’s ail the coil ? What is my lord’s good 
pleasure ? 

FAurr. 

So tliat then was the poodle’s kernel 1 
A strolling scholar ! The casus tickles me 
ra»eiy. 

MEPHISTOPHFXES. 

Learned Sir, I greet }Od fairly ! 

You put me into a stew infernal. 

# FAUST. 

What ifi thy name ? 

MEPHISTOPHFLFS. 

A paltry question that, 

For one that doth esteem the word so clieaply, 
All outwa^'d show at naught doih rate, 

And into the essence plunges deeply. 

FAUST. 

As for you, fair Sirs, a- a rule your nature 
Is easily read in your nomenclature. 
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WhereiD too clearly wrii it lies. 

As when wp call you Liar, Seducer, God of 
Flies. , , 

Come, then, who art thou ? 

MEPHISTOPHKLES. 

Part of that Power that would 
Ever the Evil do, and ever dues the Good. 

FAl^ST. 

What meaning in this riddling arujwer lies ; 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I am the Spirit that Denies ! 

And rightly so, for all that from the Void 
Wins into life, deserves to be destroyed ; 

Thus it weie better nothing life should win. 

And so is all that you as Sin, 

Destruction, in a word, as Evil represent, 

My own peculiar element. 

FAUST. 

A part dost call thyself, yet whole dost seem in 
sooth ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I tell thee but the modest truth. 

Whilst Man, the mad-brained Microcosm, 
Fancies himself a Whole with swelling bosom. 
Part am 1 of that Part that once was Every- 
thing ; 

Part of the Darkness, whence the Light did 
spring— 

Thearioga:. Light, which now for Space doth 
joust. 

And Mother Night from her old rank would oust. 
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And y ct its aim not ali its toil achieves, 

Fetteied to bodies still it cleaves ; 

It streams ffiom fcvodies, bodies beaiitifiec ; 

A body cltccks it on its way ; 

And so I hope ’twill have its day, 

And with the bodies perish in like wise. 

I'AUST. 

Now do 1 know thine honourable duty ! 

Since of the mass thou canst not make thy 
booty, 

Thou’rt fain to try upon a smaller scale. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And verily, ’tis but of blight avail 1 

What to the Naught is as a challenge hurled, 

This Something, this your lumpish World, 

For all that I have undertaken, 

Up to this day I have not shaken 

With billows, tempests, earthejuake, levin-brand. 

Firm stablished as of old rest sea and land. 

And this accursed spawn, this brute and human 
* brood — 

How have my onslaughts all miscarried ! 

(|What countlcso numbers have I buried! 

Yet ever circulates a fresh young blood. 

’Tis like to drive me mad, so swarm the vermin I 
For ever myriad forms of gcrmin 
In Eurth, and Air, and Water cprout 1 
In Warm and Cold, in Dry and Humid ! 

Had I not Flame to be mine own assumed, 

In sooth I had been elbowed out. 


So thou dost coldly strive, thou Canker, 
I’he eternal thrill of Life to blight i 
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Thy devirs fist in bootless rancour 
Dost clench against Creative Might ! 

Nay ! thou fantastic Son of Chaos, • 

Some other trade I rede thee try ! , 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well, well ! perchance thine hint shall sway us. 
But more on that head by and by. 

Pray let rile leave you for this present. 

KAUST. 

I do not see why thou shouldst pray. 

Though our acquaintance be but recent, 

Look in upon me day by day. 

Here is the window, there the entrance, 

A chimney I can offer you. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Let me confess — there is a trifling hindrance 
Which bars iny course the doorway through — 
The wizard’s foot upon your threshold. 

‘ FAUST. 

The Pentagram ! that gites thee pain? • 

If that thy foot v/ithin the mesh hold, 

Thou Son of Hell, how didst thou entrance^ 
gam ^ 

Say, how was such a spirit cheated ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Observe it well ! the figure’s not completed ; 
Here, if you look but closely, it remains 
A little open at this outer angle. 

FAUST. 

A lucky c‘.<u“jce, the Devil thus to entangle ! 

So thou’rt my captive for thy pains : 

Nay, by my fay, liiat is a windfall ! 
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MEPHIbTOrHELtS. 

The poodle leapt across it all unmindful, 

But now things vrear another face ! 

The Devil cannot void the place. 

FAUST. 

But pray, what bars thine exit through the 
lattice ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A law that binds all ghosts and devils that is, 
Which by the way they entered, bids them their 
steps retrace. 

The first is open to us — we’re bondsmen by the 
second. 

FAUST. 

In Hell itself are some laws binding reckoned ? 
Bravo ! then Sirs, with you one might contract 
A bond, and ye would keep it to a tittle ? 

MEPHISTOPHFLES. 

From what we promise, not a shred we whittle, 
And unalloyed thou shah enjoy the pact. 

Yet these things ask a lengthier comment ; 

We’ll talk more of them by and by. 

But now, I pray you instantly, 

Dismiss me for the piesent inumenu 

FAUST. 

Nay, yet a moment stay. Humour my bent. 
And tell me of thy tidings, piithee. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Dismiss me now ! I’ll soon again be with thee. 
Then thou shah question to thine heart’s content. 
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FAUST. 

f sec no snare ! Thou in hot haste 
Didst blunder in, thyself enU.Tpplng. 

Who holds the Devil, hold him fa;;t, 

Nor hope a second time to catch the De\U 
nnppin- ! 

^ MEPHlSTOenCLEJ. 

Well then, I'll bear thee company, and fun, 

Sir DoLtoFj if It be thy jdeasure, 

So this pioviso I obtmn, 

That with mine aits 1 '.vliile away thy 1 e 1 s 11 i c . 


Do so ! that will ] gladly see. 

So tint thine art but pleading be. 

MFPHISTOrilELKS. 

My friend, this liour will be more lavish 
In nil that mav thy senses ravish, 

Thau is the yearns monotony. 

That which the dainty s])rites shall sing thee. 
The beauteous visions they shall bring thee. 
Will be no empty, juggling show. 

To glad thy smell, sweet scents shall trickle, 
Sweet savours then thy palate tickle, 

'Thy feeling last with rapture glow. 

No preparation do we need ; 

\ll are assembled, pray proceed ! 

SPIRITS. 

V anish I ye do rh some 
^ auJfiri^s above him. 

Bright beyond measure 
Shine in the axure 
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Ethereal sky / 

Scatter^ ye Jurktitig 
Clpuels^^and the tender 
Starlight he sparkling ; 

Sun s softer splendour^ 
jBeam from on high ! 

Spirits^ aerial 
Beauty etherera 
Hea^cen 'with tremulous 
Hovering covers. 

IT earning all emulous 
ylfter it hovers. 

Garments bright gleaming 
With ribbons a-streaming 
Eloat o^er the teeming 
Jjand and the arbour ^ 
Where till death smite them^ 
Thought in thought merging 
True lovers plight thcm^ 
Hrbour by arbour / 
Tine-tendrils burgeon ; 

Into their harbour 
Under the 'wine-pree s 
Fruits of the vine pres s J 
Forth in a torrent 
Wells the svueet current ; 
Foams effervescent 
Through gems iridescent i 
Streams from the highland i 
Widens to lakelets 
Over the dry land. 

Clasping like necklets 
Emerald mountains . 

Slaked at their fountains 
Wildfoavl soar onvoard. 
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• Fluttering su7i*warei ; 

On cohere the hrightsome 
Isles of the ocean^ , , 

Dance nvith a Ughtsoiae 
Ti emulous motion ; 

I! Imre the entrancing 
Juhhtuit chorus^ 

^i^ftng and dancing 
^Fhis on before us ; 

Flits o^ er the meado^ws^ 

Scatters It he shadoavs^ 

Some bent on scaling 
Towering mountains^ 

Othirs on sailing 
Ckcan s salt fount ains^ 

Oibet s on flyings 
Lift wards all hiein'^^ 
ylJl to the far-away 
Jaive-btaintng sftii away^ 

Grraious and blest, 

MtPHISTOPHtLEJ.. 

Enough ! ye dainty, airy s]>riteh, your mi ruber? 

Have lulled his seovse in charmed slumlv'i s ! 

For this sweet concert I your debtor rest. 

Not yet ait thou the man to hold the Devi) tliy 
vassal ! 

Wjth dream-wrought wraiths his fancy dazzle 

And in a sea of glamour steep ! 

Ana now, to cleave tlie thresh old b magic 
puzzle, 

A rat’s tooth to my aid I ciepe. 

It needs a. lengthy conjuration ; 

One rustles near already — he’ll hear my incan- 
tation. 
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The lord of rats and hats and rntce. 

Of fro^s and flies and hugs and lice. 

Bids thee come, forth and gnanv this door-silh 
Which he hedauheth 'with a morsel 
Of toothsome oil to tempt thy snout ' 

Already comes one hopping out. 

Now quick to work ! The poipit that doth 
perplex me, 

Here at the corner stands and checks me. 
Another bite and it is done ! 

Now, Faust, until we meet again, dieam on ! 

taust, awaking, 

\Vhat ! am I orce again then cheated.^ 

And vanishes the spirit-foison thus, 

That but a dream the Devil counterfeited, 

A poodle from my room broke loose ? 

STUDY. 

Faust, MtPHisTOPHELEs. 

FAUST. 

A knock ! Come in I Who comes again to 
spite me : 

MEPHISTOPHtLES. 

'Tis I. 

FAUST. 

Come in ! 

MFPHISTOPHELES. 

" Three times you must invite me ! 
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Come in then ! 


FAL’ST. 


MIFHISTOPHELES. 

Good ! Vow we shall be 
Fast friends, T hope, through all that chances 1 
For here to chase your brain-sick fancies 
I come, ^{.quirc of high degree ; 

In raiment red, with gold ail braided, 

In silken man^-le, stiff brocaded, 

A jaunty cock’s plume in my cap, 

And on my hip, a long keen weapon; 

And here is counsel full of sap : 

Rig thyself out in garb like-shapen. 

All tiammcls lend in twain, and free 
Henceforth wliat life is thou shah see. 


This cramping earthly life with one same curse 
In e\cry garb alike my soul would stille. 

Alas ! i am too old to trille, 

Too young, no yearning wish to nurse. 

hath the woi Id to tempt a trial? 

But self "de Ilia!, self-denial ! 

That IS the e\erlnhrnig song 
In all men’s eais that evtr rings, 

Which every hour, our whole life long. 

Til hoarsest accents eve*r siugs. 

Only with luuror eveiy mujii I waken. 

T-’lien could i ueej) as one of hope foisaken. 
To ste the div, which eie its course be done 
W ill net fidiii f)ae wish of mine -not one I 
W'hich e aping ever, like a gnawing woim, 
Before the fiuit, blights pleasure in the blossom 
With griiJi ing masks of life in myriad form* 
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Mars the creationy of my fruitful bosom. 

Nay, and when peaceful night sinks softly down 
AH fearful oa my .couch I lay me ; 

Ij/cn thcie no sleep my cares may drown, 

But wildest visions will affray me. 

The god that in my breast abides 
Stirs to its depths mine inmost passion ; 

Vic that supreme o’er all my powers ])r||pides. 
O’er naught without hath domination. 

And so to me existence is a burden, 

Hateful is Life, and Death a longed-for guerdon 

MrFHISTOPHFLES. 

Yet Death’s a guest ’gainst whom their hearts 
men ever harden. 

FAUST, 

Ha])py whose blows in Victory’s flush and 
gladness 

With blood-drenched laurels by Death’s hand 
are laden ! 

Who from the dance’s bicathless madness 
Dies in the arms of some fair maiden ! 

Would I, before the lofty Spirit’s might, 
lintraneed, unsoulcd, fiom Earth away had 
sunken ! 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And yet hath some one, on a certain night, 

Such and such a brown juice not drunken ! 

JAUST, 

In eaves-dropping, it seems, is thy delight. 

MEPHU.TOPHELES. 

Muefc do 1 know — though not omniscient cjuitc. 
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FAUST. 

Since from my spirit\s dread upheaval 
Charmed me yon sweet, famih'dr cMmc, 
Cheating my will with vain retrievtil 
Of moods from childhood’s blissful time — 
Cursed be all baubles that enamour 
With cheating, juggling charm* the soul ; 

Or chair^^t with elusive glamour 
Within this dreary, dungeon-hole ! 

Cursed before all the high opinion 
In which the soul itself ensnares ! 

Cursed be false seeming. Fancy’s minion, 
That takes the senses unawares ! 

Cursed be the dreams that daylight shatters 
Of name and fame outliving life ! 

Cursed be the owner’s pride that flatters 
In hind and plough, in child and wife ! 
Accursed be Mammon, when with treasures 
He spurs us on to hardy deeds ! 

Accursed, when serving slothful pleasures 
He smooths the cushion to our needs ! 

Cursed be the grape-vine’s sweet effusion ! 
Cursed that last favour Love doth seek ! 
Cursed be Hope’s vision. Faith’s delusion. 
And cursed, thrice cursed, be Patience meek I 

CH(^R.us OF SPIRITS, inr>tsiblc 
Woe / nvoe / 

See ho'w it crumbles ^ 

The beauteous ^^nrldy 
Beneath thy hlo'w ! 

totters j it tumbles / 

A demi-^od smote it asuhdi r ! 

IV e *wandtTy 

Saaty bearing the 'lurack of beauty^ * 
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IVhere yonder 

Gapes the V vid *zvith gloomy portaL 
Dutiful 

Do thou^ great mortal^ 

Beautiful 

In new splendoury 

In thy bosom build it again. 

A new lifey if thou so ordainy 

Commences 

With clearer sensesy 

And songs more tender 

Breathe a new strain, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

These arc the tiny 
Ones in my mciny. 

They exhort to deeds and pleasure. 
Shrewd beyond youth’s measure. 

Into the wide wide w^orld they would 
Draw thee from solitude. 

Where sap and senses stagnate, 

As draws the steel the magnet. 

Cease toying with thy melancholy, 

That like a vulture eats into thine heart ! 
No company so poor, but plentifully 
’Twill teach that man with men thou art. 
Yet that is not to say 
Fd thrust thee among the rabble ! 

I’m none o’ the fashionable, 

Yet wilt thou take thy way 
Through life with me united, 

Then i shall be delighted 
Thine on the spot to make me. 

Fowthy fellow take me. 
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And so thy ])raise [ have, 

I’ll be thy servant, be thy slave ! 

FAUST. 

And what leturn on iny part must be given ^ 

r.lFPHISTOPHi LES. 

Fherehs enough, on that we won’t insist. 

FAt ST. 

Nay, nay ! Tlie l^cvil is an egotist, 

Nor ever, for the mere love oi iieavcn 
Itches his neighbour to assist. 

What thy conditions are disclose. 

One of thy livery brings danger into the house. 

MEPH’STOPHELES. 

Here wii^ 1 pledge myself to serve thee truly, 
Be at thy beck, nor know repose nor rest. 
When v,c meet yonder, sh.iit tliau duly 
In a like manner do luy best. 


The Yonder is a tiifling matter ; 

This world in ruins if thou shatter, 

Why, let the other then aiise I 
1 is from this world my lift its joys doth 
borrow ; 

1 his sun it is that shines upon niv soirow j 
Part me therefrom, and on the morrow, 

Happen what will or can, I reck no wise. 

No more on this head will I jionder, 

Hereafie. d' men hate or love, 

Or if too in the far spheres yonder 
There be Under or Above. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thus minded canst thou safely venture. 

Resolve thefc ! Set thine hand unto the in- 
denture ! 

With joy mine arts forthwith thou’lt see. 

What no man yet beheld, that give I thee. 

FAUST. 

And pray, what wilt thou give, poor Devil ? 
When could the like of thee rise to the lofty 
le\ el 

To which doth strive the human breast ? 

Yet liast thou food that fills not, yet thou hast 
Red gold that trickles without rest, 
Oiiicksilvcr-like, the lingers’ clutch between ; 

A game at which we never win ; 

A girl that on my breast doth toy, 

\ vL ogling plights herself unto my neighbour ; 
And Honour’s splendid, GoJ-like joy, 

That vanishes, like meteoric vapour. 

Show me the fruit that ere ’tis plucked doth 
rot. 

And trees that deck them with new veidure 
daily ! 

mephistophfle:. 

Such a commission frights me nc't. 

I’ll serve thee with such treasures gaily. 

-But, good my friend, the time diawi> on apace, 
When at our ease, a royal feast we’ll savour. 

FAUST. 

If on the bed of sloth I loll contented ever, 
Then with that moment end my race ! 

Canst thou delude me with thy gJozing 
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Self-pleased, to put my grief away, 

Canst thou mv soul with pleasures cozen. 

Then be that nay my life’s laa*^ day! 

That is the wager. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Done ! 

FAUST. 

Aye, done, 1 say ! 

When to the moment fleeting past me, 

Tarry ! 1 erv, so fair thou art ! 

Then into fetters mayst thou cast me. 

Then let comt doom, with all my heart ! 

Then toll the death-bell, do not linger, 

Then be thy bondage o’er and done. 

Let the clock stop, let fall the fngei, 

Let Time for me be past and gone I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Bethink thee shrewdly — ^^ve shall not forget it ? 


Thy right thereto none will deny. 

Not rash my choice is, nor shall 1 regret it. 
E’en as I am, a slave am I ; 

Thine or another’s, one 1 laie it. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This ^ery day, my servant’s part to do. 

At die Doctor’s banquet I’ll be with thee. 

But 01 L thing still, come life, come death, I 
prithee 

Give me a written line or two. 
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FAUST. 

Thou pedanf ! v^hat, and must thou have a 
scrawl ? 

Hast thou then known no man, nor known 
man's word at all ? 

Is't not enou^;h my spoken word alone 
Shall sway my life, until the ciack o' doom is? 
Doth not the world in all its streams sweep on, 
And dost thou think to bind me with a ])roniise ? 
Yet IS this folly in each heart instilled, 

And who would rid him of the error ? 

Happy whose breast with puie good faith is 
filled ! 

When tails the bond, he’ll enter no deniuirer. 
N^athless a deed bescribbled and besealed, 

A bugbear is from which all shrink in terroi, 
'rhe word dies ere the pen record it, 

And henceforth wax and sheejiskin lord it. 
What wilt thou, Evil Spiiit, say? 

Broij/e, marble, parchment, paper, eh ? 

Shall graver, ciuill or chisel fix the story ? 

Say but the word, I am not nice ! 

MFPHISTOPHELES. 

How canst thou in such heated \\ isc 
At once o’erstrain thine oratory : 

Any chance scrap of paper’s good ; 

And for the signature, a little diop of blood. 


To humour thy solicitude 
W e’ll play the farce in all its glory. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Blood has quite matchless properties. 
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F^UST. 

And fear not thou that with this bond Fll palter. 

The essence of my promise is 

To strive with all my might, nor shall I falter. 

I puffed me up beyond my height; 

In thy rank only is my place. 

Me the great Spirit did but slight. 

Nature her door shuts in my face. 

The thread of thought is snapj)ed in twain. 

All knowledge long hath loathsome been. 

Our glowing passions in a sensual sea 

Now will wc quench, noi in the shallows dabble! 

In magic veils impenetrable 

Straightway each marvel ready be ! 

Headlong we’ll plunge in the turmoil of Time, 
The roll of Circumstance sublime ; 

And then let Pam and Delight, 

Fruition and Despite, 

Each with each interchange as they can. 

’Tis action alone attests the man ! 

Ml PHISTOPHFLKS. 

For you no time or teim is leaded. 

Would you all sweets of being rifle, 

Or on the wing snap uj) a tiilie, 

I wish you jo) of every feast. 

Only fall to, and don’t need pressing. 


You hear ! No dreams of joy am [ caressing I 
The giddy whirl be mine, with agonized delight, 
With oving hatred, quickening despite. 

My bosom, healed now from the lust of learning, 
Heiiceto^th unto no pain shall close its portals ; 
And in myself I 11 gratify each yearning, 
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Asbigned in 8um to the whole race of mortals. 
All heights and depths my mind shall cumpash 
single ^ 

All and woe within my breast shall mingle ; 
Till mine own belf to mankind’s self expandeii, 
Like it at last upon Time’s reef be stranded. 

MJPHI^TOVHLLES. 

Oh, take my woid, wlio many a thousand year 
I"hib bitter cud to chew am driven, 

That iiom the cradle to the bier 
N‘o man digests the old, old Icavca. 

Sure testimony we can lender : 

'riiis Whole but for a God is made. 

He tlu'ones at ease amid eternal splcndoui ; 
l\s liatlj He thiubt in Stygian shade ; 

Youl needs alone with Day and Night are 
si ayed. 

TAUST. 

.Mavi bat 1 will ! 


MHPHJSTOPHKLT-.S. 

That’s bravely spoken ! 
Alas ! there is but one thing w/ong : 
dbme is but short, and Art is long I 
Wliy not lake lessons, more by token? 

Knock up acepiaintance with ‘^ome poet! 

Then let him seek, in thought ah N^aturc 
bweejiing, 

Each noble quality, on you bestow it. 

With spoils youi honouied pate upheapiiig — 
The lion’s dauntless mood, 

The Stag’s fleet- footedness, 

The Italian’s liery blood, 

1’he Northern steadfastness. 
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Let him the seciet find, to graft 
On the same stock, nobility and craft. 

And how, with youth hot in your bosom, 

To fall in love according to a system. 

I’d like to meet that paragon of wisdom ! 

Fd christen such an one Sir Miciocosm. 

FAUST. 

What am 1 then, if Fate mine efforts thwart 
The crown of all humanity from earning, 

For which my senses all are ever yearning? 

MEPHlSTOPHtLES. 

Why, in the end, thou’rt what thou art I 
Though thou be ci owned with wigs of myriad 
tresses, 

Although thy foot on eli-high buskins pi esses, 
Thou I)idest ever what thou art. 


I feel it ! vainly have i every treasure 
Won by man’s mind, laked up my hoard to 
swell ! 

When 1 sit down at last, my gains to measure, 

I feel no new-born power within me well ; 

Not by a hair’s breadth am I higher, 

Nor to the Infinite am nigher. 

MEPHISTOPHFLES. 

Weil, my good Sir, to put it crudely, 

You see things just as things exist. 

We must lay hold of life more shrewdly, 

Ere all d c joys of life we’ve missed. 

Why, what a mischief! thine in truth 
Are hands and fc-et, and head and belly ; 

Vet all that I enjoy, good sooth, 
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Is no less mine for that, I tell ye ! 

Six stallions if my money buy, 

Their strength is inine in all its plenty 1 
I spank along, a right good man am I, 

As though my legs weie four-and- twenty. 

Up then, let all this brooding be, 

Anti out into the world with me ! 

Mark me ! the wight that speculates, 

Like to a beast on a bare common, 
l.C'd by an evil spiiit, round and round gyrates. 
Whilst fair green pastuies round him vainly 
summon. 

FAUST. 

How shall we set about it ? 

MEl'KlSTOPHELFS. 

First get out of this ! 
Why, what a torture-hole it is ! 

And what a life — boxed up in bunkeis, 

To plague oneself and plague the younkers ! 
Pray, leave that to your neighbour Paunch ! 

\\ hy thresh the old, old straw, over and over ? 
You haven’t even got carte blanche 
To tell the lads the best you ’can discover. 

I hear one stirring in the lobby. 

FAUST. 

1 cannot see him now, indeed. 

MEPHlSTOPHtLFS. 

Nay, but he’s waited long, poor bouby I 
He must not go uncomforted. 

Give me thy cap and gown here ! Marry, 

’Twill seem me well, this mummery to haunt ! 

\^He disguises buns elf* 
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Now trust my wits to do tlic necessary. 

Sonu' quarter of an hour is all 1 want ; 
Meaiiwliile equip thee for our Httie jaunt. 

' Fa Hi t. 

MEeHisTOPHtLts, In Faust's long role. 

Go to! slight reason, now, an 1 science sli<;hl, 
Wlieiein doth lie man’s oieatc-.t might ! 

Net but the spirit of lies eriamoui 
'^I’hv soul or sorcery and glamour, 

Arixl pact ov none — 1 hold thee tight I 
To imn hath Gestiny a spirit given 
Tluit all unbridled, ever lorwaid sweeps, 

And by oNi hasty eflort diiven, 

T'he Natth';. delights Still overleaps. 

Througli vvildest lile I’ll hale lum by the 
thrapplc, 

T^tiough va]>id msignihcaiicy ; 

ril have him wriggle, boggle, grapple. 

And his insatiability 

With meat and drink Til mock, before parched 
Ji])s tiiat hover. 

Vainly he’ll croc fcfied.ment for his llarne. 
hiimsolx unto the l.)evij nad he not made over. 
He’d go to ihc deVii%all the same ! 

\^F.nter a st^'dmt. 

STUD! NT. 

Newly arrhcvi, I come direct, 

Filled with the most profound lespeci. 

To know — since such youi condeocerision, 

A n:a 1 v/bora ad with riwirenre n- Jiition. 

MCr-HlSTOrHELFs. 

Your courtesy rejoices me ; 

A man like many another you .u c, 

I-lave you already sought eJsevwlieier 
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I praj'^ you let me be your care ! 

I come to you with courage good, 

Fair store of money and fresh young blood. 
Scarce would my mother let me to college. 
Fain would 1 get me some useful knowledge. 


Ml’H-nSTOPriLLtS. 

You couldn’t have come to a Letter place ! 


Fiankly, I’d fain my steps retrace ! 

W ithin these walls and chamber^ gloomy 
I’m ill at ease. Woie they but roomy — 

But all so cramped is to my mind. 

No gtcen thing, not a tree I find. 

.\nd in the class-room, on the benches, 

My brain leels and my reason blenches. 

MLPHISTOPHELES. 

Bclle\c me, ’tis but use you lack. 

So at the frst its mother’s breast 
A child not willingly doth take ; 

Yet soon it sucks with ri^ht good zest. 

So you at Wivsdom’s breasts hew picasuie 
Will find each day in growing measure. 

I’ll hang on her neck with rapture, do not 
doubt It. 

But play you, now, how shall I set about it: 

MKPHISTOPHELES, 

’Twere best, no further lime to lose, 

To say what Faculty you choose. 
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Right learned would I be, and even 
All things would compass, thae m Heaven 
Or on the Earth here are enacted, 

All Science, all Natuie would assail. 

MEPHISTOPHELE5. 

Why there you’re on the proper tiail. 

Yet must you not let yourself be disti acted. 

STUDl NT. 

My heart and soul are in the chase ; 

Yet to be Irarik, a little leisure 
On beautiful summer-liolidays, 

And a little pastime would give me pleasure. 

MEPHlSTOPHiLES. 

Husband your time. Time fleets so swiftly on ; 
Yet oidei teaches how time may be won. 

My dear young friend, I bid you theiefore 
A course of Logic first prepare for. 

Tlien will your mind be drilled and braced, 

In Spanish boots be tightly laced, 

And hencefoith greater caution taught. 

Shuffle along the path of thought, 

Nor zigzag, as the wind mav olow, 

Will o’ the wisp it to and fro. 

Then will they teach you manv a day, 

That what at a stiokc you did alway, 

Like eating and like drinking free, 

Must needs be done with one, two, three. 

True, the tissue of thought hath warp and weft, 
Like a n asterpiece of the weaver’s craft. 

One tread, and a thousand threads do Hit, 
Hither waid tiiitlierward, shoots the shuttle; 
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'I'he threads flow out, unseen and subtle ; 
One stroke, and a thousand knots are knit. 
Then the philosopher learnedly 
Shows you that so the thing must be. 

The First was so, the Second so. 
Therefore the Third and Fourth aie so ; 
And were not the First and Second, then 
The Third and Fourth had never been. 
All scholars praise it, but Lord love ’em, 
it hasn’t yet made weavers of ’em ! 

He who some living thing would study 
Drives first the spirit out of the body. 

And then the parts he holds in his hand, 
And there fails him but the spiritual band. 
Encheiresis Naturae^ Chemistry calls it, 
Mocks itself, knowing not what befalls it. 

STUDhNT. 

I fear I don’t quite grasp the matter. 

MtPHlSTOFHtLhS. 

After a while you’ll manage better. 

You’ll learn to reduce things by and by, 
And to classify all appropriately. 


My wits are dazed with what you’ve said 
As went a mill-wheel round in my head. 

MLPHISTOPHLLES. 

And then, the next thing I must mention, 

Is Metaphysics. Give it yC>ur close attentK>n, 
With thought profound take care to span 
What won’t lit into the biain of man. 

Bat lit or not — ’tis small concern, 
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A pompous word wilJ serve your turn. 

But for this session — first of all 
See that you be methodical. * ‘ 

Itach day you’re here for five hours’ space, 
With the first stioke be m your jilace. 

Be well prepared befoie you start. 

Oct all vour paragiaphs by heart. 

That you may spy, with watchful look 
Best aught he say tliat’s not i’ the book. 

And write for clear life’s sake, as though 
'Bhe lloly Ghost dictated to you. 

STUDINT. 

Nay, there I’ll need no second telling. 

1 think i know its W'oith might ; 

For Vviiat one lias in black and wlnte 

One takes with an easy niiud to one’s dwelling. 

MFPHlSTOI'HrLFS. 

But pi ay you, choose me a Faculty, 

SVUM N 1\ 

Foi Jurispiudcnce, now, I've little inclination. 

MFPHISTOPH!- UFS. 

Why, there you don’t incur my leprobaiion. 
This science as it really is 1 sec. 

B;ikc an eternal, rank contagion, 

Statutes and laws are inherited. 

They drag from generation on to geneiation, 
And stcalildly fiom place to place thev sjjread. 
Reahon lo nonK-fis^t tums, blessings to curses ; 
Woe’s thee, that thou’rt the heir of Time ! 

But tl lerc-’s no question of that right sublime 
That wuh us born into this universe is. 
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oTlJIjINT. 

Your words but make me shriiik the moi«. 

who piolits by your lore ' 

Theology, now, to my heart lies nearer, 

M ta* H I S'l'O P H !■ L IlS. 

I weic loth to lead you into error. 

Thus hold 1 of this discipline ; 

in such a maze the road so hard to gain lo, 

Such store of hidden venom lies thcjein, 

And ^c.ucc yoti know which medicine and 
whicli bane is. 

licrc rf)o ’twejc best one master you shnnlo 

iuMi, 

And what he sa^s, that do you swear. 

It. sum, hold fast by woids, then straightway 
^^>lf 1! enter by the suie sate gateway 
into tin Temple of Certainty. 

S*i ODiiNT. 

Vet oome idea behind the word must be. 

M HM n STOP H tups. 

O ves ! yet need we not witii too gieat scruples 
l^tck u;, 

h'or ju'U wiioie all ideas lack us, 

Comco an a])t word to fi* the vacancy. 

^Yi*-h wolds you can a’'gue, and .^lubily rv/is: 
'<‘111 ; 

bioin words, construct a goodl) systein ; 

In words believe, nor can you whittle 
b'iom a word, a single jot on tittle. 

STUDl NT. 

Paiciun! with many quertions I detain vo 
\ et must I tax your patience still. 
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On Medicine, if it be your will, 

A pithy word to speak I would constrain you. 
Three years — how cjuickly will they glide ! 

God knows, the field is far too wide ! 

If but a single clue is known 
The maze is easier to unravel. 

MEPHlbTOPHFLES, 

I'm sick of this pedantic tone — 

Now will I play the very devil ! \_ylloud. 

Of ^Medicine easy 'tis to grasp the essence. 
Through great and little world you studiously 
plod, 

Then let things go, in sj)ite of all your lessons. 
As pleases God ! 

Vainly you range all round with scientific zeal. 
For every one but learns just what he can. 

Who puts a timely spoke in Fortune's wheel. 

He is the proper man ! 

You're well-built, handsome, and robust ; 
Boldness you do not lack, nor must you. 

For if yourself you only trust, 

Be sure that others too will trust you. 

And firstly, learn to lead the women ; 

With all their endless groans and sighs 
In countless wise 

There's but one way to physic them in. 

Decorum ! and you'll hold the band 
All in the hollow of youi hand. 

First get a title — then be sure that theyW 
come 

Convinc?-d thereby your art has scarce its peers. 
So may you finger everything and welcome 
Round which another prowls for years and 
years. 
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Press where the pulse so shyly dances ! 
Clasp her with sly and fiery glances, 
Freely abouttthe alender waist, 

To see how tightly she be laced ! 


Nay, that looks better, now ! The Where and 
How we see ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My dear young friend, grey is all theory. 

The golden tree of life is green ! 

STUDENT. 

1 feel as Twere some dream 1 wander in ! 

Might I still further trespass on your patience 
Throughly to hear your lore on meet occasions 2 ^ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What I can do, I gladly will. 

STUDINT. 

I cannot take my leave, until 

Some word to grace my album Tve bespoken. 

Pray let your favour grant this tokeii. 

MLPHISTOPHELES. 

And fain! 

^lie 'ivrifds and gross it hack again, 
STUDENT rc.itL, 

EriTIS SICUT DeUS, SCIENThS BONUM ET MALUM. 
rC/os^j the hook reverently and takes his leave, 

MLPHISTOPHLLES. 

Follow the ancient saw, and follow the snake, 
my cousir. ; 
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God’s image as tiiou art, thouMt rue the way 
thou liast chosen ! 

• ^JEntet I''. lust. 

FAOST. 

Whither now our wav '■ 

Mki"fII.»TOrH! LI'S. 

^V^liithtT it ])leases iliee. 
T'he little woild and then the great we’li see. 
With joy and gam, led by the Devil, 

Quite giatis through the course tliou’lt revel. 

i-AUST- 

Yet wilii this dov/ing heard bedight 
I lack the case oi iilc polite. 

I court but failure in the endcavoui. 

To niingle with the Vvorld, that could 1 ntver. 

I feel rtO small whetc others arc; 
i should be awkwaid eveiywiiere. 

MEPHlSTOl’Hl L I S. 

"'i’is use, my fiicnd, all use; ahk^v thy fe'.t;. 

If hut ih<n] trust thyvself, then h.ast thou suT-yr 
‘lU'cre* 


Foith fiom tile house how shall we sj>ecd ^ 

Vi' hcu“ hast tlioii varjiagt, giooni and horsef r 

MLPrtlSTOPHFI.rS, 

An ouTspre.-:.! cloak is all we ne^'-l, 

Dhorm.ph the air to take our courses. 

But tins Dold journey as we make 
No bulky bundk- must thou take.. 

A little indammable air, which Fil make 'eady. 



Part 1 


93 


Fiom earth will waft us, sure ;ind speedy. 
Full quickly we shall rise, if light we arc. 
] wish you jfty uj^n your new career ! 


.’MJFRBACH’S CELLAR IN 

LEIPSIC. 

Boon Compas’!c>ns at a Drinking-bout. 

i Rosru. 

Will no one drink ? Will none gulTaw' i* 

Edi teach you all to pull sour faces ! 

Tu-day you’re <iii hke sodden striw, 

Whose wit is wont lo liaie like blades 

BRANDER. 

Thine is the fault — fiom thee we wait some 
sign, 

Some trick such as befits a clown or swine. 

FKObCH. 

]^Fours a ^luss of *LVine ovfr hh head. 
There, that fits both ! 

BRANDtR. 

Thou double-swune I 

TTvOSCH. 

Nay, thou wouldst ha\e it, the fault is thine. 

SIEBEL. 

Out at the door with them that quarrel ! 

Swill now, and bawl, and do^juH-do'wn-derry 
down card ! 

Up ! Elolla ! Hoi 
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ALTMAVtK. 

Woe’b me 1 Fm lost, alack \ 
Biiug cotton-wool ! the knave mine cars will 
crack ! 

SIEBEL. 

The vault must fairly ring again, 

Ere to the full we feel the bass’s deep reiraui. 

EROSCH. 

That’s right ! who takes offence, out with the 
surly loon ! 

Rl-tvornl-loGral-U ! 

ALTMAYl K. 

PA-tuorai-looral^li ! 


FROSCH. 

Now are our throats in tune. 

Sm^s. 

The good old Holy Roman Realm^ 

Ho^ hangs it still together r 

BRANDI R. 

A scurvy song ! Faugh ! A political song ! 
A filthy song ! Thank Ood with day’s return 
The Holy Roman Empire's none of your cov- 
cern. 

At least I hold it gain that Fortune fated me 
Nor Emperor nor Chancellor to be. 

And yet some ovci lord there must not lack us ; 
^ye’ll n- Ae a Pope to sit i’ the seat of Bacchus. 
You know what quality, you Sii.'>, 

Decides i.. .e choice, the m*.n prefers. 
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FROSCH sings. 

Soar alofty Damf Nightingalcy 
My Lonx nviih thousand greetings hail 1 

SIEBEL. 

Greet me no greetings ! I'll no word ot greet- 
ing ! • . 

FROSCH. 

A greeting i' thy teeth, and a kiss too for my 
sweeting ! 

• Sings. 

Draw the holt at midnight stilly y 
Draw the holt., thy lover wakes. 

Shoot the holt V the twilight chilly ! 


Nny, sing now, sing ! and vaunt her till thy 
throttle aches ! 

I too shall have my turn of laughing. 

She's played me false, the jade! She'll fool 
thee with her daffing. 

Some lubber-fiend would be a gallant meet ; 

Let her in crossways wanton with her demon. 
Some old he-goat good-night to her should 
bleat. 

Back from the Blocksberg turned, a fitting leman. 
A proper lad — a piece of flesh and blood. 

Is for the baggage far too good ! 

1 tell you flat — I use no inuendoes; 

No greeting for the hussy ! Smash her windows ! 

BRANDER, hammering on the table. 

Give heed I give heed ! A word with you ! 
And own, you Sirs, I don't lack breeding, 
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For love- sick folk sit here in view — 

A 11 honour to whom honour is due ! 

I’ll give them a song that’s wqrth tf\eir heeding. 
Mark now 1 A brand-new song ’twill he, 

And bear me a burden lustily. 

He 

/’ the cellar -nt si there Irced a rat 
hat fed on fat and butter. 

He grenjj a little paunch as fat 
yh the paunch of Doctor leather. 

1 J"’ rook laid poison one fine nijrhtj 
'I hi n grt'w his little •world as tig La 
As had he love in hts belly. 

CHORUS, iuhilani. 

As had he love In his belly. 

BRANT r-R. 

ylbout he flevi and out hejlcw 
Hnd swilled from every puddle. 

He gnawed and clawed the whole house thtoughy 
It hooted not a hodle ! 

He leapt in agony aloft anil (dov\ 

But sran, poor beast y he htnl ennWy 
As had he love in Lis belly. 

CHORUS. 

As had he love in his belly. 

BR \NDI R. 

I'hcn did he writhia'r /’ the open day 
Into the I he hen u'uf/le ; 

I ell upon the hearth and stjuinrarg fay 
And pittoii sly dt I inuj/b. 
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I^nurl lau^ihed lht‘ murderess to see him roll, 
/tha ! he's ti~piping on hit very Iasi hole^ 
As had he lonie in Ijis belly. 

( HOi^US. 

'It 'art he lave in his belly. 


SIKBT'L. * 

The nuidely rascnls — how they rollick I 
A noble art, ^ood soorh ! to strew 
Poison to give poor rats tlie colic ! 

BllANDER. 

riicy're high in favour, eh, with you ? 

ALTMAYKR. 

'The bald pate with the big round belly! 

He’s tamed and humbled by his woes. 

And in the swollen lat, I tell ye. 

His faithful counteifeit he knows. 

Faust, MErKisTopHKLLs. 

Ml PHlSTOPHKLLb 

Now is my very lir&t anxiety 
To show thee jovial society, 

I’hat thou mayst see how lightly life can sit. 
Fach day these fellows make a least of it. 
Witji little wit and mickle comfort 
Each in his narrow circle wheels. 

As playful kittens chase their tails. 

Save when their heads dc ache and hum foi’t, 
So but the host will score the shot, 

Tiiey live in mirth and worry not. 
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BK.ANUER.. 

Xhey're fresh from travelling, as I’m a sinner ! 
One reads it in their dress and odd* demeanour. 
T hey’ve not been here a single hour. 


hit it! Well of towns, iny Leipsic is 
the flower ; 

A little Palis 'tis and polishes its people. 


SIEBl-L. 

Canst guess their calling ? 


Aye, beyond a doubt ! 
Let me alone for that ' Over a brimming 
tankard 

I’ll worm the fellows’ secret out 
As ’twere a milk-tooth, v/ere they ne'er so 
c ankered. 

It seems to me they come of a noble stock ; 
They have a haughty, discontented look. 

BRANDER. 

They’re mountebanks. I’ll lay a dollar ! 

ALTMAYPR. 

Maybe. 

EROSCH, 

I’ll smoke them. Mark the event! 

'^EPHISTOPHELES, tO Fuust. 

The Devil the vulgar herd ne’er scent. 

E’en though he have them by the colla’r 
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FAUS'I . 

We greet you fairly. Sirs. 

• • 

SILBEL. 

We you, with thanks to boot. 
looking askance at Mephistopheles. 
Why limps the fellow on one foot \ ^ 

MEPHISTOPHFLES. 

Pray, have we leave to join your merry party ? 
Good drink is lacking here, yet fain we'd take 
our ease 

Amongst a company so hearty. 

ALTMAYER. 

Gadzooks ! You’re very hard to please \ 

FROSCH. 

’Twas doubtless late from Rippach when )ou 
started — 

With Squire Hans, belike, you broke your 
evening fast ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To-day we only travelled past. 

Last time we talked with him, and ere we 
parted 

He’d much to say of this and the other cousiii, 
And loaded us for each with greetings by the 
dozen. 

[^/Ic honvs to Frosch. 
ALTMAYER, in an undertone. 

He’s rapped you over the knuckles ! He’s a 
cunning deg ' 
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Ayc^ hc-'s <J] thcie! 

ff « 

fKOSCH. 

Wait now ! 1^11 hav'e hi ii yet, the rogue ! 

MI l^HlSTOPHM.rS. 

Ml'thirjKs vv’*' iie.ird in chorus sing 
Vt.ices riiat iacked not cultivation ; 

And trnl^ from tiiis \auk must ring 
Voui song with a rich revei beration* 

I KCSt H. 

Ajc you oerchaiice a virinoso? 

MCPHISTOPHl LI'S. 

Oh no ’ though iL>nd of song, niy singing is but 
•o-so. 


ALTMA’i : R. 

Sing •j'' j stave. 


Ml PHlf.T iPHLLKS. 

Nay, if you wish it, twenty. 


Let St nut be a f -raiicl-new stiair ^ 

Ml PHtSTOPHI LT- S. 

W e are I ut newly come Irom S^jain, 

The beauteous land of wine and song in jslenty. 

Ht s 'lTlg \ . 

A king once rnlrd a nation 
And he 1. i a fair ligjkca 
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1 ROSCH. 

A flea, quotha ! Nay now, I pray you, heed ' 

A Uca's a daiijty gyesf indeed. 

MPPHISTOI'HLLFS. 
yl kin^ once ruled a luiiton 
Jind he had a fair h 'tg flea. 

He loved him in such fashion 
As his O'zvn son 'lucre he, 

No'iu the hing his i oyal pleasure 
To the tailor did disilose : 

Tale me young mazier s measure 
For doublet ata! for hose. 

BKANDIR. 

And look you ! see you warn the man ul 
stitches 

1 (» take the measure to a hair. 

*T\veie pity of his life Fll swear. 

An there were wi inkles i’ the breeches. 

MEPHISTOFHLLES. 

In silk and eke in velvet 
Behold our hero drtssed, 

ITith ribbons on his doublet.^ 

And a cross upon Fn breast. 

Siraight'ivay he* s made a mimsSe?^ 

And a sparkling stiir doth sport : 

His kin, by intrigues minister. 

Are all great lords at court. 

The lords and eke the ladies 
h ormented are full sore. 

Nor queen nor rhambci maid is 
From biie and sting secure. 
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j4nd yet they might not track ’m, 

Nor scratch *em off they might. 

IV^e hack ^em and at>e crack ^em^ 

IVhenever nve feel ^em Lite. 

CHORUS, jubilant, 

JVe hark 'em and 'ive crack 'em^ 

I Whenever ‘we feel 'em bile, 

FROSCH. 

Bravo ! bravo ! that was fine ! 

SIFIJEL. 

Tills doom on all lleas I pronounce. 

RRAMV R. 

Point your fingers and on them pounce ! 

ALTMAYKR. 

Long live Freedom ! Long live Wine ' 
MEPHISTOPHFLFS. 

Td gladly honour the toast, for Freedom I'm a 
zealot, 

Were but your wines more kindly to the palate, 
siriji L. 

No more o’ that, tiiou cjueasv gullet ! 

MEPHJSTOPHKLES. 

Mine host might take’t amiss, or foi this toast 

Td treat this honourable party 

From our own cellar, blithe and hearty. 

SIEBEL. 

Here with t^e wine ' I'W answer’t with the host. 
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FROSCH. 

Give a right good glass, our thanks shall h( 
right ample, * 

Ihit pray you, vStint us not i* the sample. 

U Fm U) judge, brim up the howl. 

1 judge best when you (ill my jowl. 

ALTMAYLR, Ul Utl UTuh^rtuHt, * 

1 hey ’re troni the Rhine, 1 guess. 

MLPHlSTOPHM.l s. 

• Now Straightway 

A gimlet here ! 

BRANOl-R. 

A gimlet? Wh.^t’s the gimlet foi ? 
ay, e you got the casks there in the gate- 
way ? 

ALTMAVIR. 

His chest of tools tlie liost keeps iicie behind 
the door. 

Mf-pHisnM'H’tLtt, takes t})c mitt* To FkosJk 
•Vhat wouid you like tj taste, now, mild or 
heady ? 

' ROSl. H. 

VVhat mean you ? liave you sucli variety? 

MEPri.STOPH:L.‘S. 

i"or each his taste. The cIioilc free. 

ALT MAYER, tO FroSth. 

Aha i YOU start to lick your cl.aps alieady ! 

« 

tROSCH. 

i-jood, Fll have Rhenish, tlien, since mine the 
choice 18, 
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Our heart 'with richc\st gifts the Fatherland 
rejoices. 

MKPHisTOPrirLrs. 

^Boring a hole tn the of the tahh, 
at the place nuhen' Biosch sits. 
Ger me a I’trle wax, to make forthwith the 
stopjiers. 

/LTMAYIk. 

Tut! tut! The)’re tiicks a juggler does for 

CO])J)CIS. 

MFPHisTOPHFLLS, tf) Braiuicr. 

And you, good Sir ^ 

BRANDIK. 

Champagne for me, 

And bright and spaikliiig lei it be. 

[ AI ephistopheJe? hares ; uit'an^L''hile one 
oj the company lois made the wax- 
stoppers and in t ei ts them tn the 
hales. 

BRAN 01 R. 

We can’t fjuite shun the- h'oieign, howe’er 
may d etc i mine ; 

The Ciood IS idr so lar away. 

You: Frenchman's jjoison to your true-borr 
German, 

But your 1< reach wlnei he’d diink all da>. 

SIDUL. 

\_J1s .^1 ('plAstipheles approaches his sctU 
1 must confess youi sour wdne i don’t care foi, 
Give me a glass of gemhuc sweet wine therefore 
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MtPHISTOPHl-L\ s, boring. 

T !vav forthwith shall how into your ^lass. 

.’LTMAVCR, 

N:iv, now look me in the face ! 

1 w'e arc vour butts. You do but flout us ! 

MtPHISTOPHl-LLS. 

.•^uch noble f^^uests ! How^ can 3^011 doubt us? 

[ lout you : Nay nay ! that were too bold ! 
^Vhat can I sene you with r Unfold 
ftair choice ! I pi ay \wi, make sugp,estion ! 

^iLTMAYl R. 

Wuh any. Stand not on the cjucstion. 

the holes are all bored and plugged ^ 

SI !■ p H I i>T( ) p H r.LES, ^iih mystic passes^ 

Grapt s doth the vine-stock bear / 

JlortLi doth the he-goat vuear ! 

Wine Is juuy^.vaocden is the vine^ 

'I'he 'ivnaden table too can bring forth wint. 
Nature vjith keen insight cleave ; 

Hert is a miracle^ hut believe! 

Di u'zif no'zv the stoppers and drink your filL 

\^T)rnzving out the strppers ; nvhere- 
UDon there Jlo‘zvs into the glass of 
each the vuine he had asked for, 

0 noble fount, that flows at will ! 

% 

MEPHIST(iPHELFS. 

But Lake good hecdj lest any drop ye spill. 

\fl'hey drink repeatedly. 
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ALL 

IFf re j'jl/y tforrr, as drunh /7r 
And happy as hurdrcJ ho^^s. 

MKrHLSTOPHr-LES. 

The rabble is >et loose. Tt grows u] roarious, 

FAUST. 

Lf" us be gone, I bog of thee. 

Ml PHlSTOPHF’Lt V 

Nav, heed them liFvSt ! Now hestialiiy 
Will oe revealed in guise most glorious. 

\^Drinks heedhssly ; the 'ivine d stilt nn 
the ground and iur.is to flame. 
Help ! Fire ! Help ! 'i'hc flames of Hell ' 

Ml PHisTopin-LLS, I'otaur'ai)^ i he fin. 

Peace, liiondlv element I Be still I 

VTo th e ^ras.\aiii rs. 

This time *twas but a drop of jtuig,- tonal fiie. 
sirii’ 1 .. 

Wliat’s this ! Nay, wait ! A lesson you require, 
And many, Til give you one, a\fg that I will ' 

Don’t date a second time so to ] rovoke us, 

ALTM t\\ I K . 

We’d be. CT soltJy bid him shog, that’c tiear. 
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SIKIJEL. 

What, Sir, d’ye rake uporf you hc'e 
Ti) pjay on as.yoim hocub-pociis 

MEPHISTOPHELtS. 

L^eace, thou old wine-tub ! 

SIEBEL. 

Broomstick, out ! 
Mast thou be gibing too, i’ the top the 
matter ? 

•BRANDiR. 

Nay, marry, Vv^ait ! Like hail the blow' shall 
pea tier ! 

ALTMAVER. 

[Z)/Y/wr a stopper out of the table 
F^re spirts out upon him^ 

Fni burning, binning ! 

SItBEL. 

Witchcraft ! JDiaw ! 

Have at him ! He’s out o’ tlie pale o’ the law ! 

[^Fbcy draw their knrves and rush uprr 
M ephistopheJes. 

MFPHiSTOPHELE,s, wuh solcmti mien. 

False word and wraith oj air^ 

Change place and sen ^e impair ! 

Be here and there ^ 

\lljey stand in ama%e an/I gaze at each other. 

ALTMAYER. 

I WhcK* am I ? What a beauteous land 1 

H<OSCH. 

I Vme^ards^. See I aright 
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SIFBFL. 

Anti gK'pes here close at hand * 

BRANDPR. 

Hfie 'neath this aibnur green and shady, 

See what a vine ! what grapes hang reaviy ! 

f He tahes Si del hy the nose ; i 
others sei^e each other in Lie 
manner and raise their knives. 


Ml I’HISTOPHELES, as ohove. 

J'rr’ir, from their eyes ihe ha 7 :d ! 

Mark how the DeviFs jesting goes. 

^ J^uiahcs cvtih Faust ; the nvass tiers 
dra'^t) away from each other 


h.at is ^ ? 


MI EtL. 


ALTMAYER. 

Plow ? 


FROSCH. 

W as that tl\y nose ' 
BRANDI R, to Subel. 
nd thine I 111 clutching in my hand ! 

AFTIVT.WER. 

Thiough eicty limb the shock did dart and 
sluver. 

Give me a chair ! My knees arc all a-quiver : 

EROSCH. 

Fray, what iias happened : Well, I never ! 


SIEBEL, 

Where is the rogue ? His life’s in peril I 
I’il suetLi. inni dead upon tlie floor! 
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ALTMAYFK. 

I s'\w him with these eyes bestride a barrel 
And ritie out r,t the* cellar-door. 

My feet like Jumps of' lead my legs hang under. 

ri tirning to the table. 
My ! will the wine still flow, I wonder ? 

SI l BEX.. 

Nay, all was glamour, cheat and show. 

FROSCH. 

\"ct 1 was di^pkin^j^ine, f vow. 

BRANIUvR. 

But hat about the grapes, then, pray vou : 

ALTMAYtR. 

And miracles aic naught but old wives' stones, 
say you ? ^ 


WITCH'S KITCHEN. 

[Upon a lo^v h>'tu th stayith a great 
cauLIron o^aer the fire. hi the 
steam that rises jroin the cauldron 
dreers forms appear. A shi-ipe 
sits hcsule the cauldron, skims tl. 
a rut nvaiihcs lest h hod ove7\ I hi 

he^ape <ivith the ‘Tvhelps sits beside 
it, 'zvarming him.' elf. I Vails and 

rti/ing are dechcil muth the 
fantastic imph merits of aviti her aft. 

Faust, MrpHisTorHii.i s. 

T AUST. 

M y goree doth ’■isr at th.is mad magic-dealing ’ 
l^osr promise I shall get me healing 
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Id this wild waste of sorcery ? 

l)o I need counsel from a witheied beldam ? 

Will this foul broth my body fice^ 

From thirty years of a^e’s thraldom? 

Woe’s me an thou naught better lind ! 

My hope is stilled in tins dtm unwholesome. 
Hath Nature not, and hath no noble mind 
Discovered to this use some giacious balsam ? 

MEPHlsrOPHI-LEii. 

Now you lalb sense again, my friend, and loo'rL ! 
There is a natural means,. such thou 

(ieemest aptcr, 

Youth to restore —but in another book, 

Aiul sooth it IS the oddesst chapter. 

I choose to know it ! 

MEPHISTOU Hi Li:s. 

Good ! No money doth it need^ 
No leeclies’ aid nor aid of witches. 

T-ctake thee to the heiJ witli S])ecd, 

'rum uj) the clods, and dig out ditches j 
jVfove ever in a narrow lound 
Content, and tug not at thy tether ; 

With frugal fare keep body and soul Uygctlicr ; 
Live with tlie buites as brute, and think njt 
shame to ilung 

Thy., elf the field thou rcanest. There’s J 
trutJiful 

And simple rule to iiia!:e thee yimn:’, 

Af'd k'’iisco:e years tf) keep thee youthful. 

T Inv^k tlie use thereto. 8o low 1 may not 
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To £t my hand to spade and shoscl. 

So cramped a life my very soul woultl iik ! 

MEPHl^jTOPHELfS. 

A^hy tiien, the witch must needs to work. 

FAITST- 

Ts nniie but an old hag so skilled 
' .;nst 'bou not blew tlivsell the putj^n ? 

MKPHISTOPHI LLS. 

A pietty pastinie I I could build 

. soon a thousand brid..;es, Tve a notion. 

Ns)t skill nor lore suilice ro brew 

d’he draught. 'Fhere must be patience too. 

A u.tnc|uil s])irit VrOiks on, whilst ye-irs still 
lengtiien. 

Jbine only can the delicate loiinent stiengtheii. 
-Vnd v.ondious stiange too, sooib to sa\s 
Aie all things that belong unto it. 
ddie Devil showed them lirst the way, 

' iiii yet the Devil cannot do it. 

the becists. 

1 o you now ! Wliat a dainty bleed ! 

'dus IS the man ! that is the nuiiil ! 

[[/b the beasts. 

I or rnistresi> tlien bidts not the ht'use in? 

THE JStAbTS. 

Gone carousing. 

Out she liew 

The chimney thicugli! 

MEPHISTWPHi EI-S. 

Vnd how lonir poes die a-caddinp. mairv ? 
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THE BEASTS. 

So long as our |':iws to warm we tarry. 

MEPHlsrol’HEL .S. 

What think you ot the driinty beasties ? 


FAU^T. 

1 think thorn stale as staJc can be ! 

MEPHISTOPHl'Lf b. 

Nay now, a talk Lke this for n»c, 

Above all other talk, a very least is i 

the htajt:. 

'Fell me, accuised poppets, will ye. 

What stir yc round and loiind i’ the stew ? 

THl BLASTS. 

Webe boiling slop])/ j>ai:]i- 1 -skilly. 

METHISTOPHI L( b. 

Why then, your public is not lew 

THE HI -APE. 

[S/r/Yes ijfi and fa^zuns upon HLphisio- 
phi its. 

Oh ' rattle the dire, 

Make me rich in a trice, 

And let me be gainer ! 

1 ’m sliort of the trasli, 

And were 1 in cash 
1 were so much the saner. 

MFPHlSTOPHLLEb. 

How deady v\ould the ape now join the 
icranible, 
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Afia in the lottery for fortune ^fanible ! 

\_Mean^hile the (ipe-‘wbtlps have been 
• plajing with a lar^e haU^ 'ivhi / 
they tiorLv i o!l f()rn.uard, 

THE Hh-AP£. 

Ttr* world's a ball 
Doth rise and fall, 

As Fate doth spin \u 
it rinos like glass ; 

'Tis luiLtle aias ! 

There's nothing in il. 

Here bright it seems, 
lieie brighter glcanio ; 
i'ni alive this minuie ! 

My son, I say, 

Keep tiiec away ! 

Death nothing hindeis* 

It is but clay 1 
'Twill lly to flindeis! 

ML PriiSTOPHl LfcS. 

iu*reto the sie\e 

THE HL-APh lahe^ it dozun, 

Weit tiiou a thief 

Disguise thee th^m could st not. 

j_y/^ r/j/js to the ^he- pc u/ai L te hrf 
look through. 

1 .oe'k through the sieve 
Dost know the thiel, 

Yet naiiie him thou wouldst not' 

MEPHIS'lMPKtl.ES, iippruuchiii^ the firt* 

Ana what is tins pot^ 
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AM> SIJE-APt. 

The simpJe .sot ! , ,, 

He knows not the j>ot ! 

Lie knows not the kettle ! 

M F H I sT t > P H hLi- S. 

ITnMianoei i\ i-rutei 

HJ-APE. 

Trikr* the whif>l;, and to b(»ot 
Take a ..cat i* the set.ilc ’ 

j_//e const! itiiii 1^'i tphistophflcs to at 
do^vn. 

I’AUST. 

ir/ho III the medTi'wLile hds been 
stdnJiTig bi’Jore a mirror^ rio^zc' 
^ ppronrj' nn ^ ji, ^ eiinn^^ 

from it. 

hat Gee I here t ^’^hat \ision heaveii!\ 
bright 

Witluii this magic glass ? Thy fleetest pinion 
Now h'nd me, Love, and into licr dominion 
Lead thou my swift, uneriing flight! 

Ah ! if upon tliis spot I bide not — fate inliunian ! 
If near i venture, as my heart doth list, 

I sec her only through a veil f mist ! 

Tlie fairest vision of a woman ! 

1st possible ? So fail can woman be i 
Or in this couched form see 1 what no man 
Hath ever seen, all heaven’s epitome? 

J s Uicre on earth so fair a being r 

Mt’PHISTOPHi LI G. 

Aye, many! if a God six days doth tod ..na 
moii. 
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Viid cries ; Well done ! i' the cud the coil, 

■ T must be something well worth seeing. 

Ga/e now thy. nil, nnd jncocndy 

'dl looh thee out just such a pretty sweeping \ 

Vnd happy man he his dole, say I, 

Wlio on her lips shall ]>;cgs the bridegioonds 
giectinj ! 

i^iixes ever in the mirror. 
LlepListophcUs^ stretching hwuelj 
iri the .iCitle and to"ing <Lvith thr 
vuhls^h^ g'<eA on Ajuakirig^. 

'It'ie lik(' a king I sit upon the throne, 

.'>ce])tie in hand, arai lack but the crown alone. 

THE BtASTS. 

hitherto have been dancing \>t 
i.ad out <:vllh all sorts of fantastic 
gt i tares , bring ]\d phis tupheUs a 
croim vuith loud shrieLs, 

Oh! be so good 
V/ith sweat and blood 
^tick It togetlicr ! 

fl'hry handle the crovm a^a'knvardlyy 
ami bn ah it into t'ivo pieces ^ iviiH 
-vhi( h they dam e about, 

’Tis done, prate and sec. 

Hear and rhyme do we, 

To the lengtii oi' uur ie;her, — 

VAUST, turned tovoards the mirror. 

Woe's me i I'm well-nigh sheer distraught ! 

M tPHisTOPHiLLS, pointing to the beasts. 
iNow even my tough paic ri.els as I listen ! 
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THL BLASTS^ 

And if {Jenbc come urivsougli;. 

If we cliitnce into thoughr, r 
Then our rhyme has its reasc a. 

tAtTST, as ah(j\K. 

What flic is kindled in my bo.^om ; . 

l^et us ioniiwith this Devil’s Smithy cjuit I 

MKPHiSTOPHiLts, in the same altitude as ab 've. 

Well, well i one merit wc can’t icfuse ’em ; 

Tliey'rc honest poets, we must admii. 

ry/r lauldrotiy <ivhii'h the she- ape has 
hilherlu tuglaied, begins to b'ji/ 
over; a great Jlame bursts vut 
and jluTL^ up the chimney. The 
IVttch comes riding doiun ihmugh 
thejLinn a jaujul sh,\i‘k, 

THi- uacH. 

Ow ! Ow ! Ow^ ! Ow 1 

i hou curst-^i beast! Tiu*ij damned sou ! 

Dost let the pot boil over ib)w : 

Dost singe tiiv mistiessi* Damned so\,' i 

[J^^ntiaing F.iuit and ALphatoph h" 
M'liat have we heie; 

V'k' ho ai e ^e here ? 

W iiat seek yc tiiere ? 

lio hath slunk thorough : 

?4ay hell-ijie haiiow 
Voui bones and mairow I 
^^She dips Jr, a the lauldron fuaith * 
Liniming dadu , aul splas bes jiame, 
to^auinis Faust, Miphistop/'twi 
and the Feasts, The Btasti 
•whin: . 
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MLPHISTOI'HI'XPS. 

\^rurntn^ ahout the ^vh'tsk ‘mhich he 
• hcJds m his hancl^ and st riling 
ri^ht and left amidst glasses and 
pots. 

Tn two ! In two ! 

I'lKNe lies the iiiew ! 

The ;’iass lies broke ! 

’T\s but a joke, 

I^oul hag, the stroke 
Thy,niel()d\ to ! 

[/T/./7:r/ the h^iich falls bach, full of 
nvraih and terror. 

Thou Scaieciow! Ivnowst tb.ou me? Thou 
Atomy 1 

Dost know thy Lord and Master ? Nay, what 
hinders 

My wrath Irom smiting ruthlessly, 

And smashing thee and thine aj)ish sprites to 
flinders ? 

Doth the red tloublet claim no moie respect? 
Dost thou not know agam the tall cock's feather ? 
Mv features doth some mask protect ? 
iNLc'it I needs name me altogether? 

THh WITCH, 

My Liege ! forgive my greeting rough . 

In truth I see no horse’s hoof. 

Thy brace of ravens, too, where is it ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well, well ! this time we'li call it quits. 

'The case some leniency admits. 

'Tis quite an age since my last visit. 

And Culture, too, that fast licks into shapt^ 
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The world nl lar;;(', the Devil cnn’t escape. 

No longer now you see the Northern phantom. 
Horns, tail and claws, no niorp I haunt ’em. 

As for the hoof, 'twould harm me with the 
hdk. 

Ah'! vet it may not well he lacking ; 

And so I’ve wtun tor years, like many a gay 

Young liiirk, 

In place of cult, a little ])acking. 

IH! UITCH, il,ni in \ 

I’m quite K\side mvselt with glee 
Squire Satan htu^‘ again to see! 

MMM-IISTOPH' LR*^. 

That name is now tabooedi, old Dame. 

THE WITCH. 

Why, what’s the mattei with the name? 

MEPHlSTl'PHRLES. 

This many a day ’tis written dovui a fhhic , 

Yet men are nowise winners in tlie ganu'. 
They’re rid o’ the Itvii One, the livil still arc 
able. 

Sir Baion if thou call me, all is w ul and got>d. 
A knighi I am like otheis toi t'nc occasion. 
Thou dost m)t doubt the blueness of my blood: 
Sec here, now ! such tlie arms are which i 
blazon. 

\^He in/ihes an i/nytnr/^> gt'fiwrt 

THE WITCH, laughing immcdcraicly, 

Ha ! Jia : that’s like you, I declare ! 

A rwue you are, a rogue \ou ever were. 
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MEPHISTOPHI LI^S, to luiUSt. 

Mv friend, take lesson bv my s})ceches ; 

’'I'hat is the yay {p com])any witli witches. 

THK WITCH. 

Now, Sirs, wliat is youi enand, sjiejk ! 

MEPHC roPHFLI-S. 

A bumper of tlie vall-knovvn juice we seek. 

A.nd for the oldest T am lain to troulde : 

}'or with the yeais its virtues double. 

IHF WITCK. 

Riejit gladly 1 Here no^v, tiom this bottle 
Myself at timevS J wet my ^hrottie, 

And now no more the least it stinks. 

I'll give you a nij) with the greatest jileasure. 
Ulnspcriw^, 

Yei if all unjirepaied this man the potion drinks, 
Witiiin an hour, ye wot, his sands have run their 
measui e. 


MI PHI ST - U’HFXKS. 

He’s a good friend of mine ; it shall agree 
with him. 

1 giLidgc him not the best within tliv Kitchen. 

Draw now thy ring, on with thy witching. 

And fill him a bumjjcr to the brim. 

THK WITCH, ^’tlh untie ^eituris describes a lircL^ 
iwd sets fantastic objects nxnthin it; meaner hdt 
the glasses begin to t inkle y the cauldron to chain 
and make music. Ijastl^y she hriia^s a great l-^rd^ 
sets the apes ^within the circle y and makin them 
ser^e as a lectern ^ and hold the torches, Shi 
htikons Faust to dra^ia near. 
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FAUbT, to Alrphistophehs, 

Nav, tell me now, what means this antic ^ 
This crazy rubbish, these res i^r antic ? 
"rius stalest (.iieat, tins tasteless stuff. 

I know and hate them well enough. 


MhPHISaaU'HEL'^S. 

A fiddlestick ! Know what a joke is ’ 

Thouht too stiaitLiced and cii cumsjiect ! 

As doctor, slie must jday her hocus-]iocus, 

'K) that the draught may haie^its full effect. 

[//c LOUS I nuns Faust to enter the /ircle, 

THi' wiT( H, //"Ghu'w/wg fnmi the book in a hovihastic 
manner . 

I'his must thou kiunv / 

From one male seven^ 

And nuo let ^0, 

And ih) ee male even 
rhtn art thou rich ; 

I hus saith the 'zuitch, 

Nov.) four prtjix ; 

Fi oni fv( and stx^ 
jVL he seven and eh^A. 

’ fis ended stra^^ht J 
.,‘tud nine is one 
jlnd ten is none, 

Ihu ts the s once-times-one, 

FAOST. 

The beldam raves as one distracted ! 

Mti’HIbTuFHKLLS. 

All is by no means yet enacted I 
[ knovV th'' Dock. ^'Fis all in this one strain. 
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Myself too oft therewith liave lost my leisure. 

A downright conti adiction doth remain 
I 'or wise mon and for fools, mystciious in like 
measure. 

TiiC art, my friend, alike we ste 
Practised in far-od times and nearer, 

\^^ith three and one, and one and three, 

Instead of truth to scatter erroj. 

'Prus undisturbed they jirare and preach, 

Po! who with fools would make a pother ^ 
bu that the words be there, the seii ^e men naught 
impeach, 

To' surely one can think — v/ith woids — somt 
thougitt ot other. 

T H E w I rc H conth . . r . 

The lofty 
Of ScieTu e quite 

From all the ivorld lies hulrlci', 

Tet take no thought ^ 

It comes unsuw^ht ; 

A\k not^ it (omes unhid ihn. 

FAUsT. 

What balderdash doth she recite? 

As though "'twould sj)lit my head is beatuiy 
isb dunks 1 hear in chorus, ouite 
A hundred thousand idiots prating. 

MtPHISlvU'HhLl b. 

Ifnough ! enough I incomparable Sibyl i 
( ri\e liere thy drink ! No grudging dribbu , 
t f d luni a bum])er to the brim ! 

Be Sure thv diaugiit ni) Iriend here wii- Jiot 
iiijia e. 
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For fauh ! he’s swallowed many a swinger, 

All Si8 ueoices tre he couM climb. 

^Ujc' iviH} mtiiky ceremonies pc irs 

t. it the druu^ht IntO ii ^oldct ; as 
Faust sets it to hh Ups thui e arises 
a sUohl f! tmr, 

MI PHIS1 t)PHl LkS. 

Down With tin stingo ! "Fuss it oH ! 

’Twill warm tiie cockles ot thine heart 1 
W 1 it 1 with the l)e\il luiul and glove, 

AijvJ hoiii a Jude Ija/ne doot sfa/tr 
^7’F IVitch unaLs the ch 'It. Fi^Uit sief. firil. 

Ml l-HlSTOrdFLI'S. 

l.’p an i aw-i)' ! Thou must not lest ' 
inr. Vv'ircn. 

And niav you th. ive o’ the diam, lair guest! 

MhPHlSTol'HLLiLS. 

And can I })leasuie thee, thy w'isli be sjioken 
jjoldiy, on May- Jay Fve, Ujion the Jh’ockeri. 

THt vvnvH. 

Heie is a chai’jn which sung at times, I tiow. 
Will salt wdly help along the ojieiation. 

MLPHlSTOPHr LES. 

Come cjiiickly ! Some brisk occupation 
Must set thee in a perspir.ition, 

that thiough eiery pore the potent juice may 
jIov/. 

Later Ln have thee prize the dolce far niem:^ 

And soon thou’ It A^el, with iavishment in plenty, 
How Cil]H bill., aial rl utters to and ho. 
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FAUST. 

me but gLince i' the glass tliat lovely form 
tloth ill, 

’^hat vision ot lair womanhood ! 

MtrHIsTOPHLLFS. 

;j 7 , ray ! "j^hou’lt see the paragon of women 
lie I ore tliee soon in flesh and blood. 

Aside. 

Thy body so this ]jhuter dwell in, 
n ( veiv wench thou' It set a Helen ' 


STRLiET. 

F A tJS r, JS'j ARG AR FT />// ; i hy . 

FAUST. 

My fair young lady — bold the offer, 
may 1 my arm and escort prudci i' 

MAKGARLT, 

1 .on not a lady, am not fair ; 

1 ^.an find my way home without escort, Sli. 

\^Frces herselj .ind exit. 

FAtrsT. 

liy Heaven, but this maid is faT ! 

I never have seen the like of iier. 

M(Alest and virtuous, through and through, 

Ver with a touch of shiewMness, too. 

Hei flaming clieeks, her crimson Ji:)s, 

FM rot forget till the world's eclipse ! 

How she casts dowm her shamelast eycj 
Etep in my heait engraven lies. 
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What a curt artswci did she I 
Upon my aoul, ’twas lavishino ! 

[ EtiU’r 

tAV '- T . 

vSaw you girl ? I muat posse-, her I 

MnPHlbTOI'HI lA S, 

Which ? 

KAU^T* 

8 ho th.at ]jai>se(l. 

Ml P-nSTUPHLULS. 

’Tis i>hc you mean ? 
Sim is but conic from lier Ci fi^essoi , 

W 1 k> hath assoiled her from ail siii. 
ih'side the chair I stoic* me 111. 

Guilders she is in deed and tlioug)i.. 

And went 10 her shrill lor veiy naught, 
i have no povi'er ovej her. 

FAUST. 

Yet jiaii- siu' Iki ioaitecnth "er:: 

MMUnsTOI'Hi Ll.i. 

Mair\, you t:i!k like dack-a-loose. 

Who lusts fni (.ridi swc*et liowcr that Mo\rs_. 

Ana thinks no honour is — vain looi 
Or iavoui, which lie mav not cull. 

But it capc-ot be always e'oiie, sweet Sir i 

J'AU-.T. 

INTy worst'. pfu! Sir T.essonei, 

S]iarc me, r ptay, your moial set mon. 

And nua *: oc ! iewest words aic oeb. — 
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Unless this sweet young thing doth rest 
This very night upon my breast, 

Our jiact ai‘midhight doth determine. 

?/!EPHISTOPHKLtS. 

Bethink thee what is feasible ! 

1 need a fortnight but to smell 
A meet occasion out. 

rausT. 

How sj^oedy ! 

Give me r>even hours — bO short a while ’ 
I’d need no devil to beguile 
A bimpie lass I 


MLPHISTOPHELLS. 

Nay now, already 
Like a Mounscer almost you speak: 
Vet let the task not irk you, pray. 
What boots it to enjoy straightway? 
There’s far more pleasure in the freakj 
It first your pujijiet like a paste 
You knead and trim to suit your taste 
With long-drawn diliy-dalliance, 

As taught in Italian love-iomant e. 


•AUST. 

I need not that to give me zea, 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

Now once for all, sans jape or jest, 

1 tell )oa, wuth the pretty lass 
No sudden stroke you’ll bring to pass. 
This fort by storm will ne’er be shaken; 
By stratagem it must be taken. 
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F.iUST, 

•Crct me a fjage from my ange]-lo^e^ 
Lead me unto the sweet bud’s nc&tl 
(ret me :i kei chief fiom her bieast! 

A gaiter for my jov — a glo^c . 

IVincHISl OI’HhLI s. 

That thou inay’.st see hove I rcnien '-ef 
Our pact, U) hcij) and euvse lity t'la'ut 
I’ll lead ihee piomptly, lor my ]!art, 
This ^ cry dav, into her ch.anibei . 

l '\(hS f . 

Anti sh'ili L see liei r — have la a ? 

MnunsTOPHfXLb. 

No 

She to a neighbour’s house wiJi go. 

In hei ,umos])heie enfolded, though, 
Of ail ood hope of futuic pjea..uit 
Siiak meanwhile take thv f'!I ;u leu'iuie. 


Can wc go ? 

MLPHtSTOI HtLl *, 

’Tis too er,'i\ )ei. 

FAOS'I . 

See thou a present for her gel ! 

FExit. 

MEPinsTCiPriKLPS, 

Presents already? Bravo! So lie’Jj find her 
bintle. 

Full many a goodly place I K.now, 
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Wii)i treasures 'ouried long ago. 

1 must refresh my niemoiv a little. 

fExit. 


KVENING. 

f/Z i ji.i/i iiTi/ Cl e tin I y chamber, Mar^^ 
y;arei plaiih'^ and binding the 
braids >ij her hair, 

. MARGARET. 

I'd give a good deal, now, to know 
AVlu» ’twas ro-day that stopped me sc. 
indeed he had a gallant aii ! 

He’s of\ noble house, that’s clear. 

His face alone high birth had told, 

And "Ise he had nevei been so bold. 

[Exit, 

Mephistophi-lts, Faust. 
Mm-riSTopHi- Li-:s. 

C( me in ! Ticad softly, but come in ! 

FAUST, iifter a short silence. 

1 i-iitlice, leave me alone within. 

MEPHISTOPHELIS, prying about. 

Not (nery girl hath her 100m so clean. 

\^Exit, 

TAUST, loohing about him ^nih uplifted ga'i:e. 
Welcome, sweet twilight ! thou tliai weaves! 
I'by misty veil throughout this shrine. 

And tliou, on the dew of hope that thirsting 
livest. 
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Sweet pain of love, seize thou this heart of mine. 
Breathed around me, what a sense of stillness. 
Of order, of contentment is ! 

Ah ! in this j)ovcrty, what fulness, 

And in this piison, what a heaven of hlist; ! 

\_He casts himself into the leathern arm~ 
chair j hy the led. 

Receive me, tliou, that oft with open arm 
The forefathers dulst take, when gnef confounded 
Or joy did gladden. Ah ! how oft a swarm 
Of chlldien blithe this fatheads throne sur- 
rounded ! 

FI ere, for her Christmas gift, in artless bliss, 

My Love, with cheeks by childhood softly 
rounded, 

Haply her grandsirc’s withered hand did kiss. 

I feel thy spirit. Maiden, fill the air. 

Instinct with order, banning spot and wrinkle, 
Teaching thee daily with a motlicr's care 
Neatly to spread the cloth upon the table there, 
Here at thy feet the cleanly sand to sprinkle. 
Dear hand, how godlike is thy worth ! 

Thou niakest this poor cot a heaven on earth. 

And here ! 

\_IJe rahes a curta’/u 'f the led. 
What raptuious thiill ! Here, notliing loin, 
Whole houtvS would T tarry. Flerc, enfolded 
In (iglit.s(>nic dreams, O Nature, hast thou 
mouldeil 

The angel born to fuller growth. 

Flerc lay die child! Its tender bo^om 
The wain.)'! of life clasped in its hold- 
Her(', as uniolds a ]>ure, sweet blossom. 

Here aid th^ anoLl-kirm unfold. 
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And thou ! how hast thou hither erred ? 

J feci mine inmost being stirred ! 

What wilt th,ou h^^rc ? Thine heart what burdenf^ 
so ^ 

l^nh.ippy f''aust ’ No more myself I know : 

Me doth some magic breath enclose ? 

My heait, that lust of joy did ilatrer, 

Now in a dream of love dissolves like water. 

Aie wc tlie sport of everv breath that blows : 

And came she in, wliere wouldst thou erawd 1 
How wouldst ai^vc thine imjaous intrusion ; 
d'he great Jack Booby — oh, how small ! 

Would crouch before hei in confusion. 

[A«/cr JMephiitnphflrs . 

M E P H J STO P H IILF S . 

Ouick, now ! The lass below there I discern 

FAUIT. 

.'^way, away ! 1 never will teturn’ 

MI PHISIUPHI Lrs. 

Flere is a casket, pietty heavy. 

Bve made elsew'hcre a little levy. 

Here in this coffer will we lay’t. 

IMl take my oath she’ll faint with rapture. 

I’ve put in trilics might be bait 
fx very different prey to capture. 

True, lass is lass, and jest is jest. 

FAUST 

I know not ; shall I ? 
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MErHISToPHELEij. 

Thou qucstionest ' 

-Dost think belike to keep the treasure ? 

Then spare thy wanton mood, I pi^y. 

The sweet and sunny houis o’ the day. 

And Sparc to rob me of my leisure. 

Thouht not a miser, art thou ? Nay ! 

I rub my hands, I scratch my noddle — 

puts the cashet into the cojfer^ and 
presses to the hasp again. 

Away ! Make haste ! 

That forthwith to your wish and taste 

The sweet young thing you may mould and model. 

You look as glum 

As must you into the lecture-room ; 

As gray before you in flesh and blood 
Physics and Metaphysics stood. 

Away ! 

\^Hxeunt. 

MARGARET •wj/h a lamp. 

Hem sii/try ’tio ! 

[ She opens the ’ivindo’ix^. 
HovV n’.ay that be ^ 

Indeed ’tin not so warm without. 

I know not u hat comes over me. 

I would my motnor stayed nett out. 

There runs a shudder through my flame. 

What a silly, timorous girJ 1 am ! 

[6'A’ hegiv to sing as rhe undresses. 

There 'ivas a king in Thul' 

1 1 j- fiithful to the gni-vt. 

Him she that loved him truly ^ 

A g'^ld cup dying gave. 



Part I 


131 

II IS (lead lu*ve* s gift the lover 
At every banquet quajj'cd. 

Rver his eyes hrim>i^cd over^ 

y/r he drank tkt refrain his draw;;;}?!. 

fits sands ran out their measure ; 

His royal tovans he told. 

He grudged his heir^ no treasure. 

Save hut the cup oj g aid. 

He held a roval ^vassail 
IVtih all his chivahy^ 

In the high halls oj the. castle 
Oj his fat hers y by the ^ea. 

There the old wcrry-ivalrr 
Urank standing lije's last glovu ^ 

Then hurled the sacred beaker 
Into the flood behnv. 

He sa'iv it fallings ddmkiv^^ 

And sinking in the sia. 

His eyes in death vuei e ankiv^^ 

And never again drank he. 

[She opens the coffer to put ovoay her 
clothes^ ami catches sight of tin 
je^ivel casket. 

How came in here this lovely casket so ? 

I locked the coffer, that I’ll vow ! 

Indeed ’tis strange ! What’s in it, I’d like to 
know ? 

Nay now, belike a pledge ’twill be 
Thar mother for some loan doth keep. 

Here on the ribbon hangs a key. 

Td dearly love to take a peep. 

What is this ? Holy Virgin ! Look ! 



Goethe’s Faust 


132 

T’vc nevi ‘1 seen nught like it ! Nay ! 

How lovely ! Why, the lady of a duke 
Miglit wear it on a festal -day. ^ 

How v/oulti the chain suit me now, r Stay ! 
Whose can it be^ this fmeiy ? 

nch.rns h/rstlf ivitJ? if, and steps 
in Jrfmt of the n/srror. 

Did but the car-nngs belong to me ! 

In a moment how they cluiiige vour face ! 

What iieljis good looks, or what helps youth ? 
'Tis all very line and eood, forsooth ! 

But then they let it be all, alas'! 

They praise you — yet half with pity. 

For gold all throng, 

On gold all hang, 

Alas ! we pooi — and pi etty ! 


A WALHO 

\^Fintst 'Walking to and fro, dc\p tn 
tb'jught. To JAni enter AIipt'i\‘f>-- 
phrles, 

AtEPHISTOPHI LI'S. 

By all the loveevei was slighted ’ By the hellish 
conflagration ! 

1 would i knew aught grinimc: would vServ as 
an imprec'^tion ! 

F/\UbT. 

What ails thee ? Marry, such an air 
Tve never seen. There's madness in it. 

MIPHlSTOPHLLhS. 

I'd give myself to the Devil this very minute, 
An I myself no devil v/cre ! 
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FAUST. 

Art wrong in thine l\ead ? What means this 
antic ? ^ , 

Doth it seem thee to rage as thou wert frantic ? 

MFPHlSTOPHECtS. 

Just think ! The finery for Gietclien got, 

A ])nrson has whi])ped me off the lot. 

Her mother gets me a sight o’ the thing ; 

Is seized with a secret shuddering i 
Slie hath a scent like a beast of prey ; 

In her prayer-book sniffs and snuiHes alwav ; 

Or, every chattel she smells quite plain, 

If the thing be sacred or ])iofanc. 

'Pht finery she but sniffs me at, 

And she knows there’s not much blessing in 
that ! 

My child, quoth she, ill-gotten gear 
The soul ensnares, the blood doth sear I 
We'l! give it God’s Mother — be she gracious ’ 
^VIth heavenly manna will she refresh us. 
hut Peggy draws me the wryest mouth ! 

’ Tis a gift-liorse, thinks she, and of a truth 
Ungodly, I’ll warrant, was not he 
Who brought it hither so generously. 

Put the mother must needs a parson summon, 
And scarce he liears the joke from the woman, 
Than straightway^ his mouth begins to water. 

8a Vs he ; d'hat’s the right vspint, my daughtei. 
Who overcometh, wins the croun. 

A good digestion the Church doth ov/n, 

Whoic lands and houses hath she eaten, 

Vet ne\er hf’rself hath overeaten. 

The Church alone, niv sisters dear^ 

C an ever digest iil-gottcn gear. 



34 


Goethe’s Faust 


A universai custom ! Why 
A Jew or a king with the Chii’*ch in vie f 

MhPHISTOPHEL'^S. 

So he sweeps me up chain, and ring, and ouc)\ 
T^ike so many trufHes, into Ins pouch. 
f"Ie thanks no less and he thanks no more, 
Than a basket of nuts he might thank ’em for» 
But a heavenly guerdon he pro)J>esied, 

And he left them — liighly eddied. 


And Grctchen ? 


MEPHISTOPHFXI-S. 

Sits in restless mood, 

And knows mn what she would or should ; 
Thinks day and night on jewel and gem, 

Yii .nore on him that brought her them. 

FAUST. 

The dear one’s grief dotJi pain ni'\ Get 
Fortliwith, 1 piithec, another set. 

The lust was pi.or enough, on rny word ! 

mkphistophtxls. 

Oh yes ! All is but child’s iilay, thinks m 
lord. 

fAUST. 

Bestir thyself, and do as 1 say ! 

Make Up 10 her neighbour, aJcct the civil ! 
And don’t be a milk-and-water devil, 

Bat get Df"'v gems without delay ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELFS. 

Yes, gracious Sir,, with the greatest pleasure. 

, Fiuist. 

Such a lovc-sick fool with an easy grace, 

To while away his sweetheart^s leisure 
Sun, moon and all the stars would puff you into 
space. 


THE NEIGHBOUR\S HOUSE. 

[_ Martha alone. 

MARTHA. 

.\ow God 'a mercy on my dear spouse! 

A scurvy game with me he’s played ! 

Into the wide world olT he goes ; 

Leaves me alone in my widowed bed. 

Vet truly T did him no displeasure ; 

God wot 1 loved him past all measure. 

nveeps. 

Pei haps he's dead ! — O bitter fate ! 

If only I had a certificate ! 

p En ter M arg aret, 

MARGARET. 

Dame Martha ! 

MARTHA. 

Margery, whal is’t ? 
MARGARET. 

I’ve found — Oh ! how my knees are trembling ! 
Another casket, near resembling 
The first — of ebony — in my chest, 

With things as fine as fine can be,' 

Far richer than the first ones. iiJee ! 



136 Goethe’s Faust 

MARTHA. 

You mustn’t tell your mother, Viiarry ! 

Your gems again to shrift sheM carry. 

MARGARET. 

Oh, do but look now ! See now, do I 

MARTHA, adorning her. 

You lucky, lucky creature you’ 

MARGARET. 

I may not wear them, more’s the pity. 

At church, nor 1’ the streets o’ the city. 

MARTHA. 

Only do thou come often hither ; 

Thy finery in secret don. 

Before the glass mayst walk for hours together. 
We’ll have our pleasure in it, and anon 
We’ll find some opportunity, some feast, 

Where we can let folk see them, one by one at 
least, 

A chain, then pearl-drops — mother will not see, 
Or I’ll throw dust in her eyes, leave that to me. 

MARGARET. 

Who can have brought the caskets, through 
what cranny 

Have slipped ? I’m sure it isn’t canny ! 

knock, 

MARGARET. 

My mother ! God 1 if I be seen ! 

MARTHA, peeping through the duor-curtafth 
’Tis a strange gentleman ! — Come in ! 

\JEnter Mepjhistopheles. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I make so bold forthwith to enter. 
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Pjrdon that I disturb your leisure. 

\^Stcps hack respectfully on seeing 
, » Margaret, 

D ime Martha Schwerdtiein, pcradvcnture — 

MARTHA. 

"Ti*? I, Sir. Pray you speak your pleasure. 

MtPHisTOPHELES, to her in an undertone, 

1 know you now, no more T crave. 

What a line visitor you have ! 
jhtrJon the liberty I’ve ta’en. 

This afternoon PJl call again. 

MARTHA, aloud, 

The gentleman — nay, mercy me ‘ 

F(<r a fine lady taketh the^. 

MARGARET. 

InJecd Pm but a poor young thing ’ 

The gentleman^ 6 too flattering. 

The finery is not mine own. 

MEPHlSTOrHELES. 

'Tis not the finery alone ! 

You have a piercing glance — a way — 

How glad 1 am that I may stay ! 

MARTHA. 

Your errand, Sir ? I long to hear — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

1 would my tidings better were ! 

Pray, blame not me for this sad meeting. 

Your husband’s dead and sends you greeting. 
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Is dead ? The trusty soul ? Alack 
My husband dead? My heart wili* ciack ! 

MARGARET* 

Alas, dear Dame, do not dcspiir' 

MEPHISTOPHI-LIIS. 

To hear the doleful tale prepare ! 

MARGARET. 

F'or this I would not choose to love, 

For loss would kill my heart with sadnesb 

. MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Gladness must have its i(!ief, and grief its 
gladness. 

MARTHA. 

My husband’s end — tell me tlie w.iy thereof. 

MRPHISTOPHtLES. 

In Padua his bones recline, 

Hard by Saint Anthony his slirinc. 

In holy ground, like a true beliexei, 

For his cool resting-place for ev.ei. 

MARTHA. 

Have you naught else ? 

MrPHISTOlJHELFS. 

One thing there was he wanted — 
A great and weighty matter. He commands 
And pi ays you, have for him three hundred 
masses chanted. 

But for the rest, I come with empty hands. 

MARTHA. « 

What! Not a lucky-penny ? N()i a ring ? 
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A’hat, every prentice-lad deep in his wallet 
hoards, 

Though poor, a^8 ke<fp-sakc still affords, 

L 'en should he starve or begging wander ’ 

MEPHTSTOPHELTvS. 

Madame, your grief my heart doth wring ! 

7ri \erily his cash he did not squander. 

Hk. iailings, too, full sole he did repent; 

:\\€, and his cruel fate still sorer did lament. 

MARGARET. 

A .as I for the ci uel lot of men ) Sure I will pi ay 
ni iny a requiem for peace upon his spinu 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

nto the wedded state forthwith you merit 
' ‘ enter, my sweet child. 

MARGARET. 

Ah, nay. 

There is no thought of that at once 1 

MEPHESTOPHELES. 

not a husband, then a gallant for the nonce. 
^■uch a dear thing in one's arms — 'tis even 
One of the greatest gifts of Hea' cn ! 

MARGARET. 

"i'.s not the country's custom ! Nay! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Castom or not, it hajipens. 

MARTHA. 

> Pra^ 


Go on. 



140 


Goethe’s Faust 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Beside the bed wliere he lay dyino 

1 stood. ’Twas dung, or better ^arce a shade — 

Half-rotten straw ; l:)ut a good end he made. 

indeed upon his score, as he died testifying, 

A heavier scot was chalked. Nay now ! h' 
cried, how scurvy 

To leave my wife i’ the lurch, my trade all topsy- 
turvy ! 

Ah, could she but forgive me ere I die ! 

For with the thought of it my heart is liven. 

MARTHA, -K fCfpifr^, 

Alas, poor soul 1 long has he been forgiven ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

Yet she, God knows, was more to blame 
than 1 ! 

PTARTHA. 

He lies! What, on the brink o’ the grave, ani 
lying ! 

MFPHISTOPHI LI S. 

He rambled, sure, as he lay dying. 

If I am only half a judge. 

I didn’t gape my time away. I’d somethin, ^ 
better 

To do, said he. First children, and tlicn bread 
to get her, 

And bread i’ the widest sense, I had to drudge. 

Yet could not eat my share in quiet for yon 
fretful— 

MARTHA. 

Of all li.y love and truth could he be so for- 
getful ? 

My work t*nd worry day and night •? ' 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, but with kindly thought did them requite. 
He said : Whilst Malta faded from our eyes, 
For wife and bairns I prayed with ardent passion. 
Heaven answered me in gracious fashion, 

For of a Turkish craft we made our prize. 

With treasure for the Soldan richly freighted. 
Then valour had its guerdon due, 

And I received my share thereof, naught bated, 
As was indeed but fitting too. 


What irdt ? Where is’t ? Hid i* the earth he 
kept it 
Mayhap ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Who knows by this where the four 
winds have swept it ? 

A fine ma’am’ selle took pity on him, rich 
And lorn of friends in Naples as he tarried. 
Tokens of love and truth she gave, the which 
four sainted husband to his death-bed earned. 


The scoundrel ! What, his children’s portion ! 

Could nothing, not so hard a k)t 

Check his loose life, not such ill-fortune ? 

MEPHISTOPHEI CS. 

Why, look you ! Now he’s paid the scot ! 
He’s dead, and were 1 in your shoes, 

For one chaste year I’d wear the willow, 

And seek another spouse the while to shaie my 
pillow. 
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A-las ! to match my first, God knows, 

In all the world 1 scarce shaW find a second ! 

A sweeter chuck there scarce could ije than mine i 
His faults upon one’s fingers could be reckoned: 
His love of wandering, and foreign w ine, 

And foreign women, and those accursed dice. 

MEPHISTOrHFLES. 

Well, well ! ujton the supposition 
He to as much in you had shut his eyes. 

You might have hit it off. With this provision, 
Myself with \ou, 1 take my oath, 

Would change the ring, and nothing loth. 

MAHTHA. 

N ij now, the gentleman is merry, 

MEPHISTOPHLLI-S, s'ule, 

Beshrew me, ’tis high '.iine I stiried. 

She’d keep the very Dc-vil to his word 1 

[i/ o Gretcheu* 

How is it with your heart, sweet i'airy ? 

MARGARET. 

How mean you. Sir ? 

MtPHISTOPHFLF^, asidt. 

Thou artless, guileless child ! 
y}!('ud. 

Fare well, fair dames ! 

MARGARET. 

Farewell 
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MARTHA. 

Ah, could I have compiled 
With how aii(f when and where, a full averment 
01 my clear spouse’s death and his interment ? 
Order 1 love, and death, alas ! is solemn, 
rd like to read his death i’ the weekly column. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ave, aye, good dame, through the mouth of 
two 

Whatever is testified must be true. 

1 have a fine comrade, who’ll take if you 
crave it, 

before a justice his affidavit. 

I’ll bring him here. 


MARTHA. 

I pray you do ’ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Will the young lady be here too? 

A gallant lad — has travelled much — 

All courtesy he shows to such. 

MARGARET. 

Before him I must needs blush scarlet. 

MtPHlSTOPHLLES. 

Neither foi king, nor yet for variet. 

^ MARTHA. 

In the garden behind my house, this even, 
We’h await the gentlemen, at seven. 
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STREET. 

Faust, Mfphistophi-les. 

FAUST. 

How is’t ? Wiirt prosper ? Will it speed ? 

MfcPHISTOPHKLEb. 

Ah, bravo ! All aiianic with passion ? 
Gretchen is yours in speedy fashion. 

This eve youMl meet — with neighbour Marti 
’tis agieed — 

Here at her house. There's no more arrant 
Gipsy and go-between, I'll warrant 

FAUST. 

'Tis well ! 

Ml rHisTorHTLrr. 

Y et we tlie favour must requite. 

FAUST. 

Well one good turn — the proverb's soinewh 
trite. 

Mf PHISTOPKI LFS. 

'Tis but in all due form to testify 

Her wedded lord all stiff and stark doth lie 

Tn Padua, in consecrated soil. 


How shrewd ! And I suppose we first mu 
jouiney yonder ? « 

MEPHlSTOPHrLfS. 

Sancta Simplicitas / No need of such a toil ! 
Why mast you know, to swear, I wonder ? 
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If that’s the best you have, your plan is torn 
asunder. , * 

MEPHISTOPH! LI-S, 

saintly man ! Why, heic’s a coil ! 

Vv'hat, hast tliou never yet been diivcn 
'!Vi swear to what thou couldst not piove ? 

Or God and ot the v/orld, and all that thcTcnn 
move, 

01 Man, his heart and mind, his an^er, hatred, 
love, 

Hist not with might and main thy definitions 
given, 

iih bra/-cn fiont, unfalteiing bieath ? 

A \[ should one sift the matter throughly, 
fliou knew’st as much theieof, confess it 
truly, 

now thou kriow’st of Galfer Schwerdtleirf s 
death. 


fhoe art and dost abide a liar and a sophist ! 

MEPHISTOPHEL' S. 

‘"iiouldst look a little deeper ere thou scoflest I 
Thou in all honour v/ilt tu-morrow 
beguile poor Grctchen to her sorrow, 

Ard oaths of soul-felt love wilt borrow — 

FAUST. 

A..ye, from my lieart 1 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All very fine 

And then of faith and love eternal, 
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Of passion slivJc and supernal — 

Wi 1 that spiing from this heart of thine ? 


Enough, it will 1 If 1 tliis passion, 

This maelstrom of' emotion try 
To name, 3 ^ct vainly, then Creariun 
l''roni end to end I range with all my pov;eri. 
Giasp at each word that loftiest towers, 

This fire within my bosom haiuing, 

Eternal, endless, endless naniiiig, 

Is that a devilish, juggling lie ? 

MliPHlsTOPHliLKS. 

I’m right for all that ! 

FAUST. 

Hark you, pray, 

And on my lungs have j)ity ! Wouldst thou can v 
The day in wordy strife, have but a tongue, ar; ; 
mairy 

ThouVt light alway 1 

Come now, Em sick of prating, spare thy voice 
For thou art right indeed, I liave no choice. 


GARDEN. 

~^J\lar^aret on Fausl' s arm anJ Marth, 
^ivith Mephistopheksj ivalkmg uf 
and 

M A KG AULT. 

1 feel the gentleman but humours me, 

Lut shu’^ *s me by his tondcscension. 
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'Tie but a traveller’s courtesy 

That uses tor the deed to take tlie intention. 

Too well I know^ that my poor s])cech is such 
As scarce can please one that hath seen so much. 


One glance of thine, one word, hath dcaier 
worth 

i'lian all the wisdom upon earth. 

^He kisses her hand, 

MARGARET. 

Nay, trouble not youiself ! How can you press 
unto It 

Youi lips ? It is so coarse, so rough ! 

No work so common but I needs must do it. 
Mother ivS too near, sure enough ! 

\Thcy uoss over. 


MARTHA. 

Ami you. Sir, do you ever journey so I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Alas I where trade and duty point the finger, 
Though oftentimes, how loth ! tfiere must we 
go. 

And though we would, we may not linger. 

MARTHA. 

In hasty youth no boding care 

Hath such a roving life, one’s peace to ruffle, 

But the ill days come unaware, 

And lonely to one’s grave a bachelor to shuffle — 
Thtie’s none hath thriven on that fare. 
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MEPHISTOPHELliS. 

Nay, such a lot I contemplate with terror. 

MARTHA. ' ' 

Whercrbie, dear Sir, amend betimes your error 

[^1 hey cross uvn 

MARGARET. 

Aye, out of sight is out of mind ! 

Your courtesy is ready ever. 

But you have store of friends, and cIcvlt, 

Far clcvcicr than me you lind.' 

FAUST. 

Dear maid, believe me, so-called clevernt 
Is oft but vanity and dull pietcnce. 

MARGARET. 

Hom^ mean you ? 

FAUSr. 

Oh ! that simple innocen' : 

Its own most holy worth may never guess i 
'Bhat meekness, lowliness, the richest treasure 
That kindly lavish Nature can* decree — • 

MARGaKl'T. 

One little moment if you think of me, 

To think of you, I shall ha\e anrple leisure. 

i‘AU;iT. 

Then you are oft alone, withal ] 

MARGARET. 

O yes ! Our household is but small, 

And yet one needs must see to ail. 
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We keep no maid, so I must sweep and cook 
and cater 

And knit and stitfh and know no ease ; 

And mother is in every household matter 
So hard to please ! 

Not that she really needs to pinch and squeeze ! 
We well might make a show, much more than 
many ! 

My father left behind a pretty penny, 

A little house and garden that were his 
Without the town. But now my life is very 
quiet. 

My brother a soldier is ; 

My little sister’s dead. 

A pretty handful with the child I had, 

Vet gladly would I now again be troubled 
by it, 

So dear to me it was ! 

FAUST. 

An angel, if like thee ! 

MARGARET. 

I nursed it and it loved me heartily. 

Before ’twas born we saw my father sicken 
And die, and mother lay so stricken 
That she was given up for lost. 

And slowly, step by step, she mended, but at 
most 

Had only strength to live, so strength had none 
Herself the poor wee mite to suckle. 

And so with milk and water, alone, 

1 reared it, and so 'twas mine, would chuckle 
Upon my arm, and kicked and strove 
Upon my lap, and smiled and throve. 
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FAUST. 

The purest bliss hath surely been thy dower ^ 

MARGARET. 

Y et surely, too, full many a weary hour ! 

The little cradle stood at night 

Beside niy bed- A stir, and I would waken — 

I slept so light. 

And now it must have diink, and now be taken 
Into my bed, now f must rise 
And dandling pace the room, to hush its fietful 
cries ; 

Stand at the washtub then, betimes, with heavy 
eyes. 

Cook, and for market too the piecious moments 
boifow ; 

And so each day and each to-morrow. 
Sometimes the heait will sink. Sir, yet what zest 
Unto one’s lood it gives, and to one’s lest. 

r / hey cross o^er, 

MARTHA. 

May, we poor women are in evil cate ! 

A bachelor to convcit — ’tis no light matter I 

MEPHlSTOPHbLES. 

It needs but such as you — I do not flatter — 

To teach me the enor of my ways, 

MARTHA. 

Now trankly. Sir, are you not yet provided? 

Is your heart ^till to no one’s care conlidetl ? 

MEPHISTOP HELLS. 

I’lic proverb says : Own hearth and trusty wife 
Than peaiiv And gold more precious are in life. 
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MARTHA. 

I mean — if you have never felt a longing ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Wherever I have been, the courtesies came 
thronging. 

MARTHx\. 

I bpokc of love in earnest — a love you could not 
btille. 

MEpHlSTOPHELES. 

never should piesunie with woman’s heart 
to trifle. 

MARTHA. 

Ah ! You don’t understand me ’ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That grieves me, I declare ! 
And yet I understand — how very kind you are ! 

\^r/jey cross over. 

FAUST. 

Didst know me as I came into the garden. 

Thou little angel, at a single look ? 

MARGARET. 

Saw you not how mine eyes fell ? 

FAUST. 

And dost p^irdon 
The unpardonable liberty I took 
As thou fioni church didst come, the shameless 
boldness 

That thou didst check with such a maiden 
coldness ? 
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MARGARET. 

I was dumbfounded. That was new to me i 
None could si^eak evil of me,' yet <^uch daring 
Mride me think ; Ah ! what boldness in my 
bearing, 

Or what unseemly freedom doth he see ? 

He seemed to think — some sudden plan pursuing — 
Now here’s a wench will ask but little wooing. 
Yet I must own, straightway there stirred in me 
1 know not what, that pleaded in your favour. 
Yet angry with myself was 1,- to be 
No angrier with you and your behaviour. 

FAUST. 

Sweet love ! 

MARGARET. 

Stay now ! 

\_She pulls a marguerite^ and plucks ojf 
the petals one by one. 

FAUST. 

What’s that ? A ])Osy, shall it be ? 

MARGARET. 

No, it is but a game ! 


FAUST. 

What? 


MARGARET. 

Nay, you’ll laugh at me. 
plucks and murmurs. 


FAUST. 

What niu.murest thou? 
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MARGAK.ET, Under her breath. 

He loves me — loves me not • 

. • 

FAUST. 

i'llou Flower from Heaven's own garden-plot ' 

MARGARET continues. 

l.ftves me — not — loves me — not — 

r Pluchhig ojj the last leaf ‘with •winsome 
glee. 

.He luN fb me 1 


FAUST. 

Aye, mine own, hold thou this 
flower-word 
An oracle divine ! He loves thee / 

Host understand diat word — he loves ihec ? 

[^He clasps both her hanth 

MARGARET. 

A till ill runs through me ! 

FAUST. 

O shudder not, but let this glance, 

Let thou this hand-clasp say to thee 
hat is unspeakable. 

'Tis self-surrender, 'tis to feel a rapture 
^Vhich surely is eternal ! 
lAer nal ! Aye, an end would be despair 1 
Ka\ , no end ! no end ! 

\J\Iargaret presses his hands ^ frees 
herself and runs avoay. He stands 
a moment lost in thought^ then 
follo'ws her. 
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MARTHA, coming 
The night is falling. 

MtPHlSTOPHEL^S ' 

Aye, we must away * 

MARTHA, 

i^his is a shocking place for scandal, 

Klsc ] would beg you still to stay. 

You’d think no man had a tool to handle, 

No trade, no labour, 

Naught but to gape and stdre at every stej) oi 
his neighbour. 

People get talked about, though reason thev 
give none. 

Where is our pretty pair ? 

MEP H l STOP H ELKS. 

Along the alley flitting — 

F rolicsomc butterflies ! 

MARTHA, 

He seems with her quite smitten. 

MEPH STOPHJ Ll S, 

And she with him. And so the world wags on ! 


A SUMMER-HOUSE. 

[^Margaret runs in, hides behind tkt 
door, puts her Jinger-tip on her li^ ' 
and peeps through the chinL 


?Ie coiv, s ! 


MARGARET. 
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FAUST conics. 

Ah loguc I A very tease thou art! 

"rhou’rt c;juglir»! 

MARGARET. 

r Clasping him and returning his kiss. 
Dearest ot men, I love thee from mine heart I 

(J Tilephlslophelcs knocks. 


lAUbT, stamping his foot, 
W ho \s there? . 

Ml PHISTOPHLLES. • 

A friend I 


A beast * 

MEPHlSTOPHtLF.S. 

We must take leave now, come ! 

MARTHA comes. 

Aye, Sir, tiie hour is late ! 

FAUST. 

^May 1 not see you home : 

M \RGARFT. 

Mother would — Nay, faiewelll 

FAUST. 

And must 1 go ? Ah then, 

Fdiieuell ! 


Adieu ! 
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MARGARET. 

But soon to meet again \ 
\~Extwif Faust and Mephistophdfs 

MARGARET. 

Dear God in IIea\en! is there aught 
That such a man has ne\c: tJiought 
1 stand ashajned before his lace 
And falter yes to all he says. 

What a poor untaught child am I ! 

I know not what he can find in me 1 


WOODLAND AND CAVIL 

FAUST, ahne. 

Spirit sublime, didst freely give me all. 

All that 1 prayed for. Truly not for nauglit 
Thy countenance in fire didst tuin upon me. 
This glorious Nature thou didst for my kiiigdoiii 
give, 

And ])Ower to feel it, to enjoy it. Not 
A C('ld, astonied visit didst alone 
Permit, Lilt deep witliin liijr bieast to read 
As in the bosom of a friend, didst grant me. 
Thou Icadest past mine eyes tlie long airay 
Of living things, mak’&t knov/n to me my 
brethren 

Within the silent copse, the air, the water. 
When in the wood the tempest roars and creaks, 
The giani -pine dpwn-crashing, neighbour- 
branches 

And neighiv'ur-stems in hideous ruin sweeps, 
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While to its fail the hill rings hollow thunder, — 
Then to the sheltering cave dost lead me, then 
Me to myself ddst show, to mine own heart 
Deep and mysterious marvels are revealed. 

And if before my vision the pure moon 
Rises with soothing spell, from craggy cliff, 
J'^roni the moist wood, float up before mine eyes 
The siivVy phantoms of a vanished age, 

And temper Contemplation's joy austere. 

Oh ! now 1 feel there falls to mortals’ lot 
No perfect gift !. Thou gavest with this rapture 
Winch brings me near and nearer to the Gods, 
The comrade whom I now no more can s])are. 
Though he abases, cold and insolent. 

Myself before myself, and with a word 
I’reathed from his mouth, thy gifts to naught he 
withers. 

Within my heart with busy zeal he fans 
A fire devouring for yon beauteous form ; 

And so from longing to delight I reel, 

And even in delight I pine for longing. 

\_EnUr Mephistopheles 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

H ave you not led this life for long enough ? 

How can it win so long approval ? 

’Tis well belike to put it to the proof, 

But then again to something novel ! 

• FAUST. 

W ould thou hadst more to busy thee 1 
Thou Plague, that in bright day returnest 1 

MEPHISTvJPHFXES. 

Nay now, I’ll gladly let thee be ! 

Thou must not tell me that in earnest. 
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In thee as mate, ungracious, testy, mad, 

In very truth, I should lose but little ! 

The livelong day my hands areduil„and gad ! 
What one must leave undone, and what will 
glad 

The gentleman, his face tells not a tittle 

FAUST. 

That’s the right tone ! It stirs ray mii th ! 

He bores me and must needs have thanks withal ‘ 

MEPHISTOPHFLFS. 

Without me, thou poor Son of Eartlt, 

Through life how wouldst make shift *0 crawl r 
Yet for a while at least I’ve drntn forth 
Thy whimwhams of imagination all, 

And but for me and my jx)or worth 
Long since thou hadst strolled olf this earthly 
ball. 

Why must thou, pray, in caverns, rocky crannies, 
Mope like an owl that under ban is ? 

Why suck from sodden moss and dripping stone, 
content, 

Like a cold toad, thy nourishment : 

A fair, sweet sport 1 There sticks, I’ll bet. 

The Doctor in thy carcase yet !< 

FAUST. 

Dost understand what fresh new strength to live 
This sojourn in the wilderness doth give ? 

Nay, hadst thou but an inkling of it. 

Blighted to sre my bliss thy devil’s heart would 

CO' ot * 

MlPHlSTOPHiLES. 

A joy drawn from no earthly fountains ! 

In night ana dew to lie upon the mountains. 
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All earth and heaven to clasp with rapture 
flooded, 

To swell and sweH and deem oneself a Godhead, 
With boding'srress to pierce eaith’s very marrow, 
The six days* work to compass in one nnrrow 
Booom, in haughty strength some phantom joy 
to captuie, 

IV) o^crllow in all anon with loving rapture, 

The child of earth vanished away, 

I'hcn close the lofty intuition — 

a gesture^ 
Nay, 

! must rn,' t"il the end o’ the chapter • 


I’ le on thcc ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now Tve shocked you 1 now Fve hurt you! 
You have the right to voice offended virtue, 

And tliat before chaste ears wc must not mention, 
Wherefrom chaste hearts nathless brook not 
abstention ! 

Marry. ] grudge you not by such evasion 
To blind yourself a little on occasion. 

Vet by tins hie you*ll soon be sped ! 

YouVe overspent again already. 

And should this List 'twill end in speedy 
Ma liiess, or else in fear and dread, 
f nuugh of tins 1 Thy Love sits yonder yearning, 
Her world is grown so sad, so small ! 
bAe/ to tlice her thoughts are turning. 

And love of thcc her heart doth thrall, 
first flowed thy frenzied love with swollen 
current. 



1 6o Goethe’s Faust 

As when a brook o’er/lows from melted snow 
and rain ; 

Into her heart didst pour thy torrent, 

And now thy brook runs dry again.; ' 

Methinks instead of throning in the forest, 

’T would better seem the noble lord 
The poor young monkey to reward 
For her true love, now at its sorest. 

The hours drag wearily along — 

She at her window watches the clouds drift by, 
Over the old town- wall, across the sky. 

/ 'luould I were a bird I so runs her song, 

All day long, half the night long. 

Now merry, mostly sad, poor dove ! 

Now hath we})t out her tears. 

Now calm, as it appears, 

And ever in love ! 

FAUST. 

Serpent ! serpent ! 

MEPHiSTOPHtLFS, asule, 

I bet Fll catch thee ! 


FAUST. 

Thou vilest reptile ! Get thee hence ! 

Name not to me that fairest woman, 

Nor yet the lust for her sweet body summon 
Ag.ain to haunt my half-distracted sense ! 

MFPHISTOPHFLES. 

What vdlt thou then ? She thinks thee flowci, 
forsooth. 

And halt ojjj half thou art in truth. 

FAUST. 

Near her ai.i 1, and were 1 ocTt so far 1 
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Forget ner can i not, nor lose her ever ! 

[ cnry, when her lips upon it arc, 

The very Bpdy ot the Lord that favour !. 

MKPHlSTtJPHtLES. 

hi/ so ! My heart to envy oft dispovses 
Yon sweet twin-pair that feeds amongst the 
roses. 

FAUST. 

A\aunt, thou pander ! 

MEPHISTOPHJ'LES. 

Good ! Your scorn provokes rny laughier. 
The God that lads and lasses made, 

Sanctioned thereby the noblest trade 
Likewise to make occasion, after. 

Away ! A piteous case ! Remember 

Your jiath leads to your sweetheart’s chamber 

And not belike to death * 


Though in her arms I cull the heavenly blossom 
Of bliss, and glow upon her bosom. 

Still do I feel her bitter scathe ! 

Outlawed and homeless, man no more 1 wander! 
1 have no goal, I have no peace ! 

I am the cataract! From crag to crag I 
thunder 

With hungry frenzy, headlong to the abyss. 

And sidev.^ays she, with childlike clouded 
senses 

Hei shieling hath, on the small Alpine mead, 
ider little woild, within whose fences 
Fin homely cares are limited. 

Aiid I' the God- abhorred — 
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It sated not my lust 

To seize the cragg 3 '^ forehead 

And dash it into dust. , ^ 

Her and her peace — 1 needs must, UTidernune 
them ! 

Thou Hell, to be thy victim did.^^t design them! 
The time of anguish, T)evil, heJji to shoitcn, 
What must be, let it quickly be ! 

Upon my head come crashing down her fortune, 
One ruin whelm both her and me ! 

MIFHISTOPHELl'S.* 

Again it hubbies, again it glows ! 

'riiou tool, go in and comfoit luir ! 

Where such a shallow pate no oiidct knows 
Straightway it thinks the end is near. 

Long live, say I, the gallant heart I 
Thouht pretty well bedevilled chse — this drivel 
Seems thee not. In the world there is rc 
duller pait 

Than that of a despairing devil. 


GRETCHEN’S ROOM. 

GRETCHEN a/ the sp'inuhig^fivheeJ aionf. 

My peace is lied. 

My heart is sore ; 

I shall find it neier. 

Ah! nevcimoie. 

Save him 1 ha\e 
For me 'tis the gravr* , 

Th^ sweet world all 
Is turned to gall. 
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My weary head 
Is sore distiaugnt. 

And yiy poor wits 
\Vith ficnzy fi aught. 

My peace is fled. 

My heart is sore ; 

I shall find it never. 

Ah ! nevermore. 

Him only I watch for 
Tlie window anear ; 
Him only I look for 
When forth 1 fare. 

His lofty gait. 

His lordly guise, 

T-^he smile of his lips. 
The might of his e^ es. 

The charmed flow 
Of speech that is his. 
The clasp of his hand* 
And ah I his kiss 1 

My peace is fled. 

My heart is sore ; 

I shall find it never, 

A.h ! nevermore. 

My bosom yearns 
For him, for him. 

Ah ! could I clasp him 
jMnd cling to him. 

And kiss him, as fain 
T would, then I, 

Faint with his kisses. 
Should swoon and die 5 
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MARTHA’S GARDEN. 
Margaret, Fku.sn 

MARGARET. 

Pruniise me, Heinrich ! 

FAUST. 

What I cau I 

MARGARET- 

'rdl me, how is’t with thy religion, pray : 

Thou art,ii good and kindly man, 

And yet, I think, small heed tliercto dost pay. 

FAUST. 

Friough, deal child ! I love thee, thou dost feel, 
For those I love, my life, my blood JM spill. 
Nor of his faith, his chuich, would any man 
bereave. 

MARGARET. 

That is not right ! We imlst believe ! 

FAUST. 

Must we : 

MARGARET. 

Ah I could I sway thee in any manner ! 
The Holy Sacraments thou dost not honour ! 

FAUST. 

1 honour them. 

MARGARET. 

Yet dost thou not hunger 
To share therein. To mass, to shrift thou 
goest no longer. 

Dost th^u believe in God ? 
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What man can say, my dearest, 

/ hcJieve in Go{l P * 

Ask priest or sage, and what thou hcarest 
Prompted will seem by such a mood 
As mocks the questioner. 

MARGARET. 

Then thou believest not ? 

FAUST, 

Thou winsome angel-face, mishear me not ! 

Who can name Him ? 

Who thus proclaim Him : 

I Iclieve Him P 
Who that hath feeling 
His bosom steeling, 

Can say : / believe Him not? 

The All-embracing, 

The All-sustaining> 

Clasps and sustains He not 
Thee, me. Himself? 

Springs not the vault of Heaven above us ? 

Lieth not Earth lirm-stablished’neath our feet? 
And with a cheerful twinkling 
Climb not eternal stais the sky? 

Eye into eye gaze I not upon thee ? 

Surgeth not all 

To head and heart within thee? 

And floats in endless mystery 
Invisible visible around thee ? 

Great though it be, lill thou therefrom thint 
heart, 

And when in thr feeling wholly blest thou art, 
Call it then what thou wilt! 
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Call it Bliss ! Heart! Level God? 

I have no nanic for it ! 

Feeling is all in all ! , 

Name is but sound and reek^ 

A mist round the glow of Heaven ! 

MATIGARKT- 

’Tis ail very fine and good ! 'Tis even 
Almost what the priest doth speak, 

Only in somevdiat dilTcrent phrases. 

FAUST. 

Aye, ail hearts in all idaccs 
Bcne.'ith heaven’s daylight say it, each 
In Its own speech, 

And why not I in mine ? , 

MARGARET. 

It scemeth fair in t}'»C8e words of thine, 
But yet ! here’s something stands awry, 
For thou hast no Christianity. 

FAUST. 

Dear child ! 


MARGARET. 

I.ong have I grieved to see 
That thou dost keep such company, 

FAUST. 

How so f 

MARGARET. 

I'hat man thou hast wit-h thee, thy matt 
Within my deepest, inmost soul I hate. 

In all life hath nothing 
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'^tabbed my heart or HlJed me with si:ch 
loath inc; 

*\s that man’s hateful countenance ' 

FAUST. 

'^■veet poppet, fear him not I 
M \RGARhT. 

His glance. 

His verv presence maketh my blooa run chill. 

To uii men else 1 bear go(»d-will. 
i. long to see thee,* no maid longs soier, 

Ve' that man thrills me u'lth secret honor ; 

HkI if r must speak, what’s on my tongue. 

He’s a knave, too ! Now if 1 do him wrong 
^Liy God forgive me ! 

FAUST. 

^iiich odd fish 

ihire must be too. 


MARGARFT. 

1 would not wish 

To Jive with liis likes ! It he (.ome but in 
At the door, he hath such a mocking grin. 
Yet wrathful more. 

You can see that there’s naught he cateth for 
Uj)on his brow ’ris wiit lull cleai'y 
He loves not a single soul. So dearly 
r yield me unto thy clasping arm, 

'^0 wholly thine, with a love so warm ; 

Like a chill hand his presence grips my heart. 

FAUST. 

Foreboding angel that thou art 1 
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MARGARET. 

It over])OWcTs me so 

That whenever lie comes to us^ I qven 

Fancy T love thee no longer, and oh 1 

When he is there, I could not pray to Heaven S 

Thou too must feel it, for thy part 1 

FAUST. 

Nay, nay, ’tis hut an antipathy I 

MARGARET. 

1 must go now. 

FAUsT. 

Ah ! cannot ever I 

Upon thy bosom hang in peace, one brief, ont 
single 

Hour, breast u])on breast, and soul with sou' 
commingle ? 

MARGARET. 

Ah ! if alone 1 did but sleep ! 

Fd leave my door on the latch to-night, bu' 
we should waken 

Mother, her slumbers aie not deep ; 

And w'cre we thus together taken 
1 were dead forthwith upon the spot i 

FAUST. 

Thou angel ! that it needeth not ! 
f- eie is a phial. Tluee dio])s if she lake 
Vvhinin her posset, in a deei) slumbtu 
irs kindly aid her senses will cncunioci 

M RG IRrT- 

What would T not do tin' de ar sake 
'I'will her no hurt, \ hope: 
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f-AUST. 

My dearest ! 

ris 1 id vise it, ?^nd thou fcaresl : 

MAKGARtT. 

i 5.- .r one, thy face if I but look upon, 

1 'aiow not what c()n'5])cls me to tliy will ! 

10 much lor thee already ha'^'c f done, 
i'lrii dmost nauoht to do remaincth still ! 

rExit ][Largaret. Enter Elephhtophcles . 

MT-.PHlSTOPHELtS. 

T'-c nionkey ! Is she goac ? 

FAUST* 

What, eavcsdrop})ing again ? 

mephistopheles. 

I vjard it, every letter on’t ' 

d;; Doctor \va^ put tJiroiigh his catechism. 

[ jpe he’ll be the better on’t ! 

1 r e hussies arc fain to know, God bless 'em, 

It a nujn be pious and ]dain in the pood old way. 

11 he knuckles there, he'll follow us too, think 

they. 

FAUST. 

i’-j 'hee, thou Monster, 'tis not known 
thio true, loving soul, that nurtures 
single faith supreme, 
in which alone 

for her salvation lies, doth sutter tortures, 
d’hat she the man she loves for ever lost must 
deem. 

MFPHISTOl'UtLFS. 

Thou 'upersensuah sensual wooer! 
di g! een girl leads thee by the nose ! 
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FAUST. 

Thod monstrous birth of fiitli and llie ! 

mlphistophi:lt s. 

And in Physiognomy what wondrous skill she 
shows ! 

She knows not in my presence what she ails I 
My mask forebotlcs vsome myotc'ry to uniaveh 
1 am a genius at the least, she te^els, — 

V/h.o knows, pcT]ia])S the very iJevi' ' 

'i^o-:iigin, no/. — 

What is that to triee ' 

M’ PHISTOPHi LFS. 

hyaiTv. the thought on’t ?Jacldens me 1 


AT ri-lL' WELL. 

iG/iJ.A/i litiJ ]/tsht’tJjj fzviih fUgs. 
L.SUITH. 

flasi. nothing heard of Ihubara? 

GRK I CHnN. 

Nay, not a word ! I leave the house but raiely 

Lu lii-TH. 

'Twas Sibyl told me ^^csteiday. 

She’s ])layed the fool at last and faiily. 

So ni a-h fo! her tine airs ! 

GRETCHIN. 

Wi.at . 
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IISBKTH. 

Pall * 

wVicn ste eats and chinks, it’s two shc’j- 
ict'chng. 

GRKTCHEN* 

Ah' 

LISBETH. 

[1 selves her right! A pretty tangle! 

How long with the fellow did she dangle ' 

OiK a-w<dking in all weather! 

To ullage and dan’e mg- green together ! 

Must have the first place everywheie I 
'\^'ith wine and with j^asties he courts me le 
d’lihiks herself, jilcase you, mighty fair ! 

^'10 little she cares for her good name, 

To lake his picsents she thinks no shame ! 
Theie’s cuddling ard slobbering enougli, 

Till he r.ips me the dainty blossom off ! 

GRETCHIN. 

Poor thing ! 

USBFTH. 

Poor thing indeed I Dost pity her ? 
When the likes of us a-spinning weie, 

When the mother nights let us not i' the 
street, 

Jduie stood she with her gallant sweet, 

Ta the bench by the door^ i’ the alley a ark, 

Ml* hour hung heavy for her and her spai k, 

^0 now let her hang her head, and thole 
file sinner’s shift and the cutty-stool. 

GRETCHtN. 

i course he’ll take hci to be his wife i" 
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be a fool ! A sprightly lad 
f'Jas sport cnoiigl'i elsewhere e^ad,! 
He ’.I od' and a\^ayl 


GRbTCHEN. 

iiut that’s not fai: 


And if site gctc> him, let her beware! 
'I’he lads hll tear her garland vd'. 

And we at her door will scatter chaff] 

GKETCiii N, home. 

How could I once upbraid so well 
V^^hen some poor girl in error fell 1 
Foi others’ sms my tongue could find 
Scarce words enough to ])lcase my mind. 
Black ’twas, with black I overlaid it^ 

Yet black enough I never made it, 

And hugged myself my virtue in, 

And now myself am bare to sin. 

Yet all that urged me into it 

Was oh ! so dear, and oh ! so sweet I 


THE TOWN WALL. 

X^ln a iihlte in the 'ivally a picture of i of 
Mater Dolorosa y 'with flunver-jng^ 
before it. 

GRET< HEN putting fresh flo^wcr^ into the jags. 

Ah, bow 

Thy gracious brow, 
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Mother of WocS|^ to the woebegone ] 

With pierced heart, 

With bitter 

Thou lifteht Thine eyes to Thine own dead Son, 
Thou hftest Thine eyes, 

Thou sendcst sighs, 

]‘or Him and Thee, to the Father’s throne. 

Who knows 
The throes 

That lack mine eyery bone ? 

How my heart is wrung with anguish, 

III what dread, what hope I ianguisli, 

Knuwest Thou, and Thou alone ! 

L\c], wheie’er I go, 

V\ hat woe, what woe, wliat woe 
Within my breast is nursed I 
When lonely watch 1 keep, 
i weep, I weep, I weep, 

I'dv acliing heart will burst 

I’he flower-pots at my window 
1 watered with tears, ah me! 

the early morniag 
1 hi)ke these flowers for The( 

The sun within my chamber 
His early radiance shed. 

Aiu! 1, alas ! as early, 
bat Vv'ceping on my bed. 

h ix;m shame ! fi om death . oh ! heai my moan • 
Ah, bow 

iTy gracious brow, 

ha'duM of Woes, to the woebegone! 
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NIGHT. " 

hi fore Gfetrhen^s Joor. 
VALFNTiNF, a solJier^ Gretchen s brother. 

When at a drinking-bout I sat. 

Whete oft the drinkers lung and piMte, 

And lieard iny fellows praise “he flower 
Of ias-^es al:, my face afore, 

.\nd with full glass wash down the toast, — 
Then on elbow would 1 lean, 

Sure of my warrant, sit serene. 

And bide my time, and hear them boast, 

'rhen smiling, stroke my beard, and say, 

Taking the i'r miming gl.iss in hand : 

Weil, well, let each be as she may, 

But IS then in the whole wide land 
Mv own clear Crete I’s peer, or who 
Is lit to tie my sister’s shoe? 

Ra]) ! rap ! cling ! clang ! ran round the board. 
And some would cry : ’'Tis truth he speaks, 

She is the pearl of all her sc\ ! 

The vaunters sat without a word. 

And now ! oh, 1 could tear my liair, 

Run up sheer wuills in mad des’iair ! 

With bodkin-sjieeehes, cuilcd-up noses, 

May every scoundrel gibe that chooses 1 
Likf’ a bad de‘>tor must I sit, 

At e\eiy chance-diojiped word must sweat 1 
And though 1 should smash tk.em on the spot, 
Yet could I not gi\e them tlie lie i’ tnc/ 
'll li oat ! 

But what comes here? What skulks along? 
Two of I hem. an I judge not wrong. 
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if he’s one, by |he scruft' I’ll catch him. 

And dead uj)on the spot I’ll stretch him f 

. 

Faust, Mkphistopheles. 

FAUST. 

How from the window of the chancel there 
Upwards the never-dying lamj) doth glimmer ! 
vSideways is twilight, dim and e\er dimmer, 
Whilst darkness throngs th’ encircling air. 
bo in my bieast the shades arc thionging. 

Mi PHISTOPHKLES. 

I’m like a tom-cat sick with longing, 
on the iire-laddeis slinks, 

C^ose by tlie walls then softly shrinks, 
yuite virtuous withal am I, 

A touch of thievishness, a touch of lechery. 
Already thrills my body thoiougli 
The glorious Walpurgis-night ! 

We kccjj it on the rnoriow’s inoriow, 

And well the vigil ’twill icquite. 

FAUST. 

And will the treasure rise into the air 
Meanwlnle, w'hich 1 see glimmering there : 

MEPHTSTOPHELES. 

Full sliortly shalt thou have me pleasure 
d’o lift the pot that holds the tieasurc. 

The other day I took a scjuint ; 

Saw splendid lion-dollars iii’t. 

FAUST. 

What ! not a trinket, not a ring, 

Wht rewith to deck mine own dear leman ? 
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MEPHISTOPHELLS. 

r s:iw within it some such thing 
As ^twere a string of pearls a-gU'cming. 


FAUST. 

’Tis well 1 it hurts me, it' my Fwcet 
Without a jiresent 1 must greet. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

It should not be a soie annoyance 
'ro get for naught a little joyance. 

Maik 1 to a masterpiece i^ll tune my tongue. 
The while the stars Heaven’s \ault besparigh* 
I’ll treat her to a moral song, 

Liei u/ita the suier to entangle. 

io ihf Lithe ( 

Fity K.ite J 

Uosi stand hcfotc 
d hy /o'z.vr’j lioor. 

iTi ihe Jivivn so leaden ? 

NaVy nay / not so. 

For in ihou 'll go 
A aui.'dy I tro'Wy 
But not come out a maiden, 

heed yc ariohi / 

Is^t (tided quite? 

ihetiy good-night / 

Pour things y he ‘zc 7 / not linger . 
l^Qi^e IS hut hr Ilf I 
'I'o no food thief 
Be o^'i'rliefy 

But It he^rtrg on Jinger 
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VALENTiKL, connng foT^Mard 

Whom wilt thou lure ^ God^s element ! 
Damned rat-catcher ! DU May »-hy lau^htL/ i 
First, devil take the instrument ! 

And devil take the singer after ! 

MM'HlSTOl’HliLrS. 

d'he cithern is in twain ! Its fiite is pa' t all 
hazard ! 

VALr.N'riX’L. 

:vnd now" to split 'in twain thy maz.'-aid ! 
Mt-PHlSTOl’HhLl S, tO FuUSl, 

Sii Doctor, stand your gi ound now, wars ) 

1 guide your hand, here at your elbow. 

V unie briskly, now ! Out with your bilbo I 
I iiige )OU ! Let me alone to parry ! 

VALtNTiN’L. 

Tiien pai ry that ! 

MEI’HISTOrHlLrs. 

And why not, piaiV r 

VALKN TlN’L. 

ddia' too ! 

MliPHlSTUPHl LtS. 

Aye, aye ! 


VALENTINE. 

d'iie DeviFs in the frav I 
dvdiat meancth this ? My iiand grows sudder 
lame i 

MEPHlSrOEHELES, tO Faust, 

Thitst home ‘ 
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VALENTINE fuUs 

Ah, God ! 

t 

MEPHIbTOPH XEb. 

Kou is the lubber came ‘ 
A muidbous outciy liscs, we must \anisb ' 

For the ]K)licc I fear not, I tan blunt their rarej,. 
But tl.e swift doom to h^eape that doth 0^.1- 

riie i)loodgui!ty, thyself tliy&cJf muct bciiiish. 

martHaI, aL the 
Our, nciglibours, out ! 

GRFTCHENi, .it the 'zvWihjnv. 

\ light ! a light I 

MARTHA, as uhove. 

They bawl and brawl, they sliriek and light? 

CROWD. 

There’s one lies here in parlous case 1 
M \RTHA, corning out. 

The muideieis I what, aie they hown : 

GRETCHIN, cut. 

Who is’t lies here ? 

CROWD. 

i'liy motherhs t.on I 

GKhTCHEN. 

Aimigh y God ! what soie distress ! 
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\ vLiNTiNt. 

I'm cl' lng ! that, is quickly said, 

And ijtill niqre cciickly done ! 

\c \vonion-folk, come here ! give heed ! 

AMiat Ltc.(jis to wail and moan ? 

r^// gather round htnu 
^^y Gretchen, still but young thou art, 

Noi bhrewd enough. Dost play thy part 
[Vjt hOrnly, 1 doubt, 
i speak in confidence withal. 

Thou ait a strumpet once Uji all, 

Then be one out and out. 

GRITCHEK. 

My brother ! God ! to me you spoke.'' 

VALENTIN I*. 

Nay, leave our Lord God out o’ the joke ‘ 
What’s done is done, and there’s an end i 
Go as it may, it will not mend. 

Vv ith one by stealth thou didst begin, 
i)Ut others soon will follow in. 

When one is to a dozen growm. 

Then art thou common to the town. 

Shame at her birth in mist is clouded ; 
in secret first she sees the light. 

And head and ears i’ the vnl of night 
Are eagerly enshrouded. 

Mav, we would murder, and would not spare her., 
But as she grows and waxes, soon 
Naked she goes, i’ the fght o’ noon, 

And yet is she grown no fairer. 

The loathsomcr her face alway, 
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The more she seeks the li^^ht o’ the dnv. 
Now of a truth, 1 see the day 
Wiien honest folk will slirink aivay,^ 

As from a corpse that bleeds infection, 

From thee, tliou hailot, for piotection. 

Thine heart within thy bi east shall faltei, 

F their eyes to read what’s written theie. 

No more a goldeii ciiahi shalt v, ear ! 

I’ the church no inoic shalt standby the alta^ 
In fair lace-collar, with careless p!e;:siire. 

No more i’ the dance shalt treiid a measu’v ' 
Tn some c'ark woeful nook shalt hide thei , 
With none but cri])])les and beggars beside 
And Ft'ii though God i’ the end toigi\».. 

On Idarth accursfd slialt thou li\e I 

MxtRTH 

With (rod thy soul oe fC'onciling ! 

^Viit spend thy last breat’' in revilaia I 

VAL.I N'TiM.. 

Coultl i but come at thy NMthered skn.. 

Thou sinful, shameful go-oetween, 
hor all the siHL my soul that burden. 

I’d trust to find abundant ' 

GRl’TeHI-\. 

My brothel ! Oh, what agony ! 

VALLNTINL. 

1 tell thee, let thy weeping be I 
Wfien with thin(‘ honour thou didst 
Gav’st me the se est stab i’ die heart. 

Now through the sleep of de.xth j go 
io God, a soltlit; brave and irct " [ /)/ 
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r‘Z’/4Y, Organ, and Choir. 

^ZKV'TCHhii* a7uoiigst 7nany pe ople. Evil Spirit 
bdhi.id Grttchciu 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

\tec with what other feelings, 

Gietclicn, thou, still guileless, 

Cam’ St to the altar, 

Viui from thy well-thumbed missal heie 
Thy prayers thou’lispedst, 
rlalf toys of childhood, 

Half God thine heart in ! 
i j] etchen ! 

Where are thy thoughts ? 

VnJ in thine heart too 
W'liat a deed of sin ! 

La’t for thy mother’s soul thou piayest, that 
I'hrough thee to long, long torment fell asleep t 
.-'poll thy threshold whose the blood ? 

And ’neath thine heart already 
Leaping and fluttering. 

What is it anguisheth 

VVhth boding piesence thee and itself: 

GRtTCHCN, 

Woe ! woe ! 

Would 1 could free me of the thoughts 
riiat to and fro within my boson: throng 
lA'bpite me ! 

CHOIR. 

Sirs ira£. iixcs tUa 

sacdum i\x fabiila 


iOrgan. 
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tVIl. SPIRIT- 

Wrath takes thee 1 

j^ieat trump sounds ! •' 
""rhc gra%es are heaviug ! 
And rhinc hcait 
F;oni *»shen rcvSt 
'Fo flaming torments 
Now again cieated* 

Quakes up i 

C K P TC H EN . 

^^'^ouid 1 were forth ! 

1 feel as did the organ here 
Stiih' my bieathing, 

'l^lie song mine he.irt 
Did melt to wale/ ! 


^Kilfex CTQo rwiu tichrbit, 
O^uihcjuih litii't ahparcbiv 
4;liX inxiltiim rem.intbxi. 

GREl ChKW. 

I cannot breathe 1 
Dhe massy columns 
Impi ison me 
Tlie vauked arcliea 
Crush m 1 — Air ■ 


EVIL SPIRIT. 

Piide tiice ! Sin and shan^t 
Abide not j .dden ! 

Air : - 

^Voe’s ti.ee ! 
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CHOIR. 

Qwm miser hiuc iirhirus ? 
vf^Uveiii :piTtr0num»ro5aturiis ? 
tuiu iJix justus sit scrums. 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

Fioni tlive their faces 
'i’hc Gioriiicd uveit ! 

thee to stretch their hands out 
SliuJciej the Stainie.>s ! 

\\ oe ! 

CHOIR. 

(Quit) sum miser tunc i>;riurus ? 

c; RETCH LN. 

Neighbour 1 Youi siucliing-salts I 

into a swoon. 


WALPURGIS-NIGHT. 

(^AJiiyi/ity-CTf . ) 

rriji' Hiirz, Aloimiahu ^ in the nilyhiour- 
hood oj Schiet he and EJend, 

!•' AUST, MlP hi STO P H EL LS. 

MLPHISTOPHELES. 

Wouldst not be fain a bioonistick to bestraddlc : 
Ljjoii this road the goal is far, I would 
A sturdy he-goat bare me in tiie saddle. 


While on my legs I’m hesh, this knotted 
staddle 
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Is all -sufficing to my mood. 

What boots to .shorten thus the road ? 

To steal along the labyrinth valleys. 

And then the cliffi, whose rocky cnalicc 
Poui\v forth the ever-bubbling sitring, to climb — 
Such loil gi\es to these paths a zest sublime. 
iSpiing IS alieady busy in the birches ; 

The very firs already fec‘i iier touch 1 
Wiat wondei if the tiirill our own limbs 
searches ? 


MrPHlSTOPHFl.rs. 

Marry, I feel no trace of such ! 

Within my body Winter leigneth. 

Upon my jiath T’d wisJi for Irost and snow. 
How drearily the blood-red moon now dei^neth 
To litt her dwindling disk with tardy glow' 1 
bo dim the light, on chffi and tree we blunder 
At every stej), within the gloomy glade. 

By your good leave ! Thcic blazcth merrily 
yondei 

A will-o^-the-wisp ; PIJ bid him to our aid. 
Ho, there ! my friend, a woid ! Come hither 
with thee ! 

Why wilt thou flare for naught, I prithee? 

Pray he so good as light us up the hill. 

WILL-o’-THF-WlSP. 

By reverence my nature may be steadied 
1 hoj)e, yet is it but light-headed. 

Our course is wont to go but zigzag still. 

MEPHISTOPHtLES. 

Dost think to aj'u mankind, thou giddy flame 
bee thou go straight, a’ deviPs name, 

Else will i blow hy flickering candle out. 
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\ViLL-o"-THl--WISP. 

N.iy, ynu^e the master o’ the house, I douht. 
Gladly I’ll ir,akc 'youi will my pJeasuie. 
hcrinnk you, though, the moimt is magic-mao 
to-day, 

Ard if a will-o’-the-wisp must lead you (ila \Ov 1 : 
v.ay, 

\ ja must not use too mce a measuie. 

Ij'.LlT, MtPHISTOFHLLE:., WJLL-O 

in yjlinitile Aorr^. 

h: the rt\ilm of dreams and am' j a 
/Is it seems, we noza are aiiirnL 
I^ead us truly thro'-yh the ilamaur 
Thither, whire our aims tire centred. 

Through the waste and wovdy spaces 

To now J lo ! hozv szv’ifll^i races 
1 rci past tree / Tlow thi pyaniic 
Crity^s lean over, and the antic 
Rcchy snouts that stand in clustii\ 

How they oTiuri and hozv tL\y uListir . 

Through the stories and tur f what lu'^tre 
direarn and streamlet downward springoiy, 
Harh ! ' th murmurs IJarl ! \:s sln\:/r ' 
JLirk ! ^ tis love-pLiinis, sweei Laid oL,. 
t'enes from yon days all ^uhhn ' 
jlJl our hop' and loz^c and lunj-i/n I 
Tchu, ton^ lihe tales once told in 
]\ir-o/J' times comes Jainily riitgUiy, 

IThoo-hooI shoo-hoo ! nearer Ijotcj 
C ry of screech-owl, jay and plovei , 

Do they all Leep vigil th'^o^-Ang 
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Is^i the saluinumler brushes 
Fat-pnuuch^ hii;g~legs^ through the hushes 
And the roots hhe serpe?its ^urlthc and 
d'rig'^/e forth from sand arid rifted 
Rork^ and long fingers lithe arid 

li^Lird to scare and snare ^ and gf ted 
IV uh a monstrous life malicious^ 

Knots and gnarJs It he deKdfishts 
Slrttch out tentacles to take us , 

And the once troop on togetlnr 
l\fyrnid-hued through moss and heathet 
rind the firejlies in a luvzy 
Szcarrri about us ^ajeuve their ma’z.y 
JAon oe tdl our 'ivits forstihe ns. 

but tell me / are ni'e biding 
Siilf or are <iue onnuarj riding 
Clifijs and grinning trees are sliding^ 
IVUl’^ol -the^nvisps — their number double^ ^ 
Bfo'ivn up like transparent bubbles — 

Ah in giddy nxchecls are g hi! in 

MLl'hlbTOPHLLES. 

Conic now I grasp my mantle chccrly ! 
Hcie a iiiid]>e:ik sunds, and clear !v 
To our ga/e astonied uht»ws 
in the mount how Mammon glows ! 


How weirdly glimmers like a dismal 
Dawn the led glow through tlie dales ! 
And e'en ro p*netrate the abysmal 
Dcjiihs the ian^ljcnt light avails. 

Here rises reeV, there hover \a}>our8, 
Thiough mist j.D haze the glow doth glei 
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Here to a slender thread it tapers, 

Here gushes forth, a living stream. 

Heie for a space it weaves a tangle 
Of myriad veins tfirough all the dell j 
And there within the crowded angle 
They all unite with sudden spell. 

'flicre sputter sparks, as from a fountain 
That sprinkles golden sand, and lo ! ^ 

dlie beetimg clids that fringe the mountain 
Krom base to brink are ail aglow ! 

Mt PlIISTOPHELLS. 

Loid Mammon for this feast his palace 
\^^ith lavish spiendriur lights. Dost mark? 
ThouTt ha])py to have seen it I Hark 1 
I’he boisterous ciew swilt to the banquet rallies. 


How through rlie air the wind dotli howl and 
hiss, 

And with what buffets beats upon my shouldeis! 

MEPHISTOPHLLFS. 

Clasp thou the cliff 's old ribs ! Cling to the 
boulders ! 

lilse will it hurl thee headlong into the deep 
abyss ! 

The night is thick with rack. 

Htiik how the groaning woods do ciack ^ 
vV art led flutteis up the solemn 
Cwl, and splinters column on column 
m the cvei green halls, and ever 
The branches crackle and shiver, 

The stems make a mighty moaning. 

The roots are gaping and groaning, 
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Vriri ail crcLsh down in a hideous tangle 
One on another, and choke and strangle 
Vvilh their wrack the wild abyf.ses, 

And tlirougii tliem howls anJ .hisses 

The stoini-wind. Plear’st thou voicet r/cr u^. 

Far .arid ii' .ir tliat sing in chorus ? 

Al! tlie inag,ic--niOLiiit along 
.V/iidly streams tiie vvizaiJ-soug. 

v/iTcin :> IN CHOtvC’^.. 

7 / 7 ' zullcl'i's io tl'i j'h-odtiL 

I hr shoot IS grnn^ tht stuhhlr is 

I/' re: the rahhlr musters 

.‘ho! hh^h tiboir :J>rm ihronts Old i\i,l 

(hi ii>t'J.:rr o\i stO'L .mil sIodl^ 

d hr rjt'^>^our itijilw ond j iht 


Old r>aubo comes with none .siie jtairs, 
Alone on a lariowtd sow .'■he hres. 

CHORUS, 

Then honodi he where horjou'*'s due 
In hunt, Dame idaaoo, lead the ck vv ! 
A heidani on a sow, ami lioJ.'o ' 

Al! the wai jock-thior ; will ioliow, 

VUlLi . 

Which way coracbt tliou t.cre : 


0\er the llsensUrep. 
r the owlet's nest I took a peep. 

She had eyes hk.' moons 1 
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VOICE. 

To Hell with a \v anion! 

Wi'.y so hot-f,)ot, xhou ronyon t 


i'lu- hath wcll“nif;h llaycti me ! 

^ee the wountis she hath made me ' 

CHOi’5US OF VeiTt'HFj:. 

The road is 'zvide^ the road h' lor^y 
ITus ever such d Bedlam throng ? 

The broom doth scratchy the j or h doth pohty 
1 he dam doth bursty the brat doth choke. 

SEMl-CHORUb or WARLOCKS. 

J dhe the house-bound snail nvc rru'iviy 
Far ahead art the ^vronen idL 
! Thill to tJ\' JJevlFs house ‘zve speedy 
By a thousand steps the women lead. 

SLCONO SEJVll-CHOKUs OF WARLOCKS, 

l^Uido nice distinction we not make. 

A thousand steps doth Woman takCy 

But hui ry as she hurry catiy 

With a single bound overtakes hei Man. 

VOICE above. 

Co. lie with us, come, fro’ the Felsenmere* 
VOICES from below. 

Wc would cljinb with you the mountain sheer , 
Wc wash and are white as tvhitc can be. 

Vet barren, ever barren are w'e. 
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llnTH CHORUSES. 

The 'ivind /r hushed, the stars are dead^ 

The Tinsty m'/on doth hide her* htaj ; 

The 'wizard rout that hurt Its hy 
Sheds ruddy sparks ath'was't iht sky. 

VOICE from helo'W. 

Halt! all, halt! ye swaim uncanny ! 

voici from iibniie. 

ho calls from out the rocky ciannv ? 

\OlCE btlo'W, 

Take me with you I Take me up ! 
riiree handled yeais I've chunbered zealoui*. 
And yet 1 cannot reach the toji. 

¥ ain would J be beside my tellows ! 

BOTH CHORUSES. 

The hroomsLtck hears and hears the stocky 
'The sto'veforh hears and hears the luck, 
lie 'IV bo lanriot rise to-day 
Is lust for ever and Lst for aye. 

HALF-WIT».H btdo'lo. 

So loni; 1 hobble on behind. 

The others pass me like the wind. 

At home J know nor jieacc nor ust, 

Noi iind tliein in this weary quest. 

CHORUS OF WlTClOvb. 

1 he salve puts heart in ev( ry ha^. 

For sad she ht'^.s a fluttering 

trough IS a boat all trim and tight^ 

Fly not at all, to fy to-night J 
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BOTH CHORUStS. 

/fncl ni'hen zve sail the summit rnund^ 

Flit yi\ flout jCy er the ground^ 

I hat Jar and zuide tJye heath may he 
Hid ^neaih the s^zvarm of *warlockry, 

Vl'hey ahfl}t on the ground. 

MI I’HIbTOrHPLFS. 

'rbey thrust ant! throng, they rush and clatter^ 
'i'liev whirl and whistle, stream and chattel, 
'i'tiev glitter, sputtei, stink and burn, 

I'lie very air to hags doth turn ! 

Ivjcn clocic, or we are parted. Whither art thou 
ijorne : 

PAUST, in the distance. 

Here ! 

MLPHISTOPHKLES. 

What ! so far ? Nay then, to save disaster 
■ assert my right as master. 

Rv..oni, ho ! Squiie Clootie comes I Room ! ye 
..weet rabble ! room ! 

IdcK, Doctor, sei/,c my mantle now, and come! 
One bound will take us out o’ the hurly-burly, 
i- 'en ioi mv taste this is too mad, and surely 
i heic gleanieth something yonder with a pecu- 
liar glow. 

I’o ^ onder bushes draws me this same ferlie. 
Cc^rne, come, my friend, let us slip through. 

FAUST. 

d liou Spiiit of Contradiction ! Nay then, be my 
pilot. 

And ^et how shrewd, to the Brocken thus to 
iare 
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On a Walpur^is-niglit, then seek, once there. 
Wilful seclusion in some narrow islet I 

MEPHISTOPHI’LLS. * 

Sec yon gay llaincs that light the heather. 

A merry club is got together ; 

We’re not alone in a cotciie. 

FAUST. 

Up yonder though I’d rather be 1 
The smoke with lurid splendour lit 
Rolls on. The ciowd streams to the Devil. 
Wliat riddles there one might unravel i 

MIPHISTOPHELT-S. 

Aye, and what riddles will he knit ! 

Let the great woild roll on in riot, 

Here will we liaibour us in quiet. 

'Tis a time-honoured custom so 
In the great world to fashion smaller worlds, yc 
know. 

There fair young witches prank in naked state, 
Whilst beldams shicwdly veil their treasure. 

Be aiTable — do me that pleasure I 
The trouble is small —the sport is great. 

I hear a tuning of iiF tfuments. The deuce to’i 
Accursed twang ! VvTll, well, we must get ust 
to't. 

Come with me, come ! Nay, I’l] not be deniec 
I’ll introduce thee, I will be thv guide. 

Of gjatiuide I’ll liU thee up a hVimmer. 

That is no riggard space- what say’st tho 
fiiend ? 

Just glance along ! Scarce canst thou see the cnci 
1 here, all aiow, . Hundred bale-fircs glimmer. 
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They dance, they chat, they cook, they drink, 
they love. 

Tell me now, whejt* is aught above 
A scene like tliis, aught better or aught bigger ? 

jUST. 

sorcerer or as devil wilt thou figure 
1*0 gain us welcome here ? 

MFPHISTOPHl'T.rS. 

• Many, it is my way 

To go incognito, but on a gala-day 
vhie may dis])lay one’s orders. True 
No CTarter graces me, but here the horse-hoof toe 
Is honorable wear. See where yon snail comes 
crccj)ing. 

.She with her groping face hatli nosed 
Some inkling of my secret out. Its keeping 
\Vcjc ho])eless here, e’en were T so disposed. 
Come now, of all the fires well make the tour. 

1 am the wooer’s man — thou art the wooer. 

[ To tiivers nvho are sitting about fa ling embers. 
Old gentlemen, what do ye here aloof ? 
lliere, where the throng is thickest, there had 1 
lather found you, 

There, where the rush and crush of youth -sur- 
round you. 

At home is every man alone enough. 

GENERAL. 

vVhat man can set his trust in nations ! 

No matter what his services, forsooth ! 

*Twas ever thus ! The mob’s ovations. 

Like women’s favours, are bestowed on youth. 
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From tl'.o rij^bt path too far we’rt^ strayed. 

The good old times and \va)s«fnr Qver ! 

For wdien our word was law, or never, — 

Then was the age of gold indeed, 

PARVI'NU. 

We weren’t fools, and ott. I’ll own, 

We did in those days v;bat we shouldn’t ; 
r>ut now the world is turning upside-down, 

And that precisely when w^e wish it wouldn’t. 

AUTHOR. 

A woik that has a single grain of sense 
Tlicy simply will not read, anti nauglit ’ll make 
’em. 

And tlie young folk, confriiind their impudence! 
They’ve never been so malapcit, plague take ’em ’ 

MKrHisTOPHi Lhs, \udiiC?iIy old» 

For Doomsday npe I feel the people is 
When up the wizard-mount for the last time 1 
clamber, 

And think the world is on the lees. 

Because rny little cask no moic runs clear as 
amber. 


HUCKSTEP.-WITCH. 

Good Masters, pray you, jiass not by ! 

Let not the chance slip through vour fingeis ! 
A’fho by my waies atfentive liin^cis 
'd’he oddest me(dcy here wnll s])v. 

Yet in my booth -there’s not its ielluw 
On earth — nor in it will you find 
One gewgaw but Lul wiong doth hallow, 
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Wrought on the world and on mankind; 

No dagger but hath dripped with blood; no 
chalice 

Dat from its .hhias-Iips into the healthy frame -- 
The guilty tool of treacherous malice — 

Ha'h poured the ])oi.sou’s slow-consuming Ihime ■ 
fh'k icwel hut to shame beguiled some winsom* 
woman ; 

No sword tiiat hath not foully stabbed iWJie back 
the foeman. 

ME?HIST()I'HELES. 

Na thou dost read the times but badlv, Gammer 
[ i! done is past, and j'ast is done ! 

' Jniv Ibi novauties we clamour, 

'i'.ouldst lay in novelties alone. 

FAUS r, 

hjiat is a Fair I I’m taking s])ecdy 
1 /.a VC o’ my senses I 


MEPHISTOPHFLES. 

All the eddy 

Pvvavs and swirls, still U])waids moving. 
riiyseU art shoved that thinkestthou art d'-ovlry 

FAUST. 

bpeak ! What is that : 

MKI'HISTOPHELES. 

Look at her narrowly ! 

‘ i'ls Lilith I 

FAUST. 


Who ? 
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M t P H I STOP H F L r. S» 

Adam’s ilrsl wife is she, 
Fla'/e thou a ccuc bclorc iru i^eauteous 
'rhe solo aJornmeiJt she doth deign to W'^ar ! 
'Fhe yvoung man whom she taketh in their snart 
Not hghtly dotli she loose horn her caresses. 

FAUST. 

Yonder sit twain, a c,uean beside a beldaii . 
They Icc'ipt right lustily. 


MKPHIoTOPHFLES. 

Aye, scidoni 

I’iie rout to-day hath need of rest. 

A new dance \s aioot — we’ll trip it with the bc.s:> 

FAUsi', (lanrhi^ •zvitb the ynuug witch. 

hlnce on a time there came to me 
A fair dream of an anple-tree, 

W hcuon two beauteous apples shone. 

They tempted me — [ clomb tlieicon. 

THE FAIR ONE 

For ,.]r|)]es did you c\er lust 
From Faradise ere \oit weie thrust^ 

^Vnd 1 am overjoyed to knotv 
That such within my garden grov/. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, with the old WttcL 

Once on a time there came to me 
A foul dream Na cloven tree. 

Wherein 

though it was, it liked me well. 
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THE OLD WITCH. 

I tender here my best salute 

Unto the Kni^d^t p’ the Hoivse’s Foot. 

Lci him a prepare. 

If him doth not scare. 


PROKTOPHANTASMItiT. 

What take ye on yourselves, you cursed train ? 
Have we not proved past all disputing 
That ghosts stand never on a projxT footing ? 
And yet youTc dc^ncing now, just like us men. 

THE FAIR ONE, (uinciur. 

Why at our ball doth he appear ? 

FAUST, (hincing. 

Wiiv, bless your heart, he’s everyw^hcre ! 
ide needs must criticize, no matter 
Who dances. Can he not bcchattcr 
Fach step, it is as had that step not been. 

When wc go forwards, most we move his spleen 
If in a ring to turn you were contented. 

As he goes round and round in his old mill, 
Then you’d be sure of his good -will, 

F specially if to all he twaddled, you assented. 

PROKTOPHANTASMIIT. 

Are you still there ? AVell, well ! Was ever 
such a thing ? 

F ick od, now! Don’t you know we’\e beer 
enlightening ? 

dhio ciew of devils by no rule is daunted. 

e’re mighty wise, but Tegel stdl is haunted. 

1 ve cwcpt, and swept, and sw’ept, at this \aiL 
tancying, 
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Yet cannot sweep it clean ! Was ever such a 
thing : 

THF FAIH ONF- 

Then pray reheve us of your tedious visit ! 

PROKTOPHANTASMIST. 

I tell voii spirits to your face, 

Ot spint-tyrannv Tli have no trace. 

Mv s])irit cannot exercise it. 

\^rhe ihinciu^ contitwes^ 

P KOK POP KANTASM 1ST. 

AIhvS i to-day ’tis useless, now T know it. 

At least Til take a journey with them, though. 
And still 1 hope, cte niy last ste]), to show' 

Mv mastery alike oVr devil and poet. 

MKPHlSTOPHtLES. 

To seek lelief, as usual in a puddle 
He’ll scat hiniseli, and wlien the leeches feast 
Ujjon his runi]!, from all his biains that muddle, 
From phantoms and from fancy beds released. 

[]7 (> Fnusty ':vJjo has left the dance. 
Why hast them let the heauieous maiden from 
thee. 

That while ye danced so swc'ctly sang ? 

Ah 1 even as she sang, there sprang 
A small red mouse from her lips of coral. 

MEPHlSTOPHt LES. 

A mighty n . .er i ThoiiYt too squeamish ! 
Nay, 

Thank thy good stai^ it was not giey ! 
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When Jove is Icind, who with such toys would 
quarrel ? 

, • FAUST. 

Then saw I 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What ? 

FAUST. 

Mephisto, loolc ! Turn 
thou thy face ! 

A pale, fair girl, alone, afar that bideth. 

But slowly doth she shift her place; 

With gyved feet meseems she glideth. 

I must confess, it seems to me, 

That like the loving Gretchen she. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No more o* that ! It worketh naught but scathe, 
’Tis glamour — show' ! ’Tis lifeless I 'Tis a 
^ wraiih! 

Who meets it, falls beneath a ban. 

Its filling stare doth chill the blood of man, 
And almost he is turned to stone. 

To thee Medusa cannot be unknown. 


Those are the eyes of Death ! Not softly 
shielded 

By loving hands within their lids they lie ! 

That is the breast that Gretchen to me yielded, 
I'.iat the sweet body that I did enjoy ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

’Tis sorcery, thou lightly -cozened fool ! 

Like his own love she seems to every soul. 

G 
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l-A'JST. 

What ecstasy ! Yet ah ! wh?t anguish ! 

I needs must gaze, yet gazing languish. 

How strange, that there should run, as ^tweie 
In width a knife’ s-back, round that tender 
Snow-white neck, one single, slender 
Thread of scarlet ! 

MEPKISTOPHELES. 

Ave, ’tis there ! 

Her head beneath her arm may st yet beholdl 
her. 

For Perseus lopped it from her shoulder. 

Still for illusion longs thy soul ? 

Come, climb with me this grassy knoll 1 
'I'is as merry here as in the Prater ; 

And look ! an there be no cantrip in’t 
Hei e players for our pleasure cater. 

What is the piece ? 


SPRVnjILIS. 

We’re just about to begii^^t. 
A brand-new piece — ’tis the last piece of seven, 
l^hat is the custom here, so many and so few. 

A dilettante wrote it. Even 
The players are dilettanti too. 

Excuse my vanishing. 1 too am a dilettante, 
And my pet branch of art is pulling up the 
curtain. 


;.lEPHISTOPHF,LES. 

What, even the Blocksberg summits haunt ye ? 
Nay, that is w«ll ! There ye belong, that’s 
certain ! 
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WALPURGIS-NIGHT'S DREAM, 

, OR 

OPERON AND TITANIa’s GOLDEN WEDDING. 

Intermezzo 

STAGE MANAGER 

We may take a rest to-day, 

Ye sturdy sons of Mieding. 

Misty vale and mountain grey 
Are all the scene we’re needing. 

HERALD. 

Golden the wedding after years 
Of wedlock fifty holden, ^ 

But that which ends the strife appears 
To me the better golden. 

OBERON. 

Are ye spirits hovering nigh. 

Then come when ye are cited. 

King and Queen with loving tie 
Are once again united. 

PUCK. 

Up comes Puck and twirls amain 
And slides his foot in measure. 
Hundreds follow in his train 
To share with him the pleasure. 


Ariel doth move the song 
And heavenly sweet his lute is. 
Many guys he draws along 
But also draws the beauties. 
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OBERON* 

Spouses who would live in peace 
T^earn from us the lessoif ; • 

When to love a couple cease 
Just part them for a season- 


Hath he the sulks, the vapours she. 
Seize me each wedded traitor 
Lead me him to the Polar Sea, 
And her to the Equator: 

ORCHESTRA, T^3TT\^ fortisSimOm 

Snout of fly, mosquito-bill, 

With kin of all conditions. 
Croaking frog and cricket shrill. 
These are the musicians. 

SOLO. 

Lo I the bagpipes ! and the sack 
Is a bubble blown up. 

Hear the snecker-snicker-snack 
Through his snub-nose drone up. 

SPIRIT IN PROCESS Of- FORMATION. 

Spider’s claw and belly of toad 
And wee, wee wings unto ’em i 
If not a wee, wee beast, at least 
'Twill be a wee, wee poem ! 

A LITTLE COUPLE, 

Mincing . tep and lofty leap 
Through honey-dew and fragrance. 
Marry, daintiU ye trip, 

Y et soar ye not, sweet vagrants ! 
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INQUISITIVE TRAVELLER. 

Is this not Lenten-mummery ? 
Refuse mine *eyes their duty ? 

Or O heron do I really see. 

The god in all his beauty ? 

ORTHODOX. 

Nay now, he hath no claws, and eke 
He hath no tail, but cavil 
The case admits not, like die Greek 
Gods he too is a devil. 

NORTHERN ARTIST. 

Sketchy in these northern climes 
I feel my grasp of art is. 

But for Italy betimes 
My firm resolve to start is. 

PURIST. 

My misfortune brings me here ! 

All decency they're mocking i 
And of all the crew, dear ! dear ! 
But two are powdered I Sl.ocking 

YOUNG WITCH. 

Powder is like the petticoat 
For an old and grizzled goody. 

So I sit naked on my goat 
And show a lusty body. 

MATRON. 

Far too much good -breeding we 
To rail with you have gotten , 

Yet young and tender though ye be^ 
I hope to see you rotten I 
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CONDUCTOR. 

Snout of fly, mosquito-bill, 

Leave ye the naked wiiah ll^ere ! 
Croaking frog and cricket shrill, 

Pray you, keep time and pitch there ^ 

WEATHFRCOCK ill the otie direction. 

Such company as heart can wish, 

Just maidens ripe for marriage 1 
And bachelors of promise, such 
As envy can’t disparage.! 

WEATHERCOCK ill the other directir.n. 

And doth the earth not ^^awn and g^ipc 
To swallow all this rabble, 

Then straightway into Hell PH leap 
As quickly as I’m able ! 


Vv’ith scissors small to nip and gnaw 
As insects we come flitting, 

Satan, our worshipful papa, 

To honour as is fitting. 

HENNINGS. 

In a thronging swaim they flit 
And jest in manner artless. 

I’ the end we’ll have them saying yet 
They really are not heartless ! 

MUSAGETES. 

To mingle with this witches’ rout 
My fancy gladly chooses, 

For these I could mislead no doubt 
More easily than the Muses I 
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Ci-devant genius of the times. 

Come, seize my robe ; with proper folk 
Much honour line amasses ; 

The Blocksberg hath a fair broad yoke 
As hath our Dutch Painassus. 

INQUISITIVE TRAVELLER, 

Say, who stalks yonder ? Prouder than 
A turkey-cock he swells out. 

He snuffles all he snuffle can,— 

’Tis Jesuits he smells out. 

CRANE. 

In the clear I fish full fain 
And eke in troubled waters, 

And so you see the pious man 
V/ith devils too foregathers. 

CHILD OF THE WORLD . 

Aye, marry, for the pious all 
Is a means of edification. 

And on the Blocksberg they insta! 

Full many a congregation. 

DANCERS. 

There’s a new chorus. I’ll engage I 
I hear a distant diumming. 

Nay, ’tis the bitterns in the sedge 
Monotonously booming. 

BALLET-MASTER. 

How each one lifts a leg i* the dance. 
This peasant-like, that duke-like. 

The buxom hop, the crooked prance, 
Nor care they what they look like- 
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FIDDLER. 

Tag-rag-and -bobtail ! how they hate 
And fain each other would do for, 

What Orpheus* lyre for the beasts did, that 
The bagpipes doth this crew for. 

DOGMATIST. 

I never will be silenced more 
By doubts nor yet by cavils. 

The Devil must be something, or 
Pray liow could there be devils? 


Fancy too imperiously 
Doth sway me. Hoity-toity ! 

If everything 1 see is me, 

To-day I must be doity ! 

REALIST. 

That which is, is torture, and 
Me on the rack *tis putting ! 

For the first time here I stand 
On an uncertain footing. 

SUP LRN ATUR ALIST. 

Gladly I join thivS jovial crew 
And share with joy their revels, 

For that there are good spirits too 
I argue from the devils. 

SCEPTIC. 

They think them near the treasure, when 
They track the damelct Hitting. 

With de^nl rhymes but canyil^ then 
My presence heic is fitting. 
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CONDUCTOR. 

Croaking frog and cricket shrill, 

Plague on ye, .dilettanti ! 

Snout of fly, mosquito-bill, 

Musicians sure ye vaunt ye ! 

SKILFUL TRIMMERS. 

Sanssouci we’re called — just see 
Each merry little creature 1 
On our heads we go, since we 
No more are on our feet sure. 

THE HELPLESS. 

At court we licked the platter clean, 
r the dance we had a rare foot. 

We’ve danced our shoes through to the skin, 
God help us — we go barefoot ! 

WlLL-o’-THE-WISPS. 

i^rom the bog we come, whence we 
First rose as ragged callants. 

And yet in rows we’re here to see 
A train of brilliant gallants. 

SHOOTING- STAR. 

Hither from the zenith I 
Did glance, a gleaming meteor. 

All of a heap i’ the grass I lie, — 

Who’ll help me to my feet here ? 

HEAVY-WEIGHTS. 

Room and room and room all round ! 

Down the grasses trample 1 
Spirits come — yet shake the ground 
With massy limbs and ample. 
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Tread ye not so cumbrously 
I.dke elephants with tvrret^, 
And the heaviest this day be 
Puck, the lob of spirits. 


If boon Nature gave yc wings. 

If wings your mind uncloses, 
Follow my airy wanderings 
Up to the hill of rosej}. 

ORCHESTRA, piauusimo. 

Misty veil and cloud^nvreath push 
By dawn illuminated. 

Breeze in leaf and wind in rush 
And all is dissipated ! 


A GLOOMY DAY. 

Opiri Country. 

Faust, Mephistophfles. 

F.\UST. 

In misery ! Despairing ! Long a piteous 
wanderer on the face of the Earth, and now a 
captive ! Shut up in a felon’s cell ! abandoned 
to appalling torments — that sweet, that ill-starred 
creature ' To that depth ! to that depth ! 
Thou false Spirit ! thou vile Spirit ! this hast 
thou hidden from me I Aye, stand now ! 
stand ! Roll thy devil’s eyes wrathfully round 
in thine head i Stand and beard me with thy 
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ioathsome presence ! A captive ! In irretriev- 
able misery ! Abandoned to evil spirits and to the 
pitiless justice of mortals ! And me thou lullest 
meanwhile in the most tasteless dissipations ! her 
growing wretchedness thou hidest from me, and 
lettest her perish unaided ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

She is not the first ! 


Thou hound ! ‘ Thou hideous • monster ! 
Change him, thou Infinite Spirit ! change the 
worm again into his currish form, as oft in the 
hours of night it was his whim to trot before me, 
to roll at the feet of the harmless wayfarer, and 
as he fell to fasten upon his shoulders. Change 
him again into his favourite semblance, that he 
may grovel on his belly in the sand before me, 
ihat I may trample him underfoot, the caitiff ! 
Not the first ! Woe ! Woe ! Such woe as 
the soul of man cannot conceive of! that mou* 
than one creature hath been whelmed in the dejiths 
of this misery, that the first atoned not in its wrest- 
ling death-agony for the guilt of all the others 
in the eyes of Eternal Forgiveness 1 It racks 
me through life and marrow, the misery of this 
single one ; thou grinnest coldly over the fate of 
thousands ! 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now we are again already at our wits’ end, 
where you mortals lightly slip over into madness. 
Why dost thou seek, community with us if thou 
canst not carry it through ? Wilt thou fly, and 
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art not proof against giddiness ? Did we 
thrust ourselves upon thee or thou thyself upon 
us 


FAUST. 

Bare not thus thy wolfish fangs upon me ! 
My gorge rises at it ! Thou great and gloriouii 
Spirit, thou that didst vouchsafe to appear to me, 
thou that leadest mine heart and soul within me, 
why hast thou shackled me to this infamous 
comrade, that battens on mischief, that diinks 
destruction «is a refreshing drUught ? 

MFPHISTOPHEUES. 

Hast thou done ? 


FAUST. 

Deliver her, or woe betide thee ! The most 
hideous curse be upon thee for thousands of 
years ! 

MEPHlSTOPHELtS, 

I cannot loosen the bonds of the Avenger i 1 
cannot shoot back hia bolts ! Deliver her ^ 
Who was it plunged her into ruin, I or thou ? 

\^I^aust glances around him furiously, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Dost clutch at the thunderbolt? Well that 
it was not given to you pitiful mortals ! To 
smash to pieces the innocent that crosses his 
path, that is your true tyrant’s way of giving his 
fury a vent in perplexities. 

FAUST, 

Bring me to ! c>he shall be free ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And the risk that thou wilt run ? Know that 
“till there licth blood-guilt upon the town from 
thine hand. iOvtJr the place of the slain hover 
avenging spirits, lying in wait for the returning 
murderer. 

FAUST. 

'riiat too from thee ! Murder and death of a 
world upon thee, monster ! Lead me thither, 1 
adl thee, and set her free ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. ♦ 

1 will lead thee, and what I can do, hear 
thou ! Have I all power in Heaven and on 
Earth ? I will becloud her gaoler^s senses ; do 
rhou possess thee of the keys, and lead her forth 
lA'ith the hand of man. 1 will keep watch 1 The 
nuigic horses are ready and I will bear yc 
away ! So much I can do. 

FAUST. 

Up and away ! 


NIGHT. 

Open country, 

Faust, Mephistopheles, storming past on black 
horses. 

FAUST. 

What do they weave round the raven-stone ? 
mephistopheles. 

1 know not what they are brewing and doing. 
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FAUST. 

Ascending, descending, bowing and bending I 

» , 

mephistopheles. 

A witches’ guild. 

* FAUST. 

They pour a libation, a consecration 
They make ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Away ! Away ! 


DUNGFZON. 

FAUST with a bunch of keys and a lamp^ before an 
iron wiciei. 

There seizes me a long unwonted shudder ; 

The woes of all mankind upon me throng. 

Hero, in these foul, dank walls, have they 
immewed her, 

And a fond dream was all she wrought of wrong ! 
And dost thou flinch to her to go ? 

Dost fear to look upon her woe ? 

Away ! thy faltering lingers death along. 

\^J-/e seizes the lock. Singing is heard within. 

My mother y the wantouy 
She did me to death ! 

My father y the ^villainy 
He eaten me hath ! 

My bohLi one and ally 
My sister small 
P the cool did lay ; 
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Then I turned to a beautiful •woodland-bird / 
Fly away^Jly away ! 

FAUST, unlocking the door. 

She doth not* dream her lover list’neth near, 

The clanking chains, the rustling straw can hear. 

. goes in, 

MARGARET, cowering upon her pallet. 

Woe • woe ! they come. O bitter death 1 

FAUST, softly. 

Hush ' hush ! I ‘come to free thee, dearest one. 

MARGARET, groveUing at his feet. 

Have pity, if thou’rt man, and liv’st by breath. 

FAUST. 

Though shriek thy warders from their drowsy 
swoon ! 

^He lays hold of the chains to unlock them. 

MARGARET, on her knees. 

Isay, Headsman, whence hast thou this right ? 
Whence didst thou power receive 
To lead me forth at dead of night ? 

Have pity ! Let me live ! 

Wait till the matin- bell hath rung ! 

^She tises to her feet. 
Alas ! 1 am still so young, so young, 

And now to death am going. 

F air was I too, and that was mine undoing. 

Near was my love, now is he far ; 

Rent is the wreath, the blossoms scattered are- 
Lay not such violent hands on me ! 
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Spare me ! What have I done to thee ? 

Be not deaf to my pleading tongue, 

IVe never seen thee my whole life long ! 

* 

FAUST. 

Shall I ever outlive this woe ? 

MARGARET. 

I am thine ; now do what thou needs must d<x 
But let me first give suck to the child I 
I fondled it the whole night through ; 

They took it from me to drive me wild, 

And now they say my babe I slew, 

And never again shall T be glad. 

The folk sing ballads at me! they have no pity 
An old, old fairy-tale such ending had ; 

Why taunt they me with the ditty ? 

FAUST casts himself dfrion. 

A lover at thy feet doth kneel, 

Thy piteous bondage to unseal. 

MARGARET casts herself (Jo<wn beside i sm» 

O let us kneel, the holy saints adoring i 
See I . under the flooring, 

T- he threshold under. 

Hell seethes in thunder ! 

Satan, 

With din appalling. 

Doth rage and threaten ! 

FAUST, in a loud voice, 

Gretchen ! Gretchen ! 
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MARGARET, listening attentively » 

That was my dear one calling ! 

\^She springf to her feet ; the chains fall off. 
Where is he f Nay, but I heard him call me. 

I am free ! and none shall thrall me ! 

To his neck will I dy. 

On his bosom lie ! 

(-retchen ! he cried, from the door of my cell ' 
Not all the wailing and gnashing of Hell, 

Not all the hideous, devilish jeers, 

Could drown the^ dear accents that gladdened 
mine ears. 

FAUST. 

’Tis I ! 

MARGARET. 

’Tis thou ! O, say it yet again ! 

’Tis he ! ’Tis he 1 Where now is all the 
pain \ 

Whcj e IS the dungeon’s, where the fetters’ 
agony ? 

’Tib thou ! Thou comest to set me fred ! 

I a. M free ! — 

Already I see again the street 

Wheie thou and I for the first time did meet, 

And the garden gaily blooming, 

Where I and Martha waited oft thy coming. 

FAUST, urging her to go, 

Cjine with me ! Come ! 

MARGARET. 

O tarry ! 

I tarry so blithely where thou dost tarry. 

[^Caressing him. 



2i6 


Goethe’s Faust 


FAUST. 

Hurry ! 

Unless thou hurry, 

Sore we shall rue our loit’rin^, sore ‘ 

MARGARET. 

What, and canst thou kiss no more ? 

My love, so short a while a-missing 
And hast unlearned thy kissing ? 

Why hang I upon thy neck with heaty soul ? 
Once at a word, at a glance, at a trifle, 

A very heaven o’er me stole,. 

And thou didst kiss, as my breath thou 
wouldst stifle. 

Kiss thou me ! 

Or I kiss thee I 

embraces him* 

Alas ! for thy lips are mute, 

Are chill. 

Where is thy loving 
A-roving ? 

Who Hvrought me this ill ? 

[She turns a’way from him* 

FAUST. * 

Come ! Follow me ! Dear heart, but now be 
bold 1 

And I will fondle ihee with passion thousand- 
fold ; 

But follow me ! This one entreaty heed ! 
MARGARET, turning to him. 

And is it thou ? And is it thou indeed? 

FAUST. 

Tis I ! Con^" with me ! 



Part I 


2 I 


MARGARET. 

Wilt thou loose my chain ? 
And wilt thou tjike me to thine heart again ? 

I marvel thou canst see me and not shrink. 

Thou knowest not whom thou wouldst free, I 
think ! 


FAUST. 

Come ! con^ ! deep night doth swiftly wane 

MARGARET. 

My mother have I foully slain, 

My babe Pve drowned deep. 

; ’Twas given thee and me to keep. 

I Thee too ! — 'Tis thou, though false it seem I 
I Gne me thine hand ! It is no dream ! 

1 Thy dear, dear hand I Ah God ! but it ic 
wet ! 

Wipe It off! 'Tis dripping yet. 

Vnerc’s blood on it 1 

Dear God in Heaven ! what hast thou don« ? 
Put up thy blade, 

’ prithee, in its sheath ! 


Let the dead past bury its dead ! 

Lach word to me is death ! 

MARGARET. 

! Nay, thou must live ! There’s work for thee I 
L'l tell thee how the graves shall be. 

The time is narrow — 

They’ll be thy care to-morrow ; 

My mother in the best place lay. 

And close beside her, my brotlier, I pray ; 
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Me a iittle space aside^ 

But not too wide. 

And my little one lay on my right breast. 

None but my babe by me wil) rest! — 

Close into tliy side to nestle, 

That was a sweet, a gladsome bliss ! 

But now I know not what is amiss ! 

I am fain to come near thee, yet needs must 
wrestle, 

As thou wert putting me away ; 

And yet 'tis thou, thou lookest good and kind. 

FAUST. 

O come, if such thou hold me in thy mind. 


Out yonder ? 


MARGARET, 

FAUST. 

Into the open. 


MARGARET. 

Is the grave there? 

Lies Death in wait? Then come ! 

From here, into the bed of endless sleep. 

And fuithci, not a step ! — 

Thou It leave me now ? O Heinrich, could I 
but go ! 

FAUST. 

^ hou canst, but will it I Open stands the 
door. 

MARGARET. 

I may not gc. , naught can I hope for more. 

And what boots flight? they’ll hem me witii 
their snares. 
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It is so wretched to beg one’s bread, 

With an evil conscience, ill-bestead. 

It is so wi etched to roam forsaken ; 

And do what* I will, T shall still be taken 1 

FAUST. 

I -.'lall stay with thee. 

MARGARET. 

0 liaste ! O haste I 
Save thy poor babe. 

Away by the patli 
That skiits the brook. 

Over the bridge 
And into the wflod, 

There to the left by the plank 
In the pool. 

Seize it straight 1 
It strives to rise, 

It struggles still I 
Save It ! Save it ! 

FAUST. 

0, but thine own self be ! 

’Tis but a step, and thou art free I 

MARGARET. 

Ah ! would we were only past the htli ! 

There sitteth my mother on yonder stone, 

An icy chill creeps o’er me 1 
"^^here sitteth my mother on yonder stone 
And wags her head before me. 
bhe winks not, she blinks not, so hea^y her 
head, 

She’ll waken no more, her sleep is of lead. 
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She slept, that our love might have leisure* 
O ! days of bliss beyond measure ! 


Here boots it not to pray and reason, 

I’ll bear thee forth with loving treason. 

MARGARKT. 

Hands off! Nay, Fll not brook violence ! 

Handle me not so murderously 1 

What did I not once, for the Iqve of thee ? 

FAUST. 

The grey dawn breaks ! 'Tisi day ! Dear 
heart ! Dear heart ! 

MARGARET. 

Day ! Aye, it grows to day ! The last day 
« struggles in ; 

My wedding-day, it should have been 1 

Tell none thou hast been with Gretchen already, 

My garland ! O pain ! 

Nay then, so it chances ! 

We sliall meet yet again, 

But not where the dance 

How surges the crowd, in silence wrapt ! 

The square below 
And the alleys o’erhow. 

The death-bell toils, the wand is snapped ! 

My limbs with thongs the Headsman lashes ! 
They seize me, they drag me to the block ! 

No neck but w.tices from the stroke, 

As swift at my neck the keen edge flashes. 
Hushed lies the v'orld as the tomb I 
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FAUST. 

Would I never had been born • 

^ I 

MEPHisTOPHFXFS appears •without. 

Up ! or 3 ^e are lost and lorn ! 

L^ootless and fruitless your paltering and faltering ! 
My horses are quaking ! 

The dawn is breaking ! 

MARGARET. 

\A’hat rises yonder from out the earth ? 

Him ! him ! send him forth ! 

What doth he here ? the ground is consecrate * 
Me ! he seeks me ! 

FAUST, 

Thou shalt live ! 

MARGARET. 

Judgment of God ! Myself to thee I give ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, tO Faust, 

Coilie ! or I leave thee with her to thy fate \ 

MARGARET. 

Thine am I, Father 1 Save me ! 

Ye angels ! ye holy battalions ! shield me ! 
Encamp about me ! To you I yield me i 
Heinrich 1 I shudder at thee ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

She is condemned I 



222 


Goethe’s Faust 


VOICE from above. 

She is redeemed ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, tO Faht. 

Hither to me ! 

* ^Vanishes vj'uh Faust, 

VOICE from wiihlriy dying away, 

Heinrich ! Heinrich ! 
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Page 5. The Dedication. — The Dedication was written 
■*n 1797, some quarter of a century after Goethe had 
written the first words of the Faust. — See Introduc- 
tion, xlix. For the last eight years the poem had 
lemained untouched, and now the ripe mind of the 
man (Goethe was fourty-eight) again began to busy 
Itself with the work first projected with the 
“ troubled vision ” of youth. The luaverin^ phantom! 
are the misty forms of the personages of the drama, 
the “ airy nothings ” to which tlie poet had given 
“ local habitation and a name.” 

Page II. The Prelude upon the Stage. — The Hindoo 
drama Sakunlala^ which was known to Goethe in 
translation and greatly prized by him, has a prelude 
in which the manager and one of the actresses con- 
verse. This probably gave him the hint for the 
Prelude upon the Stage. He imagines a discussion 
between the Manager, the Meiry Andrew and the 
Poet of a company of strolling players as to what 
sort of play they shall give, and makes this the 
Vehicle for an exposition of thiee different views of 
the aims of dramatic art. The Manager sees in it 
merely a means of filling his theatre, and thereby 
his coffers, the Merry Andrew thinks only of the 
amusement of the public^ the Poet arill hear -of 
nothing but “art for art's sake.” 

Page 19. The Prologue in Heaven. — It is scarcely 
'lecessary to point out that for the general concep- 
tion Goethe is indebted to the Book of Job, which 
Diintzer aptly styles an ** inverted oriental Faust.” 

Page 22, 

IVhilst still he sees the earthlij day^ 

So long it shall not he J'orbidden. 

IVhtlst still man strives^ still must he stray. 

These lines are important as marking the extent of 
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the permission granted to Mephistopheles, which the 
latter strangely misinterprets. They make it clear 
that Faust is delivered into the hands of Mephisto- 
pheles only during his lifetime. U foilows that the 
Lord gives no sanction to the pact by which under 
certain contingencies Faust forfeits his soul to Me- 
phistopheles, and is accordingly guilty of no breach 
of faith in wresting from the demon at the last 
moment his coveted booty. They also make clear 
why Faust in spite of his relapse into sin is worthy 
of the Divine intervention at the last moment. Sin 
is, in imperfect man, the necessary accompaniment of 
effort. It can only be avoided by stagnation. 

Page 27. 

The ivork of N^ostradamus' hand, 

Michel de Notre-Dame (latinized as Nostradamus) 
w'as physician-in-ordinary to Charles IX. of France, and 
a noted astrologer. He published a weather-almanack 
and a set of prophecies in rhyme (1555). His book 
of magic is an invention of the poet. 

Page 27. Macrocosm, — The Greek word kotmos 
signifies an “orderly ariangement,’’ and is used to 
denote visible creation, the universe, as opposed to 
chaos — the yawning void. The macrocosm or great 
world is used of the universe external to man, who is 
himself the microcosm or little world. In the mystico- 
cabbalistic lore of the Middle Ages the macrocosm 
embraced three closely-interrelated realms, the earthly, 
the heavenly and the super-heavenly. The ceaseless 
interchange of influences amongst these three is figured 
b> the “golden buckets” of the following passage. 
Man, the microcosm, consists of three parto, body, 
mind and .soul, which are analogous to the divisions 
of the macrocosm. 

Page 28. 

Now, row I hiow what Uis the sa^e hath spoken. 

The sage has rot been identified, and probably 
like the magic-Look of Nostradamus, is a creation 
of the poet s brain, together with the precept pro- 
fessedly quoted from him. Possibly Nostradamus 
himself is intended. 
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Page 28. The Earih-Sptrit. — A recent commentator^ 
“The Earth-Spirit is an invention of Goethe 
which owes nothing discoverable to any particular 
myth, still lesj to any man.” But is it not a develop- 
ment of the doctrine held by Plato in comnjon with 
the Stoics, and thus expressed by the former in his 
Phaedo : “This universe is a living creature in very 
truth, possessing soul and reason by the providence of 
God ” (Archer-Hind^s Translation) ? The idea finds 
lurther expression in Vergil {^Mneid, Bk. VI.) : “First, 
the sky, and earth, and watery plains, and the moon’s 
hiight sphere, and Titan’s star, a Spirit feeds within; 
und a mind, instilled throughout the limbs, gives 
fjiiergy to the whole mass and mingles with the 
mighty body. Thence springs the race of men and 
beasts, and the lines of winged fowl, and the monsters 
Ocean bears beneath his marble floor ” (Lonsdale 
and Lee’s Translation). The Spirit here portrayed 
has many features in common with Goethe’s Earth- 
Spirit. The Earth-Spirit as conceived by Goethe is 
;) personification of the active, vital forces of nature, 
the principle of change and growth within the 
universe. As such he is the giver of all gifts toman, 
“)oth good and evil (see page 156, Woodland and Cave, 
and page 210). Goethe’s first conception of the Faust 
assigned to the Earth-Spirit a much more important 
part than that which he plays in the completed 
Faust. As is seen from the passages to which refer- 
ence has just been made, Mephistopheles was origin- 
ally regarded as an envoy of the Earth-Spirit, not of 
the Lord as in the final version, nor of the Prince of 
tiie Devils as in the Faust-book, 

Page 31. 

And I tveave God^s living garment there. 

Goifs living garment is visible nature, in which God 
clothes Himself for our perception. 

Page 31. Famulus . — The Famulus was a studenit 
who dwelt in the professor’s house and performed 
menial duties, in return for which he enjoyed free 
instruction and the privilege of intercourse with the 
great man, as here Wagner. 

^ Profe»>or Calvin Thomas. 
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Page 3S. 

Thou toOt old pulley^ gronvest strangely smoked. 

The word Rolle ii ambiguouj. It is frequently 
rendered by scroll. Diintzer’s explanition that it 
the Zugrolle, or lamp-pulley, by which the lamp 
suspended, seems to me preferable. What should one 
particular parchment roll do lying year in year out 
untouched on Faust’s desk? And would it grow 
smoky even then ? 

Page 39. 

A jlaming car jloats dorun on luafting pinions. 

Death, conceived as a swift translation to a higher 
sphere, is figured as a Jlaming car^ in allusion to the 
chariot of fire in which Elijah was caught up tc 
Heaven. 

Page 43. Without the City-Gate . — ^The topography 
of the scene is conceived upon that of the neighbour- 
hood of Frankfort-on-the-Main, the poet's birth- 
place, which, however, is not a university town. 
The places of popular resort, the Hunter’s Lodge, 
etc., can easily be identified under the thin disguise 
of slightly-altered names. 

Page 46. 

When out in Turkey yonder ^ far unvay^ 

The nations clash in at /ns. 

Diintzer points out that the Russo-Turkish war of 
1767-1774 had but recently ended when Goethe 
wrote. But it is worth noting that there was a 
Turki.sh war contemporary with Faust himself, and 
one which ultimately must have come home to the 
comfortable burgher with not a little force. In 
Suliman the Magnificent took Belgrade, in the follow- 
ing year Rhodes, in 1529 Buda-Pesth, but happily for 
Western civilization the tide of invasion broke itself 
ibelore tlie walls of Vienna. 

Page 47 

Sit ... me see last Hallonve^en^ 

In fesh and blood., my future lon/er. 

The German has on St. Andrew’s Night.” On 
this night, the 29tii of November, German lasses ar« 
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wonr to practise divinations, similar to those with 
which Burns has familiarized us in his Halloive'en. 

Page 51. , 

TVhAt for the plague a bound he set, 

Nostradamus (see note to page 27) is said to have 
saved the lives of many peasants during a plague 
that devastated Provence in 1525. 

Page 52. 

A Utile more^ and every knee "would bendy 
As came the Holy Housel by. 

The consecrated wafer of the Eucharist in the 
Roman Catholic Church, enclosed in a transparent 
receptacle, the monstrancey is borne abroad in pro- 
cessions, e.g. on Corpus Christi Day, or for the 
administration of the viaticum to the dying. Inas- 
much as accortHng to the doctrine of transubstan- 
tiation Jesus Christ is “ truly present whole and 
entire, both God and man, under the appearance of 
bread,” it logically follows that true believers are 
expected to piostrate themselves reverently as the 
Holy Host is borne past them. 

Page 52. The Black KiUhen. — By the Black Kitchen 
is meant the laboratory of the alchemists, so called 
rather in allusion to the Black Art than from the 
thought of its being begrimed with smoke. 

Page 52. 

There a Red Lion "with the Lily "weddedy etc. 

In this passage Faust describes processes still fami- 
^’liar to the chemist, in the fanciful jargon of the 
alchemists. The Red Lion and the lily are .chemical 
sub-stances, possibly preparations of gold and silver 
respectively. To these are attributed JifTcrent sexes 
They are “wedded together” in a retort, which i« 
the first ** bridal-bower,^’ under the influence of the 
uniform heat of a “ water-bath.” Then the retort is 
exposed to the naked flame, and thus the newly- 
wedded pair aie driven over as vapour into the 
receiver, the second “ bridal-bower,” where, if the 
experiment has been successful, a richly -coloured 
sublimate is formed. This sublimate, resulting fiom 
the union of the two, is regarded as their offspring, 
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and is known as the Young Queen. It is inifkct the 
Philosopher’s Stone, which transmutes base metals 
into gold, and i** a panacea for all diseases. 

Page 6o. * ( 

'Tts •written : In the beginning nvai the W" ord. 

The Greek word logot, translated in the Authorized 
Version (John i. i) by “Word,” is indeed suscept- 
ible of more than one interpretation, but scarcely of 
those which Faust successively puts upon it. It is 
not the meaning of the Greek logos, but the philoso- 
phical explanation of the origin of all being that 
Faust is really in search of. ^ 

Page 6i. . 

lor such a htfhrtd brood of Hell 
Solomon's -Key doth passing nvell. 

Faust mistakes at first the nature of his uncanny 
visitor. He takes him to be one of the elemental 
spirits, Salamander, Nymph, Sylph or Gnome, in- 
i^abitants respectively of Fire, Water, Air and Earth* 
These are but half-deviU, a “hybrid brood of Hell.** 
Readers of the Thousand and One Nights will not need 
to be reminded of the dominion exercised by the 
wise Solomon over the spirits. A book appeared I# 
1688 called the Clavicula Salomonis, the Little Key cjf 
Solomon, which contained spells for their evocatio^ 
and exorcism. S'i 

Page 61. Undine. — The Undine is the nymplMSsr 
Water-Spirit (Latin vnda). Cf. De la Motte-Foiimfei 
romance. Undine. 

Page 62. Incubus. — The Incubus was witr^lbe 
Romans the fiend that caused nightmare by sitting 
upon the sleeper’s chest. It is here identified with 
the gnome or goblin, the earth-sprite. 

Page 61. 

. . , this symbol 
At nvhich do tremble 

The black battalions. K 

Some symb-’l of the Christian religion is mean^ 
as the Cross, or the significant letters I.N.R.I. 

Page 63. The threefold glowing Blaze . — ^The StgB 
of the Trinity. 
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Page 63. ^ strolling scholar . — Sec Introduction, 

pa^t: XV, 

Page 64. ^ • 

Liavy Seducer y God of Flies. 

Satan and Devil mean in Hebrew and Greek re- 
spectively slanderer^ Abaddon and Apollyon destroyer^ 
Beelzebub, in Hebr^ew, ^0^ 

Page 64. 

Matty the mad-brained Microcosm. 

^ See note to page 27, upon the Macrocosm. 

66 . 

'•'p The •wtxard's foot upon your threshold. 

The pentagram ! 

The pentagram or pentalpha is a well-known .and 
^widely -spread magic-symbol, which has the form ot 
'a five-pointed star, and may be drawn by producing 
the five sides of a regular pentagon to the points 
of intersection, thus : — 

The figure has the peculiarity 
that it may be drawn from be- 
ginning to end without re- 
moving the pencil from the 
paper, beginning at one angle 
and returning thither The 
pentagram shares with the 
horse-shoe the virtue of pro- 
tecting a house from the in- 
trusion of evil spirits. It is apparently an innovation 
of the poet to attribute this virtue to the perfectly- 
formed angles and withhold it from those not com- 
pletely closed. In German the pentagram is also 

f called the Druden foot, which, followingprevious trans- 
iltors, I have rendered by the not altogether satis- 
ctory tuizardls foot. In German mythology the 
ruden were the clouds personified as beneficent winged 
aidens with swans’ feet. After the advent of 
' Christianity they shared the fate of the heathen 
deities in general and were degraded into demons or 
witches. The pentagram was called the Druden foot 
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because of a fancied resemblance to the footprint of a 
bird, in allusion to the swan feet of the Druden, 

Page 71. , 

The lord oj rats and bats and dtice^ 
frogs and Jltes and bugs and lice. 

All vermin, as destructive and disgusting creatures, 
belong to the Devil. In the first Faust-book, when 
Belial and six of the princes of Helf visit Faust, he is 
curious to learn of them “who created the vermin.” 
They said: “After the Fall of man the vermin came 
into being, that they might work plague and scafh 
upon mankind.” The devils then change themselves 
into vermin at his request, and give him such a taste 
of their quality that he turns tail and flees from the 
house to escape them. 

Page 72. 

I come^ a squire of high degree ,* 

Jn raiment red^ •with gold all braided^ 

In silken mantle^ stif brocaded^ 

A jaunty cock*s plume in my cap. 

In the first Faust-book the devil appears to Faust 
“ in the guise of a Giey Friar.” In the Puppet-Play 
he appears in red, with a black mantle and a cock’s 
feather. In German popular mythology he is known 
as Squire, Squire Jack, Handsome Jack, Squire 
Voland. Luther calls him Squiie Devil, Squi|p| 
Satan. Red is his chosen colour as being 
colour of fire and of blood, of destruction and jq|, 
murder. 

Page 74. Chorus of Spirits. — The commentators 
are unable to agree as to whether these are good or 
evil spirits. They mourn the wreck of the beauteous 
world, which Faust, so far as he ii concerned, has 
struck into ruins by his curse — are tliey sincere, or do 
they but mock ? They urge him to build it up again 
in his own bosom — is it repentance, a return to 
harmony with tne moral order of things, to which 
they exhort him ;r is it, as Mephistopheles asserts, 
mere sensual expeiience and enjoyment of life, which 
he has cursed without having tasted it? Mephisto- 
pheles claims tliem ns his — is his claim well founded, 
or is it put forward merely to divert Faust’s attention 
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from an angelic warning ? The reader must decide 
for himself. 

Page 75. ^ 

Cejse toping ’ivilh thi/ melancholy^ 

T hat like a vulture eats into thine heart. 

So the eagle of Zeus eats into the undying liver 
of ometheus on the rocks of Caucasus. 

Page 75. 

J^m none o’ the fashionable, 

Goethe’s conception of Mephistopheles’ rank in the 
hierarchy of devils fluctuate*, in a very perplexing 
manner. Sometimes,. as here (and also in the Paust- 
book and puppet-play), he is thought of as a mere 
luhordinate, on other occasions he is as clearly 
regarded as Mf- Devil. The discrepancies aiisefrom 
changes in the poet’s original plan as the wo* k giew 
beneath his hands. 

Page 76. 

Here ’will 1 pledge myself to serve thee truly^ etc, 

I'he pact is here proposed in the first instance in 
the traditional form. It assumes a very different 
luim before it is signed. 

Page 77. 

T'et hast thou fiod that fills not, etc. 

The unsubstantial nature of the gifts ol magic, as 
of *' fairy-gold,” is notorious, but Faust’s bitter cata- 
logue of them has a wider application. It is a 
rtjn^tition of his already iterated denunciation of the 
pkasines of life, they aie Dead-dea tiuit, one and all, 
whether we pluck one here and tfiere ourselves, or 
receive them wholesale at the hands of the Devil. 

Page 77, 

Sho’w me the fruit that ere 'tis plucked doth rot, 

And trees that deck them ’ivith new verdure daily I 

The fruit that ere 'tis plucked doth rot is the prize 
coveted at first, but w’^hich io*>es it. charm for us 
fi’-n before we attain it; the trees that deck them "with 

u> xerdure daily are the pursuits which lure us with 
ever new ptomises, but in which we never diaw 


il 
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nearer to fruition. The <ir*t are Dead-Sea fruit, the 
•econd are the fruits of Tantalus 

Page 7* _ 

When to the moment jieeting paste me^ 

Tarry ! 1 cry^ so fair thou art ! 

Then into Jeiters mayst thou cast me. 

Then let come doom^ ivith all my heart ' 

These lines contain the essence of the wager be- 
tween Faust and Mephistophele*. If the demon can 
for one instant still his aspirations, can make him 
wallow content in a sensual sty, then the bond shall 
fall due. The words take us back to the words of 
the Lord in the Prologue in Heaven, Whilst still man 
strives, still mud he stray. They also point US on to 
the speech of Faust in the second part, on the 
strength of which, somewhat prematurely, Mephis- 
topheles ventures to foreclose the mortgage. Busied 
with a scheme of unselfish activity, with the draining 
of a pestilential marsh and its conversion into a 
happy and healthful dwelling-place for men, and 
earned away by hopeful anticipations of the realiza- 
tion of his scheme, Faust cries out: — 

To suck a moment feeling past me. 

Tarry t Vd cry, so fair thou art! 

Yet the words have a very different meaning from 
that implied in the present passage. Tliey are not 
the lazy sigh of contented sloth, they are the pledge 
of further effort. Mephistopheles, however, seeks to 
avail himself of the verbal resemblance to claim his 
victim, and Faust is forthwith seized by Death. 
Mephi-sTopheles and his devils surround the corpse 
ready to pounce upon the soul when it flutters out, 
but the angels shower upon them the roses of 
Heavenly Love, which burn them like flakes of fire 
Thus they possess themselves of the immortal part of 
Faust, which they bear aloft into the blissful region 
of further growth. 

Page 78. 

At the Doctor's banquet I'll be "with thee 

It is tiie cu«!tom for a German student, on hi^ 
“ promotion ” to the degree of Doctor, to entertain 
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professors and the more intimate of his fellow- 
Ktiidents. Goethe at one time contemplated writing 
the scene here hinted at, but did not proceed with it 

Page 86. * 

In Spanish hoots he tightly laced, 

The “Spanish boot,” or simply the “boot,” is a 

-11-known instrument of torture, in which the leg 
was encased and afterwards crushed by the driving in 
' / wedges. 

Page 87. Encheiresis Naturae , — The words mean 
the manipulation, the handling of nature. 

Page 91. 

Rritis strut DeUsj scienter honum et malum. 

“Ye shall be as God, knowing good and evil” 
(Gen. iii. 5). 

Page 92. 

A little injlammable air^ •which Pll make ready ^ 

From earth tvill •waft uSj sure and speedy. 

The infammahle atr is hydrogen, the low specific 
gravity of which Cavendish had discovered in 1766, 
and which the brothers Montgolfier had made use of 
in their ^rostatic experiments from the year 1782 
Goethe followed these experiments with great in- 
terest. There is no anachronism in making Mephis- 
lopheles avail himself in the Middle Ages of a physical 
lact not discovered by mere mortals till the end of the 
eighteenth century. In the same way Milton^s Satan 
turns his devilfsh artillery against the hosts of heaven, 
long before man had ever dug villainous saltpetre out 
of the bowels of the harmless earth. 

Page 93. AuerbacKs Cellar in Eeipsic.— In Germany 
one not infrequently finds a tavern lodged in a cellar, 
presumably for the convenient proximity of the wine- 
casks. Often, as. in the Rathskeller zu Bremen^ it is 
under the Rathhaus or Town Hall. Such a tavern 
’'as Auerbach's cellar in Leipsic. It was well known 
^0 Goethe, who studied in that town 1765-1768. The 
fxploit of Faust related in the Berlin edition (1590) 
of the Faust-book (see Introduction, page xl.) was, at 
unknown date, localized to Auerbach's cellar. 
Two pictures are still shown in the tavern, one 
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representing Faust riding the cask out of the cellar, 
and the other repiesenting the merry drinking-party 
that followed his feat. 

Page 94. * . 

The good old Holy Roman Realm. 

The Holy Roman Empire was the title borne by 
the Western Empire, as re-established by Otho in 
962. In Goethe’s time it was indeed upon its last 
legs, and finally ceased to exist with the abdication 
ol the Emperor Francis IL of Hapsburg in 1806. 

Page 94. 

You hnoiv ivhat quality^ you Sirs, 

Decides the choice, the man prefers. 

The best man amongst the German students, an 
with oui forefathers, would be he who could drink 
his fellows under the table. 

Page 99. 

JVJni I imps ihefeHotv on one foot ^ 

The Devil has, in place of one foot, a horir.e’8 hoof 
(see p:ige 117 and page 197). 

Page 99. 

^Ttuas doultless late fnm R/ppach 'when you stalled 

Rippach was the last posting-station between 
Weissenfels and Leipsic, Plans von Rippach w.i* 
used in Leipsic tosignilya country l)uni])kii’ — Squiit* 
Hodge, as we might j»ay. 

Page 103. 

7 ^’oie strai^hinvay 
A finilet h''re ^ 

This and the followimj conjuring-trick both appca 
in one of the Faust-books (<^ee Intrndiici’oii, p. x’l 
but ill ditTeient c6nnectiona, and there not MephistO' 
pheles hut Faust plays the nicks. 

Page 109. M^itch's — Here we take ieavf 

of the old Faust-Legend, and shall not find it again h 
this first part of Goethe’'- Faust, 

Page III. 

, . . / could huiU 

As joon a thousand bridges, Vve a notion. 

The Devil hu-. been a great bridge-builder in hi* 
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day His masterpiece is the Devil's Bridge over the 
Reuss in the Pass of St. Gothard, the story of which 
the reader will find in Longfellow’s Golden Legend. 

Page H2. '• 

THE BEASTS. 

W t^re boiling sloppy pauper ~skilly, 
MEI'HISTOPHtLES. 

IVhy then^ public is not fetv. 

Here, as frequently in this scene and in the 
Walpurgis-Night, Goethe allows himself a little 
satire, somewhat obscure satire in truth, on con- 
temporary questions in matters of literature. Thus 
under cover of the term “sloppy pauper-skilly” (in 
the German, Rettelsuppen — the soup made of orts 
and given to beggars at the door of the monasteries) 
Goethe hints contempt of the popular literature of 
the day, which is thin and wants originality. 

Page 113. 

Whereto the sieve ? 

Sieve-turning, as a means of discovering thieves, 
was already practised amongst the Greeks. The 
sieve was held lightly between two fingers, one of 
ea.-h hand, and the names of those upon whom sus- 
picion rested were pronounced in succession. When 
the culprit’s name was spoken tlie sieve turned 
round. The use of the sieve for such a purpose is 
east.)’ explained from its proper function. 

Page tx6. 

Onv f Orv ^ O’lv / O’lv ' 

'file witch's cry of pain suggests the yelping of a dog. 

Page 117. 

Thy brace of ravens^ ioo^ •zvhcie is it ^ 

The Devil has irdierited the two laveiis, Hugi and 
Mum (Thought and Memoiy), of the Ciod Odin, 
together with various attributes of other heathen gods. 

Page 122. 

And can I pleasure theCy thy ’ivish be spoken 
Boldlyy on JVIay-day Eve^ upon the Brocken. 

1'hat is, at the great festival of the witches and 
devils (see the Walpurgis-Night, page 183, and the 
note upon it). 



236 Goethe’s Faust 

Page 130. 

There ivas a king in Thule. 

Thule, the ultima Thule of Vergil and Tacitus, was 
for the ancients the uttermost of ill Isnds. It cannot 
be identified with certainty, and this very vagueness, 
together with its musical name, gives it its poetical 
value to Ooethe. 

Page 140. 

Indeed upon his score ^ as he died testifying ^ 

A heavier scot tvas chalked. 

Schwerdtlein frames his metaphor from the lan- 
guage of the pothouse, which rises most readily to 
his lips. He means of course that wretched as is his 
miserable end, it come€ short of his deserts. 

Page 144. 

S a net a Simplicifas / 

Holy Simplicity ! The words are said to have been 
uttered by the martyr Huss on seeing an old goody 
bring in pious zeal her billet of wood to the pile for 
his burning. 

Page 156. 

Spirit sublime^ didst freely give me all^ 

All that J prayed /or. 

The Spirit sublime ” is the Earth-Spirit (sec 
note to page 28). 

Page 161. 

I envy^ nvhen her Ups upon it are^ 

The very Hody of the l^ord that favour , 

The Body of the Lord is the consecrated wafer 
of the Eucharist (see note to page 52, The Holy Housel). 

Page 1 61 

Tan siveet tivin-pair, that feeds amongst the roses. 

See Song of Solomon, iv. 5. LuthePs version has 
ro^es where the English Authorized Version has lilies. 

Page 172. The Mater Z)o/orwa.— -The Mater Dolo- 
rosa is the Viigin Mary, the Mother of Sorrows. 
The first part of Gretchen’s prayer is suggested by 
the Latin hymn of Jaropone da Todi (died 1306), the 
vscll-known ** S^abat Mater.” 
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Page 174. 

Run up sheer •walls in mad despair, 

Valentine is like a caged tiger in his fury. 

Page 175. » ^ 

And •will the treasure rise into the air 
JVfean^while, •which I see glimmering there ? 

Treasures buried in the earth rise every year a little 
nearer the surface. Over the place where they lie a 
flame flickers. In the first Faust-book the Devil 
bids Faust dig for treasure in an old ruined chapel. 
Faust does so, and finds a “ loathly great worm lying 
on the treasure, and the treasure seemed as it were a 
light kindled.” 

Page 176. 

Til treat her to a moral song. 

Mephistophcles’ moral song is founded upon 
Ophelia*s song in Hamlet^ Act IV., Scene 5. 

Page 177. 

Damned rat-catcher. 

The allusion is to the Rat-catcher of Hamelin, 
Browning’s Tied Piper., whose music lured first the 
rats and then the children to follow after him. 

Page 177. 

My hand grows sudden lame. 

Valentine’s hand is not wounded, but paralysed by 
Mephistopheles’ magic. 

i^ige 1 8 1. 

Is^t for thy mother's soul thou prayest, that 
Through thee to long, long lorment fell asleep ? 

Gretchen’s mother, like Hamlet’s father, was “ cut 
oft even in the blossoms of lier sin, unhousel’d, dis- 
aj pointed, unanel'd,” and must therefore sojourn long 
hi Purgatory. Similarly Hamlet stays his hand when 
J -• takes his uncle at prayer, lest he should send him 
straight to Heaven. 

Page i8i. 


Dies iraCy dies ilia 
Solvet saeclum infa’villa 
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Day of wrath^ that a read day 
Shall melt the world into ashes. 

The chant of the choir is the well-known Latin 
hymn of Thomas of Celano, whiVh g^»es b.7ck to the 
thirteenth century. It was freely translated by Sir 
Walter Scott in the Lay of the Last IS/Linstrdy Canto VI 
Judex ergo cum sedeiat^ 

Qij 'idquid laiei adpurebit^ 

JJil tnultum remanebit, 

Wh^n tlieii the Judge shall take His seat, 
Whatever is hidden shall come to light, 

Naught shall remain unavenged. 

Quid sum miser tunc dUturus ? 

(2juem patronum rogaturus ^ 

Cum vix Justus sit securus. 

Wi etched me ! what shall 1 then say? 

Upon what saint shall I call, 

When scarce the just shall be free from dread ? 

Page 183. H’^alpurgts - Night . — Saint Walpurga, 
vvhose undeserved late it was to give her name to the 
orgy of witches and devils on the Brocken, was an 
English nun who died (in 779) as abbess of a Bene- 
dictine convent in Bavaria. The day dedicated to her 
in the Christian Calendar, the first of May, with its 
promise of returning summer, was already associated 
with various heathen celebrations, fiom which, under 
the hostile influence of Christianity, the tradition of 
an annual Witches’ Sabbath on that day took form. 
The Brocken or Blocksberg, the highest point of the 
Harz Mountains, was regarded as the seat of such a 
gathering at least as far back as the fifteenth centniy. 
The leading characteristic of the gathering was tiit- 
grossest sensuality, which Goethe has certainly not 
painted with too great reticence. 

As in the Witch’s Kitchen, tioethe has often given 
an allegorical turn to the fantastic scenes ot the 
Witches’ Revel, or made it a vehicle of satire upon 
contemporary men and movements. Thus it is very 
probable tha^ the climbing of the Brocktn is an 
allegory of the “ .struggle for life,” the effort to get 
one’s head above water at the cost of one’s neighbours. 
It is a picture of the tumult of worldly aims, a kina 
of Vanity Fair. 
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Paj(e 183. Schierke and Rlend. — These are two 
villages on the south slope of the Brocken. 

Page 185. Fausty Mephistopheles and -the-'wisp 

in alternate song} — r/iintzer assigns verses I and 4 to 
Mephistopheles, verse 2 to Will-o’-the-wisp, verses 
3 and 5 to Faust. 

Page 186. 

Jn the mount hotju Alummon gloivs. 

Mammon is put for the gold, which is seen un- 
equally distributed throughout the mountain, grown 
transparent. 

Page 188. 

Old Baubo comes. 

Baubo was the nurse of the goddess Demeter, and 
sought to beguile by her unseemly antics the goddess’ 
sorrow at the loss of her daughter Persephone. Goetlie 
adopts her as emblem of the obscenity which wa^ 
supposed to characterize the Witches' Sabbaths. 

Page 189. 

To Hell "With a wanion / 

IV hy so hoi-foot y thou r any on ? 

One witch rides heedle^sly tlirough the crowd in 
her frantic haste to behrst. Another hurls this curse 
alter her, and yet another complains that the furious 
rider has grazed her in passing — possibly with the 
prongs of the fork she was riding. 

Page 189. 

We "Wash and are ’white as •white can bcy 

Tit barrcHy ever barren are ’ire. 

This couplet seems to be aimed at critics, who 
tlrmselves never produce anything. 

Page 190. 

Three hundred years Pve clambered zealous y 

And yet J cannot reach the top. 

Fain •would I be beside my Jello’ws f 

One commentator says this witch stands for 

sell nee that is held back by the restraint of the 
•chools.” Another says she stands for “ the Pro- 
testanto hietarchy, that strives after an equality with 
the Catholic,” 
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Page 194. MephistopheleSf suddenly appearing very 
old . — Mephistopheles* change of appearance, as well 
as his speech, is in mockery ^of these discarded 
notabilities. * 


Page 195. 


T/j Lilith, 


The legend of Lilith arose from the di crepancy 
in the two accounts of the creation of woman in Gen, 
i. 27 and Gen. ii. 18 respectively. Rabbinical tra- 
dition reconciled the contradiction by giving Adam 
two wives, the first Lilith, created at the same time 
as himself, the second Eve, created from himself when 
Lilith had rebelled against him, and, deserting him, 
had become a devil. The name Lilith occurs in the 
picture of desolation in Isaiah xxxiv. 14, being the 
Hebrew word which in the English Authorized 
Version is rendered by screech-owl. Rossetti has a 
sonnet on the legend which makes her ensnare youths 
with her golden hair, one thread of which is found 
after death twined about their hearts. 

Page 197. Proktophantasmist , — In the Proktophan- 
tasmist Goethe satirizes a bookseller of Berlin, Fried- 
rich Nicolai, an apostle of enlightenment, a declared 
enemy of the supernatural in any form, and a would- 
be literary dictator. Goethe was nettled by the 
presumptuous arrogance with which Nicolai en- 
throned himself as arbiter of German literature, 
and an amusing incident delivered the prey into his 
hands. By a strange irony of fate Nicolai was 
attacked with hallucination.s, and saw phantoms of 
the living and the dead in broad daylight. It seemed 
as if the ghosts had taken up the gauntlet he had 
dung down at their feet. But the bold bookseller 
put the spooks to rout by applying leeches to that 
part of his person which convention is agreed to 
regard as peculiarly ridiculous, and his lack of 
humour wa*. such that, not content with his victory, 
he must nee'-, gazette it at full length in a Berlm 
magazine! Accordingly Goethe pilloried him in the 
W alpurgis-Nightas Proktophantasmist (a Greek com- 
pound =;buttoci<w -visionary'), engaged in a va%n effor'^ 
to “ shoo ” the ghosts away. 
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Page 197. 

he goes round and round in his old mill. 

Nicolai’s Universal German Library is meant, foi 
forty years the ’organ of his literary criticism. 

Page 197. 

IVere mighty tuise, hut Tegel still is haunted. 

Tegel was a country-house near Berlin, which 
leapt into fame in 1797 as a haunted house. Nicolai 
had alluded to it sceptically in his paper on phantoms. 

Page 198. 

I tell you spirits to your faccy 

Of spirit-tyranny Vll have no trace. 

My spirit cannot exercise it. 

The poet here puns upon the various meanings of 
t!ie German word Geist. In the first line it means 
ghosts y in the second it means the sntelleciy and spirit’ 
tyranny accordingly has the secondary meaning of 
intellectual despotism^ in the third line it means 
mind. Nicolai’s mind cannot establish the intellectual 
despotism it aims at, and so will tolerate no tyranny of 
spirits. 

Page 198. 

From phantoms and from fancy he^s released. 

The poet puns again on the same word — lit. He’s 
u ed of ghosts and of wit. 

Page 200, The Prater. — The Prater is a well-known 
park in Vienna, 

Page 200. Ser-uibilis. — The word seems to be of 
lie’s own coinage, used of the stage-manager or 
scene-shifter. 

Page 201. Walpurgis-Night's Dream . — The title, and 
in some sense the subject, is suggested by Shak- 
itpeie’s Midsummer Night's Dream, but the reader must 
”ot expect to find the resemblance extend any further. 
If he is reading Faust for any purpose but that of 
the most conscientious study, he may be safely advised 
to skip it — and probably will do so even without the 
advice. The iniermezaco is no integral part of the Faust 
drama, but a merely ephemeral production that owes 
its preservation, so far at least as the general public 
is concerned, entirely to the precious medium in 
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which it is embedded. It is hke a fly in amber, and 
interests us only because we wonder “ how the devil 
it there.” 'l‘he way in which it did get theie 
was as follows. It consists of a*. string- of epigiama 
(one might perhaps more fitly have styled it a “ wasp 
in amber ”) which were originally written for a 
magazine edited by Schiller, the Altv attack of the 
Muses, They were intended to appear in con- 
tinuation of a feeiies written jointly by the two 
friends, and aimed at the false tendencies of the 
time, especially in art and literature. These epi- 
grams, to which the Greek name of “ Xenia ” oi 
gifts of hospitality had been given, are themselves 
introduced in the tntermexzo as a swarm of stinging 
insects. Schiller, however, anxious not to rekindle 
the strife, withheld the later series with Goethe’* 
approval 'I'he latter afterwaids inci eased the number, 
and, regrettably enough, incorporated them with, or 
rather interpolated them into the F^ust. 'I'heir 
meaning is often not clear; a brief explanation will 
be found when it is needed. 

Page 201. Mtedtng, — Mieding was stage-manager 

of the theatre at Weimar. 

Page 202. Spirit in process of format on. — Apparently 
aimed at clumsy poetry, in which the most in- 
compatible elements are brought together (cf. the 
opening passage of Horace’s Ars Poetica). 

Page 202. A little couple. — Mawkishly sentimental, 
meaningless songs, in which wiiter and composer 
alike fail to rise, except by an occasional leap, above 
the level of the earth. 

Page 203, Inquisitive Traveller. — This is Nicolai 
again, with allusion to his Description of a Journey 
through Germany and Sivitxerland, in twelve volume". 

Page 203. Orthodox. — Fr, von Stolberg, who had 
attacked Schiller’s Gods oj Greece^ maintaining 
with the Fathers of the Church that these were only 
devils in disguise. 

Page 204. ^Veathercock . — Supposed to represent the 
brothers Stolberg, who from the undue licence of 
their youth became unco guid in their old age. 

Page 204. ta . — See note to page 201, 

Piighls Dream. 
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Page 204, Hennings. — The editor of the Genius of ihe 
Ttme^, who had attacked the Xenia in his magazine. In 
1798 and 1790 he issued a poetical supplement to his 
magazine entitVed J^utugetes^ the Leader of the Muses. 
rhe Genius of the Times became extinct in 1803, 
hence the prefix ci-devant in the last epigram but one. 

Page 205. Inquisitive Traveller . — Nicolai scented 
Jesuitry all over, and amongst others accused ot it 
Lavarer, the crane of the following epigram. 

Page 205. Child of the World. — So Goethe styles 
himhelf in an occasional poem. 

Page 205. Dancers^ Ballet-master and Fiddler . — 
dhtse all speak of the new band, the repiesenutives 
oi \aiious philosophical schools. The philosophers 
follow the bag-pipes as the brutes followed the lyre 
nf Orpheus, doubtless with a sly allusion to “ wind- 
bdj’s " 

Page 206 Idealist. — The Idealists liold with Fichte 
that the whole visible world is a creation of the ego^ 
an iilea. 

P..ge 206, 

SCEITIC. 

They think them near the treasure^ 'when 
They track the famelet fitting. 

The sceptic sarcastically applies to the super- 
naturalist, who concludes from too sltmder evidence to 
tt existence of spirits, the superstjtion concerniltig 
hidden treasure (see note to page 175) 

Page 207. Skilful Trimmers^ et seq — The remain- 
ing epigrams deal with political and social matters. 
T\'j' Skilful Trimmers are those who, when ' the 
World is turned topsy-turvy (by tlie Revolution), 
4 iemsf-lves turn with it to maintain their places. 
They are the “ Vicars of Bray.” The helpless one* 
are tliose that lack the wit to do this. The Will-o*-the- 
Jvisps are the parvenus., the Shooting-stars the fallen 
great ones. I'he Heavy-weights are the advocates of 
violent measures, the << root-and-branch ” politicians. 
Fage 208. 

And all IS dissipated. 

The magic pageant melts into thin air with the 
fiifl ray of dawn, as ghosts flee to their limbo at cock- 
crow. 
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Page 211. 

Lead her /^orth ivith theJiand oj" man. 

The conception clearly is that the devil is restrained 
by a higher hand from inflicting* direct upon 

man or interfering with the course of human justice, 
and this is carried out consistently. He can only act 
upon man by temptation, and thus make one man the 
instrument by which he executes his designs upon 
another. Thus over ^Margaret, innocent, he has no 
power — he must lead her astray through the agency 
of Faust. It is not his sword that pieices Valentine, 
but the sword of Faust, at his prompting. Even 
the topers who are singed with purgatorial fire give 
themselves into his hands by 'their drunkenness., 
And so, though he can smooth Faust's way to the 
dungeon, Faust himself must be the actual agent by 
whom Margaret is set free. 

T'ageaii. The Rat'en-stone . — The round platform 
of masonry on whicli the execution takes place. The 
grim suggestiveness of the title needs no elucidation. 

Page 212. 

mother^ the ivuntony 
She did me to death. 

Gretchen's song is from a Low German legend that 
will be familiar to all readers of Grimm's Tatty 
Tales. It haunts her distracted sense because she, 
like the cruel stepmother, had slain her child. 

Page 220, 

The -wand is snapped. 

After leading the sentence of death, the judge saap(> 
a white wand in twain, an emblem of the death oi 
the criminal. 

Page 222. Hither to me ! — For the ultimate fa'^e o£ 
Faust see note to page 78. 
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GOETHE’S FAUST 
Second Part of the Tragedy 


ACT I 

A PLEASANT LANDSCAPE 

^FaujjT heddei! on flowery iurj, weary, 
rcsdcs^, seehitig sleep. 

Twilight. 

[^Spirit-ring in hovering motion. 
Graceful, tiny forms, 

ARIEL. 

accompanied with Aeolian harps 

When the springtide shower of blossom 
Flutters down all men upon ; 

When on mortals from earth’s bosom 
Smiles the lie Ids’ gieen bcnison ; 

Elves great-soulcd though small of stature 
Haste to help where help they can. 

Good or evil be his nature 
Pity they the luckless man. 

Ye round this head in airy wheel that hover, 

In noble elfm-guise yourselves discover. 

Soothe ye the bosom’s unrelenting strife. 
Withdraw the bitter darts of self-upbraiding, 
Purge ye his soul from horror of past life. 
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Four watches night hath — ere her fading 
Pause not — let each with kindly deeds be rife. 
And first. Jay ye his head on the cool pillow. 
Bathe him in dew from Lethe's vVatera drawn. 
Soon will the cramp-racked limbs be lithe as 
willow. 

If new-refreshed he sleep to meet the dawn. 
Fiiilll the fairest elfin-rite, 

Give liim again to the holy light. 

CHORUS. . 

^Singly ^ by tnvos and many togethif 
alternately and collecli^vcly^ 

( Serenade , ) 

When soft breezes swell, and vagrant 
Haunt the green-embosomed lawn, — 
Twilight sheds its spices fragrant, 

Sinks its mists like curtains drawn, 

Breathes sweet peace, his heart compose* 
Like a child's that rests from play. 

On his eyes so weary, closes 
Soft the portals of the day. 

( Notturno , ) 

Now the Night more deeply darkles, 

Linketh holy star to star. 

Mighty torches, tiny sparkles. 

Glimmer near and gleam afar. 

Glassed within the lake they glimmer. 

Gleam in Night's unclouded round ; 

Throned aloft the moon's full shimmer 
Seals the blioS of peace profound. 
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( Mattutmo . ) 

Now the hours are spent and over, 

Weal and woe are swept away. 

Dream of hfealth ! Thou wilt recover I 
Trust the gleam of new-born day i 
Vales grow green, and swell like pillows 
Hills to shady rest that woo, 

And in swaying silver billows 
Waves the corn the harvest to. 

(ReuetL ) 

Wish on wish viouldst compass crowded. 

Lift thine eyes to yon bright steep. 

Only softly art thou shrouded, 

Cast away the shell of sleep ! 

Falter not! Thine heart embolden 
When the throng faint-hearted flees. 

Naught is from the brave withhoJden 
Who is wise and sWift to seize, 

\_A tremendous tumult heralds the 
approach of the sun. 

ARIEL. 

Lark I The Hours in storm are winging. 

And, to spirit ears loud-ringing. 

Now the new-born day is springing. 

Rocky portals clang asunder, 

Pliocbus’ wheels roll forth in thunder. 

What a tumult brings the light ! 

Loud the trump of dawn hath sounded. 

Eye is dazzled, ear astounded, 

The Unheard no ear may smite. 

Slip ye to your silent palace. 

Deep within the floweret’s chalice. 

In the cliffs and ’neath the leaf i 
If it reach you, ye are deaf! 
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r life's pulses ncwly-quickcned now awaken, 
Softly to greet the ethereal tw.Uight leaping ; 
Thou Earth thiough this night too hast stood 
unshaken, 

And at my feet fresh breathest from thy sleeping. 
Thou girdest me about with gladness, priming 
My soul to stern resolve and strenuous keeping, 
Onward to strive, to liigliest life still climbing. — 
Unfolded lies the world in twilight-shimmer; 
With thousand-throated song the woods are 
chiming ; 

The dales, wherethrough the mist- wreaths wind, 
lie dimmer, 

Vet heavenly radivince plumbs the deeps un- 
numbered, 

And bough and twig, new-quickened, bud and 
glimmer 

Forth from the fragrant depths where sunk they 
slumbered, 

Whilst hue on hue against the gloom still 
heightens, 

Where bloom and blade with qulveiing pearls 
are cumbered. 

A veiy Paradise about me lightens! 

Look up ! — The giant peaks that rise supernal 
Herald the solemn hour ; foi them first brightens 
The early radiance of the light eternal. 

Upon us valley-dwellers later showeicd. 

Now are the green-sunk, Alpine meadows vernal 
Witli radiant? uew and new distinctness dowered, 
And stepwise downward liath the splendour 
thriven. 
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He sallies forth, and 1 mine overpowered 
And aching eyes to turn away am driven. 


Thus when a yearning hope, from fear and 
wonder 

Jp to the highest wish in trust hath striven, 
riie portals of fulfilment yawn asunder. 

Then bursts from yonder depths whose days 
ne’er dwindle 

I hvccss of flame — we stand as rmit with thunder. 
"I'iie torch of life*it was we sought to kindle, 

A sea of fire, and what a fire ! — hath penned us. 
Is't l^ove ? Is’t Hate? that yonder glowing 
spindle 

In bliss and bale alternating tremendous 
Al'out us twines, till we the dazed beholders 
To veil our gaze in Earth’s fresh mantle wend 
us. 


Nay then, the sun shall bide behind my 
shoulders ! 

The cataract, that through the gorge doth thunder 
I’ll watch with growing rapture, ’mid the boulders 
bhom plunge to j>lunge down-rolling, rent 
asunder 

In thousand thousand streamsy, aloft that shower 
boam upon hissing foam, the depths from under. 
Yet blossoms from this storm a radiant flower ; 
Tile painted rainbow bends its changeful being. 
Now lost in air, now limned with clearest })Ower, 
vSliedding this fragrant coolness round us fleeing. 
Its rays an image of man’s efforts render ; 

Think, and more cleaily wilt thou grasp it, seeing 
Life in the many-hued, reflected splendour. 
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IMPERIAL PALACE 
The Throne- R90M 
Privy Council^ avuaiting the Emperor, 
Flourish of trumpets. 

Enter Court Retainers of all hinds ^ splendidly 
clad. The Emperor iahes his seat on tht 
throne ; the Astrologer on his right hand. 


Greeting, my Trusty, Well-beloved, 

Gathered from near and far! Now marry. 

The Wise Man at my side doth tarry. 

But whither is the Fool removed ? 

squire. 

Behind thy mantle’s tram — no rare case — 

He fell of a heap upon the staircase. 

The load of fat they bore away, 

Or dead, or drunk, can no man say. 

second squire. 

And in his place another straightway 
Thrust him, or ere to give his mate way 
’ The throng had parted, clad with art 
So quaint, though rich, that all men start. 

The guards their halberds in the gateway 
Crosswise to bar his entrance hold, 

Yet there he comes, the F ool so bold ! 

MEPHISTOPHF.LES, 

[hneeling at the throne. 
What is accursed, yet welcome ever r 
What sought, yc ever chased away ? 
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What is aye taken into favour ? 

What chidden and condemned for aye ? 
What must thou,rfo thine aid not summon ? 
What name rings sweet to every man ? 
What nears thy throne with happy omen? 
What from thy throne itself doth ban? 


S])are at this time with words to fiddle ! 
iiere is no place to rhyme and riddle. 

These gentlemen with such affairs 
Concern them. Pray resolve me theirs 1 
IM hear it gladly 1 Mine old Fool, 1 fear me. 
Is far afield. Have thou his place ! Come 
near me ! 


MEPHISTOPHfcLLS 

up arid takes his stand on the 
left of the throne. 

CONFUSED MURMURS OF THE THRONG. 

A new Fool conies — New pains begin — 
Whence comes he heie — How came he in — 
The old Fool tripped — Into the grave — 

He was a tub — This is a stave — 


Well then, ye Trusty, Well-beloved, 
Welcome from near and far ! Ye cannot 
Assemble ’neath a fairer planet. 

Yonder overhead our counsels are approved, 
And luck and welfare writ. Yet wherefore, 
Now, when our cares we nothing care for, 
But masks and mummery prepare for. 
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And think on naught but merry-making, 
Wherefore torment ourselves with counsel- 
taking : 

Yet since ye deem the task we may not shun, 
What is done shall not be undone. 

LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR- 

The loftiest virtue, like an aureole, 

Circles the Emperor’s head. This virtue sole 
With valid force he exercises. 

Justice it is ! — What every mqrtal prizes, 

What all demand, all wish, and may not want it. 
With him it rests unto his folk to grant it. 

Yet ah ! what profitcth man’s mind good sense, 
Good-will his hand, his heart benevolence. 
When through the State a fever runs and revels, 
And evil hatches out its brood of evils ^ 

Who from this eminence the realm o’ereyes, 
Him seems a nightmare, where, in grisly wise. 
Its court Misshape ’mid things misshapen holdeth, 
Unlaw in forms of Law its violence mouldeth, 
And a whole w^orld of Error still unfoldeth. 

This man steals herds, a woman that, 

And cross and candlestick and chalice 
The altar from, and vaunts his malice 
For years, whole-skinned, inviolate. 

The courts are crowded late and early. 

The judge sits high in cushioned state, 

The while the frenzied hurly-burly 
Of Riot rages, waxing great. 

Who hath most mates in crime, unwroken 
In crime may iteep him to the hilt, 

And Guilty ! is the verdict spoken 
O’er Innocence at bay, by Guilt. 
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Thus crumbles all the world asunder, 

All reverence tread they in the dust. 

How should the feeling grow, I wonder. 

Alone that lea^ls tws to the Just? 

The well-intentioned man at length 
Yields to the flatterer, the briber ; 

The judge turns felon, when his strength 
To wield the rod is cut i' the fibre. 

Tve painted black, but fain would drape 
The picture in a thicker crape. 

\_Pausc. 

c needs must seek some wholesome measure. 
When all are wronged and wrong at pleasure 
Fdlls Majesty itself a prey. 

COMMANDFR OK THE FORCES, 

In these wild times how fierce all rages I 
Each slays and is slain for his wages, 

And deaf to the command are they. 

The Ritter in his rocky eyrie. 

The Burgher in his ramparts’ bound 
Have sworn together to outweary 
‘.)ur forces, and they stand their ground. 

The mercenary, restive growing, 

Doth turbulent! y clamour for his pay. 

And would, to him were naught more owing, 
Fairly and frankly run away. 

Whoso forbids — what all delighted 
Would see — hath stirred a horneis’ nest. 

The I'hnpirc they to shield are plighted 
'Neath their own hands lies sacked and waste. 
We let their frenzy raging riot. 

Now half the world to wrack doth turn. 
Without are kings still ; they in quiet 
Look on and think it none of their concern. 
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LORD HIGH TREASURER, 

Who in allies can have affiance ? 

On promised subsidies reliance ? 

Like pipe-borne water fails thfc . 

And Sire, I fain would have resolved 
On whom the lordship hath devolved 
In thy wide states, for wheresoe’er we go 
A new lord lords it, nor will homage tender. 
Needs must we idly watch him play the king • 
We of so many rights have made surrender. 
Ourselves no more have right to anything. 

On parties too there’s no reliance. 

However they are called, of late. 

Whether they praise or breathe defiance. 
Indifferent grown are love and hate. 

For now to rest them from their labour 
Lie hidden Ghibelline and Guelph. 

And what man now will help his neighbour ? 
Each has enough to help himself. 

Nailed up with boards are now Gold’s portals, 
And scratch and scrape and hoard all mortals, 
The while our coffers empty gape. 

LORD HIGH SENESCHAL. 

What mischief 1 as well must suffer, 

And every day my task grows tougher \ 

We use more daily, yet to scrape 
And spare each day our brains we rack, 

T rue, on the kitchen rests a benlson, 

F or wild-swine, stags and hares and venison. 
Pheasant and poultry, goose and duckling, 

Our greedy lauier still are suckling. 

What’s paid in kind still hangs not back- 
Yet in the end the wine doth lack. 
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Vineyard and vintage once the best were 
nuzzling, 

Cask upon cask, in number puzzling, 

Our cellars in» With endless guzzling 
Our noble lords have fairly drained them dry. 
The City Council too must broach its liquor. 
They drink from bowl, they drink from beaker, 
And ’neath the board the feast doth lie. 

Now I must pay what each disburses ! 

The Jew will show his tender mercies, 
iSo pawned beforehand the State-Purse is, 

And each year eatf we next yearns pie ; 

And pawned the pillow on the bed is. 

The swine can’t fatten, nay, the bread is 
Once eat already ere it see the board. 

EMPEROR, 

[jifter some rejlection^ to Mephistopheles, 
Say, Fool, canst not thou too some ill record? 

MEPHISTOPHELLS. 

Marry, not I ! To look upon this splendour ! 
What could such sight but confidence engender, 
Where Majesty bears undisputed sway, 

Where ready might sweeps hostile arms away, 
And where Good-will, by Reason nerved, doth 
stand 

With manifold activity at hand ? 

What could unite for mischief in such muster? 
For darkness what, where stars so radiant 
cluster ? 


CONFUSED MURMURS. 

That is a rogue — That knows his cue— 
And lies himself — Well into view — 
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Full well I know — What lurks behind — 
What pray ? — He’ll moot some Scheme, 
you’ll find — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Where doth not something lack, on this wide 
earth ? 

Here this, here that, of money here is dearth. 

True, you can’t pick it from the floor at pleasure, 

And yet can wisdom reach the deepest treasure. 

In mountain-vein, in walled foundation, 

Coined and uncoined hath gold its habitation. 

And should you ask who’ll bring the same to 
light : 

The gifted mim, with Mind’s and Nature’s 
might. 


LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR. 

Nature and Mind ! To Christian ears such 
treason ! 

Why atheists for no better reason 

Are burned. Such talk is highly perilous. 

Nature is Sin and Mind is Devil ! 

They nurse between them Doubt, their evil- 
Favoured bastard. Tell not us ! 

Two stocks produced, to be its glory. 

The Fmperor’s ancient Territory. 

They buttress worthily his throne : 

1 he Saints and Knights ! They bear the burden 
Of every storm, and for their guerdon 
Take Church and State to be their own. 

The rabble-will of doting dizzards 
They set them stoutly to withstand. 

The heretics, I mean, the wizards ! 

’Tis they that i ain town and land. 
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These wilt thou now with shameless juggle 
Into these lofty circles smuggle. 

To hearts corrupt in trust ye snuggle 
That with the F(5ol are glove to hand. 

MEPHISTOPHELF-S. 

Thereby the learned Sir I recognise ! 

What ye not handle, miles far from ye lies ; 
What ye not grasp, that fails you through and 
through ; 

What ye not reckon, think ye, is not true ; 
What ye not weigh, it hath no weight, say ye ; 
What ye not coin, it hath no currency. 

EMPEROR. 

Thereby to ease our needs dost naught determine. 
What wilt at this time with thy Lenten sermon ? 
I’m weary of this endless ho^jo and if\ 

Money we want — get money. Gad's my life ! 

MEPHISTOPHFLES. 

Til get you nil you wish and more. ’Tis true 
The task is light — yet light is heavy too. 
j-t lies already there — but how to reach it 
Aye, there’s the art — but where’s the man to 
teach it ? 

Bethink thee how, in yonder panic-stricken 
Times, when o’er land and folk alike did thicken 
The whelming human floods, his dearest treasure 
To hide, spite of his fear, this man found leisure 
And that, or here or there ; thus ’neath the sway 
Of mighty Rome, and thus till yesterday. 

Aye, till to-day it was. This all lies buried 
Beneath the soil — the Emperor’s soil — and 
quarried 

The Emperor’s ’twill be. 
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LORD HIGH TREASURER. 

The Fool hath will 

Such is indeed the ancient En]peror’s right. 

LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR. 

’Tis Satan lays for you his golden springes ; 

All right and pious laws the scheme infringes. 

LORD HIGH SENESCHAL. 

So he bring welcome gifts to Court, no tittle 
Care I, e*en though I be i’ the wrong a little. 

COMMANDER OF THE FORCES. 

The Fool hath wit — bids all unto the feast; 
Whence it may come, the Soldier troubles least. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And if belike ye think I seek to cozen, 

Let the Astrologer be umpire chosen. 

Zone upon zone, each Hour and House he 
knows. 

Come tell us now what aspect Heaven shows ! 

CONFUSED MURMURS. 

Two rogues they are — They're hand and 
glove — 

Fantastico and Fool — They move 
Beside the Throne — The song is stale — 
The Fool doth prompt — The Wise Man^s 
tale — 


ASTROLOGER 

\jpeaksy Mephistopheks prompts. 
The Sun himself is purest Gold indeed ; 

The Herald Mt* cury serves for love and meed ; 
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Dame Venus hath bewitched you all, for she 
Morning and eve looks on you lovingly ; 

Chaste Luna hath her lunes most whimsical ; 
Mars, though, he fcmite not, threatens you withal; 
And Jupiter hath still the fairest gleam ; 

Saturn is great, yet far, and small doth seem ; 
As metal him we lightly venerate. 

Of trifling worth, yet heavy is his weight. 

Is Sol with Luna in conjunction twirled, 

Silver with Gold, then is it merry world. 

All else is lightly won : fair garden-closes, 
Palaces, dainty breasts, and cheeks like roses. 
These will procure the deeply learned man. 
Who can do that which none amongst us can. 


I hear his every word twice o’er. 

Yet doth it not convince me more. 

CONFUSED MURMURS. 

Some trick I smoke — A threshed-out joke- 
Calendary, Alchymistry — 

Time and again — I’ve hoped in vain — 

And should he come — ’Twill prove a hum- 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

They stand about and gape in wonder. 

Trust not the treasure-trove I’ve found ; 

But some of magic mandrakes maunder. 

Some maunder of the Swarthy Hound, 

What though the one sets all the prickles 
Of his keen wit on end, and one 
Cries sorcery, his sole still haply tickles, 
Stumbles his foot where is no stone. 
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All feel the secret operation 
Of Nature’s never-failing sway. 

And from Karth’s nethermost foundation 
A living trail worms up its waj^. • 

When every member jerks and twitches. 

When runs a thrill all down your spine. 

Then fall to work to dig and mine. 

There lies the fiddler, there the riches! 

CONFUSED MURMURS 

My feet arc turned to lead throughout — 
I’ve cramp i’ the arm — but that is gout — 
How my great toe doth twitch and tweak— 
And all my back is but one ache — 

By all these tokens lies around 
The very richest treasure-ground. 


Come ! thou shalt make me no denial. 

Thy froth of lies put to the trial ; 

Show us forthwith these spaces ample ! 
Sceptre and sword, to set example 
I’ll doff, and an thou lie not, lend 
Mine own high hands the work to end. 
Thee, if thou lie, to Hell I’ll send ! 

MEPHlSTOPHi' LES. 

I’d find my way there unassisted, marry ! — 
Yet to proclaim I cannot weary 
AVhat ownerless lies waiting every where- 
The hind through earth that drives the share 
Turns with the clod a crock of gold up. 
From the clay wall he seeks saltpetre, and 
All fearful glad, he findeth rolled up 
Gold upon gold, within his needy hand. 
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What vaults to burst ! Into what courses, 

What rifts and shafts, what hidden sources 
His way the treasure-seeker forces, 

The confines of th^ nether-world ! 
in cellars roomy, sealed, the dciver 
Sees golden goblet, platter, salver, 
ill gleaming row on row unfurled. 

I'here beakers wrought from rubies twinkle ; 

nd would he use them, here’s a wrinkle — 

A world-old liquor stands in sight. 

Vtui will ye trust me ? long since rotten 
Tile staves are, yet’the wine hath gotten 
A cask of crust all staunch and tight. 

Such noble wines enshroud their essence. 

Not gold and gems their iridescence 
Alone, in horror and in gloom. 

Boldly the wise these secrets rifle. 

What, know by daylight I That’s a trifle ! 
in blackest night are mysteries at home. 

EMPhROR. 

Them leave I thee 1 If aught hath worth, 
beshrew me 

It must unto the light ! What boots the gloomy ? 
Who rightly knows the rogue by night-time, 
pray, ^ 

Whenas all cows are black, all cats are gray ? 
The crocks hereunder with their golden freight. 
Drive thou the ploughshare, and unearth them 
straight. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Take spade and mattock, dig and burrow 
Thyself! The peasant-toil, O King, 

^^^ill make thee great, and from the furrow 
A herd of golden calves will spring. 
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Then may St adorn with joy ecstatic 
Thyself, thy love, shun no extravagance ; 
Jewels that flash with myriad hues prismatic 
Beauty and Majesty alike enhance. 


Forthwith! Forthwith! Come, put me off no 
longer I 

ASTROLOGi-.R (as alfovr). 

Sire, pray you moderate this instant hunger ! 
First let slip by the motley merry games ; 

We may not reach the goal with scattered aims. 
By self-command we first must school our spirit; 
The Under by the Over must wc merit ; 

Who sceketh Good must fiist be good. 

Who would have joy, first let him calm hi> 
blood ; 

Who wine, ripe grapes mus( press, when the 
nights lengthen ; 

Who hopes for miracles, his faith must strengthen 

I.MPFROR. 

Well then, wc’Il waste the hours with 
merriment, 

Yet wished-for come Ash- Wednesday and Lent. 
Meanwhile we'll keep, whatever may befall. 

But the moie merrily our mad Carnival. 

Tuckets . Exeunt. 

MEPHISTOP4ELES. 

How Fort me linked is with Merit 
To their fools’ wits doth ne’er occur. 

Had they the Philosopher’s Stone, I swear it, 
The Stone had no Philosopher. 
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Spacious Hall, 

^nvith side^chamhers, adorned and ar- 
ranged for the Masquerade. 


Expect not, as in German revels. 

Dances of Death, of Fools, of Devils ; 

A lightsome feast you’ll have anon. 

Rome ward our Lord his way did measure. 
Himself to profit, you to pleasure. 

Climbed the high Alps that breast the azure, 
And thus a lightsome realm he won. 

He begged him on his progress Romcwards 
At holy soles the right to reign. 

When for himself the Crown he carried 
homewards, 

Fcr us he brought the Fool’s Cap with him then. 
Now are we all new-born and jolly ! 

Now every worldly-prudent man 

Snugly o’er head and ears doth draw it wholly ; 

It likens him to madbrained Folly — 

'Neath it he hath such wisdom as he can. 

Lo now ! Their ranks they marshal yonder. 
Pair them in love or sway asunder ; 

Band links to band i’ the vestibule. 

Come forth, let shame not stay yrur coming ! 
The World, this Realm of mad Misrule, 

With all its mockeries and mumming, 

Is still the one great motley Fool. 

FLOWER GIRLS. 

^Song accompanied nvith Mandoline : 

We, to win your commendation 
Decked to-night in seemly sort, 



Goethe’s Faust 


30 

Maids of Florence, left our nation 
With the brilliant German court. 

In our auburn tresses cluster , 

Blossoms bright of many a hue. 

Floss of silk doth lend its lustre. 

Threads of silk are woven through. 

Great the service that we render. 

So we deem, and bright our cheer. 
Wrought with art in fadeless splendour 
Bloom our blossoms all the year. 

Many a tinted shred and snippet 
In due symmetry is set. 

Piece by piece though ye may quip it, 
i^oth the whole delight ye yet. 

Fair are we in form and feature. 
Flower-maids, coquets beside. 

For who knows not woman’s nature 
Is with art so near allied ? 

HERALD. 

Show your basket, each fair maiden. 
Brimming with its gorgeous treasure. 
Wherewith head and arm are laden. 

Each shall choose what gives him pleasure. 
Haste ! In many a leafy alley 
Straightway be revealed a garden ! 

Well the throng may round them rally, 
I'air the peddlers, fair their burden. 

KLOWER-GIRLS. 

Buy, come buy, where joy is regnant. 

But no chaffering, we crave ! 
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Pithy words with meaniog pregnant, 
Teach to each what he may have. 

OLIVE-IiFfcAl^CH LADEN WITH FRUIT. 

I 

1 not envy any blossom, 

Open not to strife my bosom, 

Strife is to my nature strange. 

Am I not of lands the marrow, 

Amulet ’gainst spear and arrow, 

Badge of Peace where’er you range? 
And this day I hope discreetly 
Some fair head (o garland meetly. 

WREATH or CORN-EARS (gOLDEn). 

Gifts of Ceres to attire ye 
Seemly will they be and rare. 

What for usage most desiie ye 

Be as your adornment fair ! • 

FANCY WREATH. 

Bright-hued blossoms like to mallows, 
Wrought from moss, a magic-bloon» 1 
Nature doth not frame their fellow”! ; 
Fashion reigneth in her room. 

FANCY NOSEGAY. 

ale to call by name would never 
Theophrastus’ self endeavour. 

Yet, e’en if not ail and any, 

Stih I hope I may please many, 

Who would find me match her gidces, 
Should she weave me in her tresses. 
Should she deign, O happy blossom !— > 
li’en to lay me in her bosom. 
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CHALLENGE. 

Spoken by one of the maidens *who 
hides a hunch , of Jlo'wers hehina 
her hack. 

Let bright fancies, mocking reason. 

For the fashion of a season 
Blossom whimsically moulded, 

Such as Nature ne’er unfolded ; 

Stems of green, gold bells a-cluster. 

Gleam amid the lock’s rich lustre. 

But we 

Here the speaker shows the hidden 
flowers, which prove to be 

ROSEBUDS, 
seek a shy retreat. 

Blest who finds us fresh and sweet ! 

When her banner Summer raises. 

Rosebud into blossom blazes, 

What a bliss each heart surcharges 1 
Budding promise, blooming largesse, 
Sovereign in Flora’s realm, 

Sight and sense and soul o’erwhelm. 

\The flower-maidens daintily set out then 
ware in alleys of green foliage, 

GARDENERS. 

{^Song accompanied by Theorbos 
Lo ! your brows with charms embellish, 
Sweetest flow’rets soft-unclosing. 

Fruit th^t knows not how to cozen 
Ye may taste and tasting relish. 

1 The stage-directions are here supplied by th< 
translator. 
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Proffer faces brown and swarthy, 

Berries, cherries, plums and peaches. 

Buy, for toi^ue, for palate teaches 
Eyes are' judges all unworthy. 

Come, the ripest fruit that grows is 
Here with relish to be eaten. 

Let the poets rhyme of roses. 

But the apple must be bitten ! 

Pray you now, vouchsafe that fellows 
To your rich, young bloom we be. 

Wealth of ware that Autumn mellows 
We will heap in company. 

Then in arbours arching over, 

Decked with garlands gay to boot. 

All at once ye may discover 
Bud and blossom, leaf and fruit. 

\JVith alternate song, accompanied by 
Guitars and Theorbos, both 
Chof’uses continue to set out their 
^fares stepwise from helo*iv up-- 
‘wards, and to offer them to the 
spectators. 

Mother and Daughtfr. 


Lassie, when thou saw^’st the lights 
Straight my little chitty 
In a little cap I dight, 

Thought thee, oh, so jiretty ! 
Thought the lovers came to woo. 
Thought 1 saw thee wedded to 
The richest in the city. 



34 


Goethe’s Faust 


Lack-a-day, the years have fled 
In a train unbroken ! 

Gallant 'wooers nasx us sp^d. 

Never a one hath spoken ! 

Yet with this didst dance and chat^ 

With thine elbow unto that 
Gav’st a silent token. 

All our feasts in vain were held, 

Never could we snatch one. 

Forfeits, tervsey, nauoht availed, 

Though they often match' one. 

This day are the fools let loose ; 
Sweetheart, ope thy lap, who knows : 
Haply wilt thou catch one ! 

GIRL-PLAYMATFS 

and fairy join her, A confident 
iml chatter is heard, 

FISH^RS AND FOWLERS 
^^ivith netsyjishing-rodsy limed tnvigSy and 
other gear, enter and mingle *ivith 
the pretty giAs, Reciprocal 
attempts to ‘win, to catch, to e^vade, 
and to hold fast, give occasion to 
the most agreeable dialogues, 

WOODCVTTERS 

Renter boisterously and uncouthly^ 
Room ! Make a clearing ! 

Room, and be limber, 

Foi we fell timber ! 

Crashing it tumbles, 

And jolts and rumbles 
The load we're bearing. 
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Due honour grudge not. 

But pray divine, folk. 

Did rough folk drudge not 
All 'round about them. 

How would the fine folk 
Make shift without them. 

For all their fretting^ 

This mark ye ever. 

For ye would shiver 
But for our sweating. 

1>ULCINELLI. 

LTjigiiifily^ almost imbecile 
The foolish yc are. 

Born stooping. W'c are 
The Jihrewd, the clever, 

That biire naught ever. 

For cap and jacket 
We count no packet ; 

We bear them Jight/y, 

And snug and S]>right]y, 

All labour loathing. 

Our slippered sloth in. 

Through throng and market 
We gaily sjnirk it. 

There stand we gaping. 

Gibing and japing. 

And thus we justle 
Through crowd and bustle. 

Eel-like we slip through. 

Together trip through. 

Riot together. 

Nor do wc — whether 
Ye praise or bJame us — - 
Or pride or shame us. 
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PARASITES. 

{^Fa^nihi^Iy Hckfrish)^ 

Of you, stout beareif. 

And your toil’s sharei 
The charcoal-burners, 

Wc arc not spurncrs. 

For all our bowing. 
Assenting faces. 

And fulsome phrases. 

Our double-blowing 
That warms or chiHcth 
As one man fceleth. 

What could it profit ? 

For were lire sent us 
From Meaven portentous. 
What had we of it. 

Were there no fiie-wooi. 
Nor charcoal -lading. 

That swift inspire would 
M'hc embers fading ? 

What roasting, frizzling, 
What boiling, sizzling 1 
Your daini y-picker 
The plattc. -iicker. 

Scents roast, is able 
At tish to guess too. 

Tt whets his zest to 
Flis patron’s table. 

TOPFR, maudlin. 

With my humour nothing quarrels 
On this day, 1 feel so free ; 

.Jollity aLi lusty carols 
I myself have brought with me. 
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So my clay I sprinkle, sprinkle ! 
Clink your glasses ! tinkle, tinkle ! 
Thou behind there, pray come on ! 
Clink yo\ir glasses, and so ’tis done ! 

Shrieked my loving spouse indignant. 
At my motley coat did mock. 

Railed — for all my airs — malignant. 
Out upon thee, mumming-stock ! 

Yet my clay I sprinkle, sprinkle ! 
Clink your glasses ! tinkle, tinkle ! 
Mumming-stocks, clink every one I 
When it tinkles, all is done. 

Never say ; This toper lost is ! 
Snugly here in port I’m laid. 

Will the host not trust, the hostess 
Will, and will not she, the maid. 

Still my clay I sprinkle, sprinkle ! 
Up, ye comrades ! tinkle, tinkle ! 
Each to each, and on and on. 

Nay, I fancy, now ’tis done ! 

Naught I reck, but take my pleasure, 
Where and how it comes to hand. 
Let me lie here at my leisure. 

For I can no longer stand. 

CHORUS. 

Brothers all, your clay besprinkle ! 
Toasting gaily, tinkle, tinkle ! 

Bench and board sit tightly on ! 
Under the table, nay, he’s done ! 
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THE HERALD 

^announces drvcrs poets^ Poets of 
• Nature^ Courtly and f^nightly 
Minstrels, Sentimentalists and En- 
thusiasts. In the throng of rivals 
of all sorts, no one allovus another 
to come to speech. One slinks past 
nvith a fenv vuords. 


SATIRICAL POET. 

Know ye far and away what 
Me, poet, were most dear to ? 

Could 1 but sing, and say what 
No mortal would lend ear to. 

[fl'he Nocturnal and Charnel-house 
Poets beg to he excused, inasmuch 
as they happen at this very niomeni 
to he engaged in a most interesting 
conversation vuith a freshly-arisen 
vampire, nvherefrom haply a nenv 
genre of poetry may be evolved.; 
the Herald has no choice but to 
accept the excuse as valid, ami 
mean<while calls forth Grecian 
Mythology, nuhich even in a modern 
mask loses neither its individual 
character nor its charm. 

The Graces. 

AGLAIA. 

Grace we bring ♦■o grace your living — 

Give with grace if ye be giving. 
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HfcGEMONE. 

Take with grace if ye be taking. 
Charming is to g'jt what’s lacking. 

EUPHROSYNE. 

And in Life’s calm narrows ranking, 
'I’hank with grace if ye be thanking. 


Fates. 

ATROPOS. 

Eldest of the Fates, from Yonder, 

I this time to spin am bidden. 

Much to think on, much to ponder, 

In Life’s thin-spun thread lies hidden. 

Supple that it be and tender 
Have I winnowed flax the finest. 

Even thread and smooth and slender, 
Nimble finger, see thou twinest. 

Would ye in the dance’s pleasure 
All too wanton trip and tap it, 

Tliink ye on this thread’s scant measure 
Have a care, else might ye snap it ! 


Unto me of late the trenchant 
f'hears entrusted are to ply, 

For the conduct of our Ancient 
Did not greatly edify. , 



Goethe’s Faust 


Yarn most worthless span she ever 
Long drawn out in light and air, 

Hope of glorious gain did sevci;, 

Dragged it to the sepulchre. 

Yet with youth’s rash judgment reigning 
Often went 1 too astray ; 

But the sheais, my zeal restraining. 

Bear I in their sheath to-day. 

So I wear my bonds with plcasiue, 

Gracious look this place upon.. 

Ye in these glad hours of leisure 
Frolic ever on and on. 

LACHESIS. 

I that have alone discretion 
Range as heretofore the thread. 

My control, all animation. 

Never hath itself o’ersped. 

Threads are coming, threads are spooling, 

Each 1 guide upon its way. 

None evades my finger’s ruling. 

From its circle none may stray. 

Should 1 pause in heedless leisure 
Were I for the World in pain. 

Hours they number, years they mcasuie. 

And the Weaver takes the skein. 

HERALD. 

They that come next, ye would not recognise 
them, 

And were ye ne’er so versed in ancient writers. 



Part II 41 

To look on them, that are the fierce incitei s 
Of mischief fell, as welcome guests ye'd prize 
them. 

I 

The FURIES are they, no one will believe us. 
Fair are they, comely - fashioned, kindly, 
youthful ; 

lend them ear, you'll find our warning 
truthful, 

idiese doves with serpents' f.ings wound deep 
and grievous. 

True dicy arc treacherous, but the season urges 
f'ach fool to wear his cap and flaunt his folly ; 
Xor do they either pose as angels holy, 
but own themselves the town's, the city's 
scourges. 


The Furies, 
alicto. 

What boots it ? For to trust us ye’ll ne'er 
stickle. 

We're coaxing pussies, pretty, young and tricksy. 

Hath one of ye a darling kicksy-wicksy, 

liis ears we will so softly scratcli and tickle, 

Fill we may say — our malice no wise clothing — 

Her wanton eye from this to that man rambles. 

She’s ciookt i' the back, all wit doth lack, and 
shambles 

And is she his betrothed, quite good for nothing. 

And the betrothed — her too wc sorely pester^ 

Her Dear — 'twas yester-sennight, more bj 
token — 
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Of her to such an one hath lightly spoken, 

And though they make it up, tlie wound will 
fester. 

MEGAERA. * 

That is but jest ! Are they once wed, the sequel 
I take in hand, and no one could be fitter 
The fairest bliss with humours to embitter. 
Unequal aie man's moods, the hours unequal, 

And none that clasps what most he was desiring 
But turns to more-desired with foolish yearning. 
The highest bliss — grown stale by custom — 
spurning, 

He shuns the sun, and in the frost seeks filing. 

And all this I exploit, adroit and supple. 

And Asmodcus, tiusty fiend, I summon 
To scatter timely strife 'rwixt man and woman, 
And so mankind I mar, couple by couple. 

TISH’HONF. 

Poison, steel, not tongues malicious, 

Mix I, whet I for the traitor. 

Lov'st thou others, sooner, later, 
Overtakes thee doom pernicious. 

Sweetest, briefest in duration. 

Turned to gall and venomed spume is. 
Here for chaffering no room is, 

As the crime the expiation. 

Let none prate to me of pardon ! 

To the cliffs I cry Tor vengeance ! 

Echo, hark ! doth answer: Vtngeanct / 

Is he false, be Death his guerdon I 
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HERALD. 

Pray you, be pleased to step aside a little, 

For what comes now is like you not a tittle. 

Lo, where a mduntain surges through the throng, 
Its flanks with housings gay majestically hung [ 
A head, long tusks, a snaky trunk i* the middle. 
Mysterious, yet the mystery I’ll unriddle. 

A daintily-delicatc woman on his neck 
With slender staff doth guide him at her beck. 

'[ he other, throned aloft, of queenly mien, 

Is girt with glory dazzling to be seen. 

Beside her, chained, go noble women, fearful 
And downcast one, the other blithe and cheerful. 
For that doth wish, but this doth feel her free. 
Each let them tell us who they be. 


Lurid flambeaux’ murky glory, 

Lamps and tapers gleam around i., 

In this wild phantasmagory 
1, alas ! in chains am bound. 

Hence ! Your grins provoke suspicion 1 
Laughers laughable, avaunt ! 

All my foes with fierce derision 
On this night my footsteps haunt. 

Here, a friend grown foe doth fray me. 
Spite his mask 1 know him ! Stay, 
Yonder’s one that fain would slay me ! 
Now unveiled he slinks away. 

This way, that way, flight 1 ponder. 
Fain into the world had sped, 

But destruction threatens yonder. 

Holds me here ’midst reek and dread. 
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HOPE. 

Fairest greeting, each dear sister ^ 
Though ye have to-day /ind yester- 
l)ay in masks beguiled sorrdw, 

Well 1 know that on the morrow 
Ye will dofF the garb of folly ; 

And if by the torches’ lustre 
Find we no peculiar pleasure^ 

Yet in days of merry leisure. 

As our will doth bid us wholly. 

Singly now, now in a cluster, 

Wc shall stray through pleasant closes. 
Rest or stir as each one chooses. 

And in life of careless lapturc 
Naught forgo, each pleasuie capture ; 
Every where, all shyness scouting. 

Will we enter, at each feast 
Welcome gutsts, nor over doubting 
Somewhere must we find the best. 

PRUDl'NCh. 

Two of man’s worst loeb enchained, 

Fcai and H'^pe, in bonds unsliivcred. 

From the Commonwealth iCvStiained 
Bring 1 ! Room ! Ye are delivered! 

Here the live colossus lead I, 

On his back his' castle be.irs he. 

O’er steep pathways, slow and steady, 

Step by ste}) unflagging fares he. 

On the batti raent, with pinions 
Broad and swift, yon goddess reigneth. 

That to widen her dominions 
She may turn where’er she dcigneth. 
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Glance and glory round her hover. 

Radiant afar she rideth. 

Victory, that goddess over 
AH activities freaideth. 

ZOILO-THERSITES. 

Hoo — hoo ! hoo — hoo ! here come I Viii* 

And all as bad alike berate. 

But as my choicest Houting-stock 
name Victory I mean to mock. 

She with her brace of pinions white 
Doth fancy her an eagle quite, 

And turn her where she will, avei s 
That every land and folk arc hers. 

But where aught notable is done 
I buckle straight my harness on. 

Up with the deep, down with the high. 

The crooked straight, the straight awiy ! 

That is a feast doth never pall. 

Thus will I on this earthly ball. 

HERALD. 

Thou ribald cur, thy back then gall 
The pious truncheon’s master-stroke ! 

There mayst thou straightway writhe and crook. 
Tile double dwarfish thing doth hump 
Itself into a loathsome lump. 

But marvel ! Lump to egg doth grow. 

Puds itself up and cracks in two. 

And Jo ! the egg a strange twin-pair. 

The adder and the bat, doth bear. 

That crawls along its dusty track. 

This to the ceiling flutters black. 

They haste without to join again. 

Not I to make a third were fain ! 
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CONFUSED MURMURS. 

Quick ! behind tliere dancing is! 
WouJd I were well out of this! 
How the spectral brood in spite 
Round us weaves its mazy flight ■ 
Now it whizzes past my hair! 

On my foot I felt it there I 
None of us is hurt outright. 

Yet arc all o’cicome with fright. 
Wholly spoiled is all the fun ! 

That the vermin counted on. 

HERALD. 

Since with masks when ye recruit ye 
Mine hath been the herald’s duty. 

At the portal watch I wary 
Lest into your revels merry 
Aught there slink of harmful favour. 
Neither wince I neither waver. 

Yet 1 fear that through the casement 
Airy spirits drift. Amazement! 

This is magic, witchcraft arrant! 
Naught against it can I warrant. 

If the dwarf aroused suspicion. 
Streams behind a mighty vision I 
Fain would I interpretation 
Make thereof, as seems my station. 
But what can't be comprehended 
Can I not explain or show you. 

All pray help to teach me. Lo you. 
Where athwart the throng a splendid 
Four-yoked chariot comes gliding, 
Drawn through ail, yet not dividing 
Anywhere the throng in sunder. 
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Nowhere are they crowded yonder. 

Sec afar gay colours glimmer. 

Stars bright-tinted flit and iiimmer. 

Like a magiolanlern’s shimmer. 

Like the storm- wind’s fierce assault 
Rush they 1 Room! I shudder! 

BOY-CHARIOTEER. 

Halt 

Fold, ye steeds, your pinions idle, 

Quio'k to own the wonted bridle. 

Quell, as I quell, 'this your fiery 
Mettle, rush when I inspire ye 
Onward. Here due honour showing 
Pause ye. Maik in numbers growing, 

Ring on ring, admirers round us. 

Herald, up 1 Thine to expound us, 

Fre we flee, to read our stories. 

Thine to paint, to name, to show us, 

For we all are allegories, 

Wherefore shouldst thou surely know uj, 

HERALD. 

Nay, thy name I cannot gather, 

Ha|)ly could describe thee rather. 

bOY-CHARlOTEER. 

Try it, then ! 

HERALD. 

One must avow 

Firstly, young and fair art thou. 

A half - grown stripling — yet the women’s 
pleasure 

Would be to see thee grown to fullest measure. 
To me thou dost appear a future wooer, 

Frail woman’s born and sworn undoer. 
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BOY-CHARIOTEER. 

Nay, that^s worth hearing ! On with thee ! 
Find for thyself the riddle’s n^rr^ key. 

HERALD. 

Black lightning of the eyes ! The tressee 
dusk in 

A gleaming jewelled diadem ! 

And what a dainty robe doth stream 
Down from the shoulders to the buskin, 

With glist’ring gaud and purple hem. 

Maid, might one flout thee, yet I’ll warrant 
Thou wouldst already, should it be 
For weal or woe, with maids pass current. 
Tiiey’d teach thee soon thine A B C. 

BOY-CHARIOTEER. 

And he that every eye doth ravish 
Refulgent on his chariot-throne r 


A King he seemeth, rich and lavish. 
Happy that hath his favour won ! 

He hath no further goal to capture. 
Where haply faileth aught he spies, 
And hath in giving such pure rapture 
As wealth and fortune far outvies. 

BOY-CHARIOTEFR. 

Yet must thou cease not to survey him. 
Right narrowly thou must portray him. 


Not to portray is Majesty ! 

A healthy moonface though I see. 
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Full lips and cheeks that richly blooming 
beneath the turban shine becoming. 

Ills robe, that falls m folds, the essence 
Oi richest ease, aAd what a presence ! 

\s Ruler known he seems to me. 

liOV-CHARlOTEER. 

blutLis, the god of riches lie, 

Himself in pomp come hither, for 
Him wishes the lofty Rmperor. 

. HERALD. 

‘Vhat, and what like thyselt aJt, signify. 

HOY-CHARIOTI FR. 

j im Profusion, Poesy am I ; 

The Poet, wrought to perfect measure 
'^Vhen he his most ])eculiar treasure 
iJotli lavish, rich with wealth untold, 

And Plutus’ ])eer for all his gold. 

I grace and gladden dance and rout, 
lid what he lacks, that deal 1 (;ut- 

H1 RALD. 

Thou \aiintcst with the rarest grace, 
bjt show thine arts before our race. 

BOY-CHARIOTELR. 

1 ‘'iiap my fingers! — How it Hitlers 
About the car, and gleams and glitters ! 

Look, where a string of pearls appears : 

[_FiHippliig about him in ad dire'Jion?. 
And golden ciasjis for neck and ears. 

And comb and coronet unfiawed, 

And jew'clled rings, a priceless gaud. 
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And flamelets too I fling, and watch 
If here or there the fire may catch. 


How the sweet mob doth snatch and wrangle ! 
The giver in the throng they’ll tangle. 

He fillips gems as in a dream 
And all would fain snatch up a gem. 

But what IS this ? Another juggle I 
What one to snatch was all a-struggle. 

In sooth he hath small boot thereof ! 

The gift takes wings and flutters off! 

In sunder flies the pearly band, 

And beetles scrabble in his hand ! 

Poor fool ! His hand he flings them from 
And round his head they buzz and hum ! 

These snatch a solid prize, O rapture ! 

And frolic butterflies they capture. 

The rogue doth promise wealth untold 
Yet only gives what gleams like gold. 

UOY-CHARIOTFER. 

Masks canst thou usher in, rehearse each Icature, 
But ’neath the shell to pierce unto the nature 
Is not a herald’s court employ. 

That doth demand a keener eye. 

Yet shun 1 quarrels all and each ; 

For thee, my lord, my questions and my speech. 

[Iwning to Plutus^ 
Didst not to be my charge allot 
The whirlwind of this chariot ? 

Guide I not well, thy will to second ? 

Am I not straight where thou hast beckoned ? 
Have I not on bold pinions breasted 
The airs, the paim for thee have wrested ? 
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How oft soever for thee I strove 
Hath not my labour ever thriven ? 

To grace thy brow was laurel given, 

What art, what hand but mine the laurel wove ? 

PLUTUS. 

if need be of my testimony, hear it ! 
i gladly own thouTt spirit of my spirit. 

Thy deeds are after mine own heart, 

And richer than myself thou art. 

1 count — be this the meed thou bcarest — 

Of all my crowns, the bough of green the 
rarest. 

A word of truth to all I cry : 

Beloved son, in thee well-pleased am 1 1 

BOY-CHARiOTEER, /o the cro*wd» 

The greatest gifts mine hand from out, 

Them have I lavished round about. 

A ilameJet that my hand hath sped 
Giows upon this and yonder head, 
m one unto the other skips. 

Fastens on this, from that one slips; 

It flames up rarely like a plume 
And swiftly gleams in briefest bloom. 

Yet oft without acknowledgment 
It burns out sadly and is spent. 

women's chatter. 

He that on high i’ the car doth prank, 

Fll warrant him a mountebank. 

Behind him squats Jackpudding, so 
Consumed by thirst and hunger though ' - 
ne’er have seen him. What d’ye think ? 

If one should tweak him, would he shrink ? 
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THE STARVELING. 

Avaunt, ye loathsome woman-kind ! 
Welcome with ye I never find 1 
Whilst Woman made the hearth her care 
Dame Avarice was the name I bare. 

Then did our household thrive, methought. 
For in came much, but out went naught. 

I busied me with watchful heed 
F or box and bin — a vice indeed ! 

Blit since in these our latter ages 
Woman in thrift no more engages. 

And hath — like all upon whose collars 
Debt’s grip is — far more wants than dollars, 
Now is the husband sorely harassed, * 

On every side by debts embarrassed. 

If aught she spin together, all on’t 
She spends upon herself, her gallant, 

And with the suitors’ hateful crew 
More softly fares and drinks more too. 
Which greater lust of gold doth breed 
In me, now masculine, Goodman Greed. 

FIRST WOMAN. 

With dragons be the dragon greedy ! 

’Tis all but fleeting,0;heating stuff. 

He comes to goad the men — already. 

Upon my word, they’re bad enough. 

WOMEN IN A CROWD. 

The dummy 1 Cuff him ! Make him caper . 
The gibbei . What, and must he quiz ^ 
And shall we fear his ugly phiz ? 

Dragons ind^'ed ! They’re wood and paper 
Have at him 1 Teach him where he is ! 
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Peace ! By my staff let peace be holden ! 

Yet scarcely doth it need my aid. 

How the fierce monsters, scarce withholden 
In the free space so quickly made, 

Ifive their twin pair of wings unfoldcn ! 

And belching flame, with scales a-shiver. 

Die dragons’ jaws indignant quiver, 
fhe crowd is fled, clear is the space. 

[^Plutus descends from ihe chariot 


I)own steps he, with what regal grace ? 

He becks, the dragons stir apace. 

The coffer from the car they lower, 

Gold in it, on it Greed doth cower. 

Before his feet it stands upon 

The ground. A marvel how Twas done ! 

PLUTUS, to the Charioteer, 

Now from the all too heavy load IVe freed thee, 
ThouTt frank and free, to thine own sphere now 
speed thee. 

Here is it not! Disordered, motley, mad, 
Around us throngs a grinning masquerade. 
Where clear thou gazesJlp the fair Serene, 

Lord of thyself, but on thyself dost lean, 
riiither, where pleases but the Good, the Fair! 
To Solitude I — Thy world create thou there! 

BOY-CHARIOTIFR. 

I go, myself an honoured envoy deeming, 

My nearest, dearest kinsman thee esteeming. 
Where thou sojournest, plenty is, where I, 

I'.ach man enriched doth feel him gloriously* 
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And in life’s contrarieties oft wavers 

[f he shall seek thy grace or court my favours. 

Thy votaries may idly rest, ’tis true ; 

Who follows me hath ever work^to do, 

Not secret are my deeds, in night concealed ; 

I do but breathe, and straightway am revealed. 
Farewell then, of my bliss thou too art fain. 

But whisper softly, 1 am back again. 

\^Exit as he entered, 

PLUTUS. 

Now is it time to free the precious metals. 
Touched by the herald’s staff, with little trouble 
The locks fly open. See ! In brazen kettles 
A golden blood doth form, and boil and bubble. 
Straightway the trinkets, crowns, chains, ringi 
will follow. 

Seething it threatens all to melt and swallow. 

THE CROWD, in ahernate clamour. 

Oh see ! it rolls in golden rills, 

The chest unto the brink it fills. 

There melt the vessels of gold away ! 

Coins in rouleaux are rolled away. 

And ducais skip as from the die. 

Oh I how my breast is stirred thereby I 
I see before me all nAlust. 

Lo now ! they’re rolling in the dust. 

Snatch what is offered, stay your itch ! 

Y ou need but stoop and rise up rich, 

Whilst like a lightning-flash the rest 
Will take possession of the chest. 


What ails ye all, ye foolish folk ? 
’Tis but a mas^^uerading joke. 
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We look for nothing more to-night. 

'Fhink ye we give you gold outright? 

Nay, marry, in this game for such 
As ye, e’en cojmtors were too much. 

Yc blocks ! A pretty show, forsooth. 

Ye straightway take for solid truth. 

.ly, what were Truth to you? Yc grip 
Hull Error by each flattering tip. 

Thou masking-hero, Plutus veiled, 

Clout me this rabble from the field. 


Thy staff is ready to my hand. 

Prav, lend it me ! I dip the wand 
Swiftly in seething foam and glow. 

Now on your guard, ye maskers ! LOf 
It glitters, crackles, sputters, sparks. 

The tip a ruddy glimmer marks. 

Who thrusts him forward overfree, 
Straightway I’ll singe him ruthlessly. 

And now my round I enter on. 

CLAMOUR AND THRONG. 

Alack a day ! We are undone ! — 

Away ! away ! Escape who can ! — 

Fa!! back, fall back, thou hindtr-man * - « 
The spaiks .‘■pirt burning i#my face ! 

1 wince beneath the glowing mace!-- 
Lost are we each, lost are we all 1 — 

Back, back, thou surging carnival ! — 
Lack, back, insensate herd ! Would I 
■iad only wings, aloft Fd fly ! — 

PLUTUS. 

Back on all sides the circle shrinks, 

A.nd yet hath none been singed, methinks. 
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The crowd pjves way 
Tn wild affray. 

Yet will I draw an unseen bar 
As pledge that none such order ^mar. 

HERALD, 

A work how glorious hast thou done ! 
Thy prudent might my thanks hath won. 


Fair friend, it nccdeth patience yet, 
For many a tumult still doth threat. 


This circle then at case a man may quiz, 

If haply fall such pastime with his whim in : 
For ever to the fore you’ll find the women 
Where aught to gape at, aught to nibble is. 

Not yet am I become so wholly rusty 
But a fair woman still is fair, 

And so to-day, with coinage fresh and lusty, 
Since naught it costs. I’ll go a-wooing there. 
But since the place o’crcrowded here is. 

Nor audible each word to every ear is, 

I’ll shrewdly try, and as I hope not vainly 
In pantomime to express my meaning plainly. 
Since hand, foot, gesture, all not heic suffice, 

J needs must seek some whimsical device. 

As ’twere wet clay the gold I’ll mould and 
fashion 

For gold admits of every transmutation. 


The starveling fool, what doth he mean ? 
Lurks humou: in a frame so lean ? 
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The gold he kneadeth all to dougii, 

Soft in his fingers doth it grow, 
squeeze and mould it as he will 
mass rem?iineth shapeless still. 

Mow 10 the women turneth he ; 

They shriek and all are fain to flee 
With gestures of disgust and loathing* 

Tl'ie s.iucy rascal sticks at nothing. 

1 Icar me he doth most delight 
If Decency he can but slight. 

Ileie must the herald not be lacking; 

(ji\e me my staff!’ Pll send him packing. 

PLUTUS. 

Of that that threats without he hath no heed ; 
Leave him alone with his tomfooling ! 

He’ll soon have little room to play the droll in 
Mighty is law, yet mightier is need. 

ROUT AND SONG. 

The Wild-folk come, they come pcll-meJJ 
From mountain-height and woodland-dell. 

1 hey sweep along — resist who can ! 

They keep the feast of the great god Pan. 

Thev know what no man else doth guess, 

And into the empty ring they pi ess. 

PLUTUS. 

I know you well, ye and your great god Pan. 

A daring deed hath done your boisterous clan. 
What all not know, full well I know the thing, 
And open dutiful the narrow ring. 

They go, good luck be with their going! 

The most amazing things may hap. 

Whither they go but little knowing 
l>lindly they rush into the trap. 
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SONG OF THE WILD FOLK. 

Bedizened folk, ye tinsel-stulF! 

Here come they rude, here come they rough ; 
In lofty leap, in breathless chase, ^ 

They come, a stout and sturdy race, 

FAUNS. 

In merry round 
The Faun-troop flocks. 

Their curly locks 
With oak-leaves crowned. 

A delicately pointed ear 
Forth from the curly pate doth peer ; 
Snubnose, fair breadth of face, yet them 
For that the women no worse esteem. 

And doth the Faun his paw advance 
The fairest shrinks not from the dance, 

SATYR. 

The Satyr next comes hopping in 
With his goat-foot and withered shin ; 

Needs must they sinewy be and thin. 

And chamois-like on mountain-heights 
To look around him he delights. 

Braced by the breath of liberty 
Man, woman and child to scorn laughs he. 
That deep i’ the valley’s mist and smoke 
Ween they too live, good easy folk, 

Though pure and unperturbed alone 
The world above there he doth own. 

GNOMES. 

The tiny troop comes tripping in : 

They care not pair by pair to twin. 
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In mossy garb, with lamplet bright, 

They flit and mingle feat and light. 

Whilst his own task doth each perform 
Like glow-ants in a* seething swarm. 

They bustle nimbly to and fro, 
busily in and out they go. 

With the kindly Good-folk kin we own. 

As surgeons of the cliffs we’re known. 

The lofty mounts we scarify, 

The turgid veins we, rarefy, 

Heaping the metals that we bleed 
ith cheery hail : Good speed ! Good speed ! 
At bottom is our purpose kind. 

Friendly to good men is our mind, 

Yet bring we gold to the light o’ the day 
That steal and pander men-folk may, 

Nor iron lack the imperious man 
That wholesale murder first did plan ; 

And who these statutes three doth slight 
Of Jill the others will he make light. 

Oui fault it is not, wherefore ye 
Bear with them straightway, as do we. 


GIANTS, 

The Wildwood-men — their name to tell- 
In the Harz Mountains known full well. 
Ic native nakedness, antique might, 
hey come, each one of giant height, 

W'ith pine-tree stem in his right hand. 
About his waist a bulging band. 

The rudest apron of leaf and bough — 
uch body-guard no Pope can show 
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CHORUS OF NYMPH? 

Vcnch-clmg the great god Par. 
He com* s in state, ' r 

The AIJ of liarth 
Is shadowed foith 
In Pan the Great. 

Encircle him, yc blithesorncst i 
In antic dance, ye lithesoniest 
About him play, for sober lie 
Yet kind, would have us merry be, 

And underneath the vaulted blu'* 

He still hath kept him wakeful too ; 

Yet rivulets a babbling keep, 

And breezes cradle him soft in sleep ; 

And when at noontide slumbers he. 

The leaf not flutters on the tree, 

And wholesome herbs with spici, breath 
Burden the still air hushed as death. 

Not jocund then the nymph may be ; 

Whereas she stood, there drowseth si e. 

But when all unawares with might 
His voice re-echoes through the light, 

Like rattle of thunder, roar of sc.-, 

Then knoweth no man whither t.' 'iee 
In rout the boldest army breaks, 

The hero in the tumult quakes. 

Then lionour pay we where we ought, 

Hail him that hither us hath brought. 

deputation of gnomls 

[/o the great 

Threadwise though rich treasure sinning 
Through the clefts doth interlace. 
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Nothing but the shrewd Divining- 
Rod its labyrinths can trace. 

We like Troglodytes our spacious 
Dwellings vault dark caves beneath ; 
I'hou dispcrisest treasures gracious 
Where the day’s pure breezes bj eathe. 

Now a marvel we discover 

Nigh, a spring whence seems to well 

Plentifully, running over. 

What was scarce* attainable. 

This canst thou achieve at pleasure, 
Take it. Sire, into thy charge. 

In thy hands doth every treasure 
Btnelit the world at large. 


p LOTUS, to the HeralJ 

A r’ iiiUSt possess US w'itli a lorty spirit, 

C. me what come may, with heart undaunte.l 
bear it. 

hlh.- art thou wont to bear thy courage high. 
There shall betide a shocking thing, and briefly. 

ent and future shall deny it stiffly ; 

T'/ra ill thy minutes note it faithfully. 


HERALD, 

\_sei^wg the sinjf ^jeh'ich Plutus hohh 
in his hand. 

The great god Pan the dwarfs lead nigher 
I Till softly, to the well of fire. 

I seethes up from the abysmal maw, 
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Then to the deep the flames withdraw, 
And gloomy gapes the open jaw. 

Again it surges in flame and foam. 

The great god Pan stands quite yt home 
Rejoicing at the wondrous sight, 

Whilst froth of pearl to left and right 
Spirts out. How can he trust the thing ? 
He stoops to peer deep down the spring, 
And now, behold, his beard falls in ! 
Whose can it be, that fair smooth chin ? 
His hand conceals it from our gaze. 

Oh, what mischance all hearts dismays ! 
The beard flies back, but all ablaze. 

It kindles wreath and head and breast. 

To sorrow changed is joy and jest. 

To quench the fire the trooj) flocks round, 
Yet free from flames not one is found ; 
And as it crackles, as it darts. 

Anew the conflagration starts. 

Entangled in the flaming lire 
A clump of maskers burns entire. 

But what ap])alling tidings trip 
From car to ear, from lip to lip? 

O night for evermore ill-starred, 

With what a grief our joy hast m.irred ! 
Morning will publish far and near 
What without horror none will hear. 

Yet everywhere they cry — ah woe - 
The Emperor ^tis that suffers so. 

Would it were else! The wish is vain, 
The Emperor burns with all his train. 
Accursed who misled him, bound 
Themselves with resinous twigs around, 
And hither stormed with song and shout 
To scatter ruin round about. 
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O Youth, O Youth, wilt never thou 
T n the pure measure of joy contain thee ? 
O Majesty, wilt never thou 
All-powerfulj ye/ let Prudence rein thee ? 

Already through the Wood aspire 
'I’he pointed tongues of lambent fire 
Up to the rafter-netted roof. 

Against their fury naught is proof. 

Now brimmeth o’er our cup of woe 
And none to save us do I know. 

The imperial prid« in morning’s light 
Shall lie, the ash -heap of a night. 


Now enough of terror ! Solely 
Now on aid be thought ! Thou holy 
Truncheon, smite the ground amain, 

Till it quake and ring again ! 

Spacious breadth of air be filled 
With cool fragrances distilled. 

Hither, misty vapours, teeming 
Cloud- wreaths, hither, round us streaming, 
Swathe this weltering waste of flame. 
Trickling, swirling, cloudlets curling, 
Softly steaming, smoothly welling, 
Quenching cveiy where and quelling, 

Y e the moist, the mild-allaymg, 

Change to summer-lightning’s playing 
All this idle fiery game. — 
l‘hus, if spirit-malice lower, 

Magic shall assert its power 
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PLI'JASAUNCE. 

Morning Sun. » 

^I'he Empiror, his Court ^ men ana 
'luomcri; Faust, Mephistophi lps, 
dressed 'with decency, according to 
the fashion, hut not so us to chal- 
itn^e attention, both kneeling. 

FAUST. 

You pardon, Sire, the juggling sport of flame f 

EMPl'ROR, 

[^bidding him rise fwith a gesture 

J would I might see many of the same. 

A globe of fire oVr-arched me like an awning. 
Almost it seemed as were 1 Pluto. Yawning 
Fiom night and embers lay a rocky rent, 
Glowing with flamelets. Here and there a vent 
Wild flames belched forth, in hosts that rolled 
and bickered 

Up, and to one vast vault together flickered. 

To tne topmost dome the lambent flames did pla\, 
That still did form and still did melt away. 

In long array down the fai vista moving 
Of wreathed columns of fire, I saw approving 
My folk throng forward in a spacious ring, 

And to my feet their wonted homage bring, 
flere of my couit this man, here that one 
wanders — 

I seem a prince of myriad salamanders 
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MEPHISTOPHLLES. 

That art thou, She, since every element 
To Majesty's dcjiiinion doth assent. 

Fire hast thou proved obedient. Where most 
dread 

The ocean raves, leap in, and scarce thou’ It tread 
The pearl-sti own bottom ere the sea — O wonder ! 
Unto a glorious globe will surge asunder ; 

The billows lucent-gieen, with purple bordered, 
Sway up and down about thee, swiftly ordered 
I’o fairest dwelling. Wander at thy will, 

The palaces will wander with thee still. 

The very walls have life — they ripple, wrinkle, 
Heave to and fio, and airowy-swift they twinkle. 
Around the soft new sheen sea-monsters throng 
and rollick ; 

They dartle up, yet at the precinct pause. 

There gold-scaled dragons iridescent frolic, 
There gapes the shark — thou laughest in his jaws. 
Wh.'it though thy court around thee flock en- 
tranced ! 

On such a throng thine eye hath never glanced. 
Nor shall the loveliest lack. Agog with wonder 
To gaze upon the splendid mansion, under 
The Cool eternal, Nereids flock, capricious 
The younger, coy and wanton like the fishes. 
The elder prim. It comes to Thetis' car ; 

She on the second Pelcus doth confer 
Her hand and lips. Then in Olympus’ field 
The scat. ... 

EMPLROR. 

The airy room to thee I yield. 
Full soon enough, methinks, one mounts that 
throne. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And Sovran Lord, e’en now is Earth thine own. 


What happy fate thee straightway did transport 
From out the Arabian Nights unto our Court? 
Thou in my grace, if but thou prove as fecund 
As Scheherczade, shalt unto none stand second. 
Be ever ready, when, as oft befalls. 

Your work-day world most wearily on me palls. 

LORD HIGH SENESCHAL, entering in haste. 

Illustrious, in all my life I never 
Had thought to tell of Fortune’s fairest favour. 
Such as entrances me with glee 
Before thy face — most happy me. 

For bill on bill is paid unbated, 

The claws of usury are sated, 

F rom hellish torment am 1 free ; 

In Heaven it cannot brighter be ! 

COMMANDER OF THE follo^^mg in hastc. 

Arrears of pay in part are cancelled, 

And the whole army newly handselled. 

The men-at-arms their heart recover, 

And host and wenches are in clover. 

EMPEROR, 

How breathe ye as your breasts were lightened ! 
How are your knitted brows now brightened I 
Ye enter with what eager speed! 

LORD HIGH TREASURER, joining the others 

These question, that have done the deed. 
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The Chancellor’s it is to expound the matter. 

LORD HIGH CiHAiftCELLOR, coniiTig slo^wly forward. 

Mine old age what abundant joy doth flatter ! 
Hear then and see the paper, big with fate, 

That all our woe to weal transformed stiaight. 

reads. 

“ Hereby may all men surely Ino^iv that nvould^ 
This paper for a thousand croivns is good. 

A safe assured jecurity lies stored 
The Empire in, an untold buried hoard. 

It is provided that this rich reserve. 

Raised straightvjay , to redtcm the bills shall 
serve I' 


EMPEROR. 

I augur malversation, monstrous fraud. 

Who hath here forged the Emperor’s hand un- 
awed ? 

Ye have not left unpunished such malfeasance:’’ 

LORD HIGH TREASURER. 

Bethink thee, but this night thyself thine hand 

Didst set thereto. Thou as great Pan didst 
stand. 

The Chancellor addressed thee in our presence : 

“ Accord thyself a festal gratification 1 

With a few quill - strokes give thy folk 
salvation! ” 

Thou wrotest ; swift it was ere night had rolled 

By thousand-artists copied thousandfold. 

That all the boon might shaie ,we made no 
queries, 

But stamped incontinently all the seriefc. 
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Tens, Thirties, Fifties, Hundreds, all are theie ; 
You cannot think how glad the people were 1 
Behold your city, half in death grown musty — 
'Tis all alive, a^warm and pleasure-lusty. 
Although diy name the world hath lor.^ 
o’er joyed, 

So lovingly it never vet was eyed. 

Now is the Alphabet indeed redundant; 

Each in this sign is blessed with bliss abundant, 

1‘MPt ROR. 

They’ie current with my folk as sterling gold ? 
Them doth the Camp, the Court as quittance 
hold ? 

Sanction I must, though in amazement utter. 

LC»RD HIGH TRIASURUK. 

The hope were vain to catch them avS the^ 
liuttcr. 

Idke lightning-flash tlicy scattered in their 
flight. 

The changers’ booths stand oj^en day and night. 
There every bill is honoured, high and low, 
With gold and Sliver . . . at a «iiscount though. 
Then otf to butcher, baker, vintner flow.s all. 
And half the world seems bent but on c:irou,sal, 
I’he while in brand-new clothes the other 
struts 

The tailor stitches as the draper cuts. 

To toast the Emperor wine flows like water ; 
They roast and boil and broil — the platters clatter. 

MhPHISTOPHELES. 

Who on the terrace lonely strays doth spy 
The fairest fair, pranked splendidly. One eye 
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With the proud peacock -fan she covers shyly, 
And smirks, and looks for such a note full slyly, 
And its good offices more swift and sure 
Than wit or \VorAs Love’s richest boon procure. 
Who now with purse or pouch himself will 
harry ? 

leaflet in the breast is light to carry. 

There snugly with the billets-doux ’twill 
nestle. 

His will the priest bear reverent in his missal. 
The soldier, his ability to heighten, 

The girdle round his loins will swiftly lighten. 

1 crave your Highness’ pardon, it one tittle 
I seem a work so lofty to belittle. 

FAUST. 

The hoards of wealth untold, that torpid sleep 
Within the Empire’s borders buried deep, 

Lie profitless. The thought’s most ample 
measure 

Is the most niggard bound of such a treasure. 
Not Fancy’s self, in her most daring flight, 
Strain as she will, can soar to such a height ; 
Yet minds that worthy arc to sound the sound- 
less 

A boundless trust accord unto the boundless. 

MEHHISTOPHELhS. 

Not gold or pearls a^e half so handy as 
S ich paper. There a man knows what he has. 
No need to truck or chaffer with such treaseie — 
On wine or love can one get drunk at pleasure. 
Would you have cash, a changer is at hand. 

It there it lack you dig it from the land. 
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Goblet and chain are straight by auction sold, 
The paper then, redeemed with sterling gold, 
The doubter shames that whet^ on U8 his wit. 
Naught else the folk will have— they Ve used 
to it. 

Henceforth thy Realm, for spender or for 
scraper, 

Will have good store of jewels, gold and paper. 

EMPEROR. 

To you the Realm this glorious weal doth owe. 
Unto the service would we fit the guerdon. 

To you entrusted be the realm below — 

You are most meet to be the treasure’s warden. 
You know the ample, well-preserved hoard. 
And when we dig, ’tis you shall give the word. 
Accord ye now, ye Masters of our Treasure, 
Fulfil the honours of your post with pleasure, 
herein the Nether World, for endless weal, 
Doth with the Upper World alliance seal. 

LORD HIGH TREASURER. 

Between us shall not reign the least division ! 
Pm fain to have as colleague the Magician. 

with Faust, 


EMPEROR. 

The court shall taste my bounty, great and 
small. 

Confess how ye will use it, one and all. 

PAGE, taking, 

Pll lead a merry life. 
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ANOTHKH, ditto. 

I in a trice 

Will buy my sweetheart chain and rings. 

t 

CHAMBERLAIN, accepting. 

My throttle 

Henceforih IMl wet with twice as good a bottle. 

ANOTHER, ditto. 

Already in my pocket itch the dice. 

KNIGHT BANNERET, thoughtfully. 

My land and tower from debt I'll liberate. 

ANOTHER, ditto, 

A treasure 'tis, with tieasures will I lay't. 

EMPEROR. 

1 hoped for heart and will to new endeavour. 
Who knows ye though will lightly read ye ever. 
Well do I see, though treasuies on ye pour. 

Ye smII are, after, what ye were betorc. 

FOOL, coming up, 

Laigesse you give, to me too be not chary. 

EMPEROR, 

What, art alive again? Thou'lt drjnk it, 
marry ! 

FOOL. 

The magic leaves ! It passes my poor wit! 

FMPEROR. 

Aye marry> for thou’lt make bad use of it. 
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FOUL. 

There others flutter down, what shall 1 do ? 

1 MPI-ROR. ' «■ 

Why, pick them up, thy share they fell unto. 

FOOL. 

Five thousand crowns are mine? O happy 
season ! 

MEPHIST(/P.H} LFS. 

Thou two-legged wineskin ! What, and art 
arisen ? 

FOOL, 

Letides me oft, but not to luck like this! 

MtPHlSToPHELES. 

Uj»on my word, thouht all asweat with bliss ! 

FOUL. 

Look you now, can I indeed make money of it r 

MFPHISTOPHIXES. 

'Twill buy what throat and belly most do covet. 

FOOL. 

And tins for cattle, land and house they'll take 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Aye truly, so thou oflc', naught will lack. 

FOOL. 

Castle, with wood, chase, tifningr 
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MEPHISTOPHEI.ES, 

TaV*: my v/oid ! 

Marrv> I’d like to fcc thee Dread My Av**: 

1 * 

FOOL. 

l^pon mine own estate I’ll sleep this ni;’ht ! 

L jJv// 

M !• P H I TTu" H I- L ES, srd / 1 . 

vVhe. still Will doubt that this our fool hath wit? 

GLOOxMV (;A]iLKRY. 

Faust, hi* phistophelfs. 

MFPHISToPHELES. 

To this dark walk why draw'st thou me 
capricious ? 

Is not within there ample sport? 

Is not for jest and jugplery pro]>itious 
The crowded motley mctiicy of the court ? 

Let be! l^ong years thy wit that topic 
handles — 

riiou hast worn out that pair of sandals; 

And now but to 2 md fro dost flee 
Lest haply 1 come to speech of thee. 

But I meanwhile must rack my brain 
Urged by the Seneschal and Chamberlain. 

The Emperor wills — and straightway must it 
be — 

Helen and Paris ’fore his face to see. 
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The paragon of men and eke of women 
Distinctly to behold, their mortal trim in. 

My word I g^ive, help me to disengage it. 

# 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Foolish it was, aye, frivolous, to pledge it. 

FAUST. 

Whereto thine arts will bring us, thou. 

Fellow, hast not enough reflected ; 

First did we make him rich, and now 
To make him merry are expected. 

MFPHISTOPHFLFS. 

Thou think ’st ’tis done as soon as said, 

But where we stand the steps grow steeper ; 

A realm most alien dost invade, 

And wantonly in debt still plungest deeper, 

And Helen to evoke thou think\st as easy 
As was the pa})er-spLCtre of specie. 

With hanky-panky, air-spun sprites, and those 
all, 

Or kill-crop dwarfs, I stand at your disposal, 
B.it devils' dears, though well enough abstiactly, 
We can't palm ofl as heroines exactly. 

FAUST. 

Upon the old, old string again thouVt harping. 
Hast ever an ^ and Ifui, Thou art indeed 
The father of all hindrances, still carping, 

For each new means exacting a new meed. 

I know it doth but ask a muttered spell, 

She'll be upon the epot ere I can turn me. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The heathen-folk doth not concern me. 

It dwells in its particular hell. 

And yet ther«^ is a means— 

FAUST. 

Come, come ! Thy history ! 

MEPHISTOPHILES. 

Not fain do I reveal a lofty mystery. 

In solitude throne* goddesses sublime, 

Round them no place is, and still less a time. 
Only to speak of them the brain doth swim, 

TiiC Muthtrs are they ! 

FAUST, siarthiL 

Mothers ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Art afeard: 


FAUST. 

The Mothers ! Mothers / Nay, it sounds so 
weird ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And weird it is ! Goddesses of you men 
Unknown, whom we to name are none too fain. 
To the uttermost Profound, wherein they tarry 
Mayst burrow ; thine the, fault we need them, 
marry ! 

FAUST. 


Whither the way ? 
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MEPHlSTOrHrXCS. 

No way ! To ihc uncxplorabit* 
Aye unexplored ; a way to tlic unim])lorabk\ 
Aye unini])lorcd ! Art thou in fhe mood ? 

No locks are there, no bolts to shoc<t asuncltM'! 
Through solitudes wilt thou be drifted yc^nder. 
Dost know what desert is and sohoude ? 

FAUST. 

S|>arc me s»jch speeches by your favoi'^j. 

’’J^’liat of the Witclds Kitclien savoui 
After a long, long inteiludc. 

■'dust I not mix with the wo; Id of men, 

/\.nd learn the inane and teach the inane:' 

And when I wisely spake mine own convic'lon 
Then doubly-loud rang oat the contradiction. 
Have I not even, fleeing rude excesses, 
Wiihdrawn to solitudes red wilde: nt ^^,es ? 

And lest I be foiloin and quite forsaken 
The Devil in the end for mate have taken ? 

M! I'HlSTorHLLFS. 

And hadst thou swum through Oeoan's vast; 
hollow 

And there beheld the boundless room, 

Vel wouldst thou sec on billow billow folhnv. 
Aye, even shuddering at threatened doom 
Soiiijthing thou still wouldst see. The cmeralJ 
gulf in 

Of tranquil seas, wouldst spy the gliding dolphin, 
Wouldst see the clouds drift by, sun, moon are' 
star ; 

Naught wdit thou see i' the ever-empty Fai, 
Not hear thy footstep where ’tis prest, 

Nor find firm ground whereon to rest. 
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FAUST. 

Like the iirst mystago^ue thou spcak'st, that eve: 
Proved him the trustful neo])hyte’s deceiver. 
The other way round though. Me thou dost 
despatch 

LTnto the Void, that there I may be able 
Both art and mind to enhance. Thou’dst havt 
me scratch 

Thy chestnuts from the fire, like the old cat i' 
the fable. 

But on, we'll plunjb the Deep whatever b'-fall, 
For in thy Naught 1 trust to find the Alh 

MEPHISTOPHtLI S. 

I will not grudge my praise be fore thou goest, 
And well I see that thou the Devil knowesi. 
Here, take tiiis key. 


rAUST. 

I'hat tiny thing 


Ml PHK'TOPHrLFS. 

If tight 

Thou grasp it, then its worth thou will not 
slight. 


FAl^ST. 

It waxes in rny hand, with flames 'us lit ' 


ME PHISTOPHf-LES. 

e, soon thou murkest what one hath in ’t. 
’Twill scent the projier place out from all others, 
hollow It down, 'twill lead thee to the Mot'.frs, 
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FAUST, shuddering. 

The Mothers ! Ever it strikes me chill with 
fear ! , 

What is the word that I not brook to hear ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Art horne^ so to stint at a new word ? 

Wilt only hear what thou hast ever heard? 

Let naught amaze thee more, sound as it may, 
Grown used to strangest things since many a 
day. 

FAUST. 

And yet my weal in torpor seek I not. 

The thrill of awe is still mankind’s best lot, 
And though the world not lets him feel it 
cheaply, 

Yet awe-struck, the stupendous feels he deeply. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sink then ! I might say ; Rise ! There is nn 
choice, 

For all is one. From the Existent fleeing 
Into the unfettered realm of Form, rejoice 
In that which long hath had no longer being. 
The phantom-drift will wreathe like cloudy- 
woof ; 

Brandish the key and hold thou them aloof. 
FAUST, enthusiastic. 

I grip it and I feel new strength arise 

With heart expanding, on to the great emprise ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

At length a glowing tripod wilt thou see. 

Then in the nethermost abyss wilt be. 
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The Mothers by its light wilt thou descry. 

Some sitting, standing some, or walking nigh. 
E'en as may chance. Formation, transformation, 
The Eternal Mind's eternal recreation. 

And round them float forms of all things that be 
They'll see thee not, for wraiths alone they see- 
Then pluck a heart up, for the danger's great 1 
Unto that tripod do thou walk up straight 
And touch it with the key. 

^Faust assumes a resolutely imperioui 
attltnide nvith the Ley, 

MEPHISTOPHELES, considering him. 

That's capital ! 

’Twill join thee, follow thee as faithful thrall. 
Calmly thou'lt rise, thee Fortune will upbear. 
And thou'lt be back with it or they are ware. 
Once thou hast brought it hither, thou wilt cite 
Hero and heroine from out the night. 

The first that ever dared the high endeavour. 

It is achieved, and thou art the achiever. 

Then must the incense-mist by magic-process 
Shape into gods in instant metamorphosis. 

FAUST. 

What next then ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Downward tend with might and main. 
Sink stamping, stamping wilt thou lise again. 

\^Faust stomps and sinks from sight, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I hope the key may profit him, good lack * 

1 wonder now if ever he’ll come back. 
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BRILLIANTLY LIGHTED HALLS. 

EmPJ'ROK and PrINCHS, the ‘Cc^JKT in Mt)VE- 
MINT. 

LORD HIGH CHAMBERLAIN, tO Mephistopheles . 

The spirit-scene ye promised still is owin«. 

To work ! His Majesty’s impatient growing. 

LORI) HIGH Seneschal. 

His Grace e’en now is asking for it. Ye, 
Dally not, put not slight on Majesty. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

For that my mate is gone, and do not doubt it 
He knows how best to set about it. 

And silent works, withdrawn from gaze, 
ith eager passion, well-nigh tragic ; 

T'^p Beautiful, that Treasure, who would raise, 
He needs the higiiest art, the Sage's Magic. 

LORD HIGH SENESCHAL. 

It matters nor what art ye use. That’s one* 

It is tlic Emperor’s will that it be done. 

A FAIR BEAUTY, io MephutopheLs. 

A word, Sir ! Plere a clear complexion sec, 
Yet clear in plaguy summer ’twill not be. 

Then brownish-red ’twill bud with man^ a 
freckle, 

Vexatiously the lily-skin that speckle. 

A cure ! 
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MtPHISTOPHELES. 

vVhat ! Such a radiant darling, ])cppered 
With sjiots, alas, iii May, like any leopard ! 

Take irogB* spawn, toads’ tongues, cohobate, 
and while 

riic moon is at the full, with care distil, 

And when it wanes, smear on the unguent 
ne:itly. 

You’ll find, come spring, the spots will fad^ 
completely. 

A I)\Rlv Bl'AUTY. 

To fiwn upon you stv the crowd advancing. 

1 l)eg a remedy. A tiozcn foot 
Hinders me both from walking and from 
dancing, 

And m ikes me even clumsily salute. 

MtPHlSTOPHELlS. 

d'ay, let me tiead upon It with my foot! 

DARK III AUTY. 

Wliy, they that love thereto have tallest title. 

MI PHISTOPHFL) S, 

My tread, my Dear, hath meaning muen more 
vital, 

For like heals like, whatever one may ail. 

Foot foot, its like each member without fail. 
Hither! Give heed I You need not make 
requital. 
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THE DARK BEAUTY, shrieking. 

Oh I oh I that hurts! ’Twas like a horse’a 
hoof. I 

t 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now canst thou put the healing to the proof. 
Now to thine heart’s content to dance art able 
Or press thy gallant’s foot beneath the table. 

LADY, pressing up. 

Let me come through ! My sufferings are 
grucvsome. 

Seething they rage within my deepest bosom. 
He that till yesterday hung on my glances 
Now turns his back, whilst him her talk 
entrances. 

MFPHISTOPHELFS. 

The case is grave but not quite hopeless. 
Hark ! 

This charcoal take, and softly press him nigh. 
On sleeve or mantle, as occasion chances. 

Or shoulder, do thou make therewith a mark. 
Straightway remorse within his bieast will ply 
Her gracious sting. The charcoal swallovi 
fasting, 

Without delay, nor wine nor water tasting. 
This very night before thy door he’ll sigh. 

LADY. 

It isn’t poison ? 

MEPHisTOP HELPS, indignantly. 

Don’t insult me, pray ! 

To find its like, you’d travel a weary way* 
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A witch burned in the fire where it waa 
blackened. 

Such fires of late have sadly slackened. 

<* 

I 

PAGE. 

I am in love ! She holds me still a child. 

MEPHlSTOPHELES, aStJe. 

Where shall I turn ? . ’Tis like to drive me 
wild ! 

[To the Page- 

Your heart ye must not let the youngest fetter, 

A mellow age will know to prize ye bciiei. 

[Others throng up to him. 
Others already ! What a brawl ! Forsooth, 
Needs must when at a loss make shift v/ith 
truth, 

Worst shift of all ! O dire extremity ! 

0 Mothers ! Mothers ! Let but Faust go free ! 

[Tooling around hhn. 
Already in the hall the lights burn dim. 

The Emperor moves, the Court moves after 
him. 

1 see the train glide on in decent wise 
Through long arcades and distant galleries. 

They gather in the old baronial hall. 

Whose room, though vast, can scarce contain 
them all. 

Tl e ample walls with tapestry are rich. 

And decked with armour every nook and niche. 
Methought no magic word had here been 
wanted. 

But spirits of themselves the place had haunted ! 
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BARONIAL HALL, dimly lighted. 

Emptrot m\d his courl have 
Jiied in. 


HERALD. 

Mine ancient office, to expound the fable, 

The Bpirit-sway mysterious doth embarr..i>s. 

In vain their agency inej^tricable 
By reason to explain, my wits I harass. 

The settles and the chairs all ready wait ; 

The Empeior before the wall they set, 

Where at his leisure, wrought uT>on the arras 
The old-time battles he may contemplate. 

Now king and court sit round in twilight 
shrouded, 

The benches in the background all are crowded, 
And sweetheart in the gloomy s])irit-hour 
Closer to sweetheart’s side doth sweetly cower. 
And so since all have duly ta’cn their places 
We’ie ready, let the spirits show their faces ! 

[^7 / umpeis 


ASTROLOGER. 

Now let the play begin ! The order falls 
From royal lips. Be opened up, ye walls' 
Naught hinders, with us magic doth consj)ije. 
The arra^ rolls up, shrivelled as by fixe. 

The wail is cleft, it folds back like a gateway- 
Seems a deep stage to rise before us straightway, 
A gleam mysterious to light the gloom, 

I take my place in the proscenium. 
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MF.PHISTOPHELFS 

Up in the Prompter s Box. 
I hope for universal favour hence, 

For prompting,, is tihe Devil’s eloquence. 

the Astrologer, 

Thou know’st what course the stars keep in th,' 
sky, 

Thou’lt understand my whisi)ering masterly. 

ASTROLOGER. 

By magic-might we see before our eyes> 

Massive enough, an antique tem])lc rise. 

Like Atlas, who the heavens did uphold, 

H(‘re all arow stand columns manifold. 

To bear their rocky burden is but sport, 

Two sach a massy building might support. 

ARCHITECT. 

So that’s antique ! H’m, can’t say I approve it, 
1 ypheavy, clumsy, that’s what I think of it. 

The unwieldy grand they call, noble the rude. 

1 like slim shafts that soar up to infinitude. 

The Gothic zenith lifts our souls on high. 

Such edifice us most doth edify. 

ASTROLOGER. 

With reverence hail the star-accorded season, 
Let potent word of magic fetter reason. 

But hither from afar, unshackled-lrec, 
Resplendent come, audacious Fantasy ! 
n hat boldly ye did covet, mark it well. 
Impossible, therefore most credible. 

^Faust rises up on the other side of the 
Proscenium, 
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ASTROLOGER. 

A thaumaturge, in priestly robe and wreath, 
Rises triumphant from the vault beneath ; 

With him a tripod, and mesetmy already 
The brazier from, an incense-breath doth eddy. 
He girds himself the lofty work to hallow. 
Henceforth can nothing but auspicious follow. 

FAUST, majestically. 

In your name, O ye Mothers, ye that throne 
In the Illimitable, ever alone. 

And yet companionably. Restless rife 
Float round yc, lifeless, images of life. 

What once hath been, in radiance suj)ernal 
Yonder doth move — for it would be eternnl. 
And yc, almighty Powers, apportion it 
ITnto the cope of day, the vault of night. 

Those doth the gracious course of life embrace, 
These the bold wizard seeketh in their ])lace. 
And confident and lavish shows to us. 

What all are fain to see, the marvellous. 

ASTROLOGER. 

The brazier scarce the glowing key doth touch 
W hen fills the air a vaporous mist, and such 
As are the clouds steals in, and so is stirred, 
Drawn out, upheaped, enravclled, parted, paired 
A spirit-masterpiece acknowledge. Lo, 

The clouds break into music as they go ! 

From airy tones a mystic yearning wells, 

And as they drift to melody all swells. 

The column-shaft, the triglyph is achime. 

The temple all bursts into song sublime. 
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The vapour sinks, from out the filmy gauze 
A beauteous youth in graceful measure draws. 
Mine office here is mute, I need not name him. 
As the fair Paris who would not proclaim him 1 

LADY. 

O what a glory of blooming youth I sec ! 

SECOND LADY. 

Fresh as a peach, as full of juice is he 1 

THIHD LADY. 

The lips, swect-swelling, daintily outlined ! 

FOURTH LADV. 

At such a beaker would st thou sip full fainly. 

FIFTH LADY. 

Pretty — though not what one would call refined ! 

SIXTH LADY. 

He might be — sooth — a little less ungainly ! 

KNIGHT. 

Merely the shepherd-lad ! What could be 
plainer ? 

Naught of the prince, naught of the courtly 
manner ! 


ANOTHER KNIGHT, 

Half-naked, aye, the lad is well enow, 

\ "e ought to see him in his harness, though. 

LADY. 

He sits him down — how languidly, how sweet ! 
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KNIGHT. 

Doubtless you’d find his iap a pleasant seat: 

ANOTHhR LAljtY. 

f 

His arm he daintily leans o’er his head. 

CHAMBFRLAIN. 

What liberties he takes ! How underbred * 

LADY. 

Ye gentlemen must still find fault with all ! 
CHAMBERLAIN. 

Vv hat ! 1 n the Presence all his length to sprawl 

LADY. 

'Tib but a play. He thinks him quite alone. 

CHAMBIRLAIN. 

ii’en play? must courtly be before the Thron»\ 

LADY. 

Soft slumber lights upon the belaniour. 

CHAMBERLAIN. 

’Tis to the life. Soon we shall hear him snore 

YOUNG LADY, enrav’ished. 

What fragrance with the incense-stream is blcni 
That fills mine inmost heart with ravishment? 

OLDrR LADY. 

In truth a breath doth pierce the deepest bosoir. 
It comes from him. 
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ELDEST LADY. 

It is his growth’s sweet blo>‘‘Om, 
Within the youth ambrosia-like distilling, 

And all the a»,nidsphcre around us filling. 

V^Helcna steps forth, 

MEPHISTOPHILES. 

So that is she ! She would not mar my rest ! 
Pretty she may be, but she’s not my taste. 

•ASTkoLOGKR. 

Tins time for me there’s nothing mure to do, 

AvS man of honour 1 confess it too. 

The iKMUty comes — had I but tongues of flame! 
Of old hath much been sung to Beauty’s fame ; 
Who sees iier is beside himself with rapture ; 
Who owned her, all too lilgh a bliss did capture. 

FAUST. 

Have 1 still eyes ? Or in my being deep 
Doth Beauty’s source in flood outpoured sweep T 
Mv pilgrimage of dread brings blessed gam. 
Plow did the world still worthless, locked remain ! 
What is it since my priesthood: Now at last 
Desirable, perdurable, firm-based. 

If from my life I let thee be efiaced, 

Then may my life’s breath too forsake its duty • 
The goodly form that erst my bosom captured. 
Me in the magic -glass enraptured, 

but a foam- wraith of such beauty. 

To thee the play of every power with gladness 
Til vow, the essence ot all passion, 

L^ki^g to thee, love, adoration, madness! 
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Mephistopheles, from the Prompter'* s Box. 
You do forget yourself! Pray you, discretion. 

OLDER LADY. , 

T all, shapely, but the head too small for me ! 

YOUNGER LADY. 

Look at the foot ! More lumpish could it be r 

DIPLOMATIST. ■ 

Princesses have I seen of such a kind. 

From head to foot she’s fmr unto my mind. 

COURTIER. 

She nears the sleeper, artfully demure. 

LADY. 

How hideous, by that form so youthful-pure ! 

POET. 

Her beauty shines upon him like the moon. 

LADY. 

A picture ! Luna and Kndymion ! 

POET. 

Aye. even so ! now seems the goddess sinking. 
O’er him she leans, his breath as were she 
drinking. 

Ah, enviable I A kiss ! The cup is full I 

DUENNA. 

In public too ! Most reprehensible ! 

FAUST. 

A fearful favour to ihe boy ! 



Part II 


91 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Be Still ! 

Pray, let the phai^tom do whate’er it will. 

t 

COURTIER. 

She steals away light-footed ; at her touch 
He wakens. 

LADY. 

She looks round, I thought as much 1 

.COURTIER, 

He marvels ! What befalls him is a wonder* 

. LADY. 

*Tis core to her, what she beholdcth yonder. 

COURTIER. 

She turns her round to him in modest fashioOu 

LADY. 

I see she takes in hand his education. 

In such a case all men alike arc stupid. 

He thinks himself the first, so help me Cupid 1 

KNIGHT. 

Deerv her not ! What a majestic grace ! 
LADY. 

T!ie wanton ! All her sex die doth disgrace 

PAGE. 

i would to Heaven I were in his place I 

KNIGHT. 

In ?i’rh a net who would not be enravelled ? 
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LADY. 

The gem, forsooth, through many hands hath 
travelled. 

The gilding, too, is pretty well worn off it. 

OTHER LADY. 

From her tenth year of her was little profit. 
KNIGHT. 

Why, each man takes the gifts the gods havf 
sent. 

With these fair leavings I*d be well content. 

DRYASDUST. 

I see her plainly, but for all that might one — 

I must confess — have doubts if she’s the right 
one. 

The present tempts us to exaggeration. 

1 take my stand of all things on the written. 
Well then, I read, she hath in wondrous fashion 
Troy’s graybeards all with admiration smitten. 
Now that, methinks, jumps with what here I 
view ; 

I am not young, yet I admire her too. 

ASTROLDGFR. 

A boy no longer, now a hero bold. 

Her that can scarce resist he doth enfold. 

With stalwart arms he lifts her high in air, 
He’ll bear her off outright ! 

FAUST. 

Rash fool, forbear ! 

What, hcar’st not ? Hold ! It goes too fa? 
this time ! • 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thyself dost make the phantom-pantomime ! 

f 

I 

ASTROLOGER, 

F.ut one word more ! From what hath chanced, 
the play 

Might well be called : the Rape of Helena. 


Rjpe, quotha ! Am I here for naught then, 
fellow ? 

And hold I not this key here in my hand, 

That hither me, through horror, surge and billow 
Of solitudes, hath led to a sure stand ? 

Here foothold is, realities. The spirit 
With spirits here may strive, and by its merit 
The great, the double empire may inherit. 

So far she was, nearer how could she be \ 

1 save her, doubly she belongs to me. 

Til doT. Ye Mothers, Mothers, needs must 
grant her ! 

Who once hath known her, never more may 
want her I 


ASTROLOGFR. 

Faust, Faust, what dost thtm? Nay he seizes 
her 

With violence. The form begins to blur. 

He turns the key towards the stripling. How ! 
He touches him ! Woe’s me ! Now, even 
now ! 

^Explosion. Faust lies on the ground. 
The spirits melt into mist. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES 

[taking Faust on hh shoulder 

Crack ! There it is ! One’i self with Fg^dIs to 
cumber 

Doth play the deuce with all, the Devil i’ the 
number 1 

[Darkness^ Tumuli. 



ACT II 


HIGH- VAULTED, NARROW GOTHIC 
CHAMBER, FORMERLY FAUST’S, 
UNCHANGED. 

MEPHISTOPHELES 

[jieppingfornvard from behind a curtain* 
As he raises it and looks back, Faust 
is seen reclining upon an antique bed* 

Beguiled to love-bonds hard to loose, 

Thou ill-starred wight, lie here a season ! 

Whom Helen paralytes, use 
Not lightly to regain their reason. 

[^Looking about him* 
T^ook I about me in the glimmer. 

Unchanged, unwasied all I spy. 

The painted panes, methinks, are somewhat 
dimmer, 

Methinks the cobwebs somewhat thicker lie. 
rhe ink is dried, the paper yellow grov/n, 

Yet all in place I still discover. 

The very pen lies where Twas thrown 
When to the Devil Faust himself made over. 

A drop of dried-up blood lurks still, 

F/on as I coaxed it from him, in the quill. 

No fancier but himself might pique 
Upon a curio so unique. 

On the old hook still hangs the old fur-clorik, 
Reminding me of the old joke, 
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How yonder lad I taught of yore, 

Who haply still as youth chews on my lore. 

Marry I itch again, allied 

Thou mantle shaggy-warm with trhee, 

To puff me up with professorial pride. 

So fully in the right they ween to be ! 

Your learned man attains that level, 

The art long since has failed the Devil ! 

takes down and shakes the fur- 
cloak ; crickets y chafers y and moths 
Jly out. 

CHORUS OF INSECTS. 

Fair welcome, old gaffer! 

Our homage we pay. 

We hum and we hover 
And know thee straightway. 

But singly in silence 
The seed didst thou sow ; 

Now dancing in thousands 
O father we go ! 

The rogue in the bosom 
Lies hidden so well, 

More lightly reveal them 
The lice in the fell. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With what a glad surprise the gay young brood 
I view ! 

Nayi only sow, you'll reap in season due, 

Pll shake the ancient fell another bout — 

Still here and there there comes one fluttering 
out. 
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Up and around, sweet chicks! Fly helter- 
skelter 

To hundred thousand nooks for shelter. 

In yon old cardboard-boxes cage, 

Here in this parchment, brown with age. 

Into old crockery merrily flock it, 

Into yon death's-head’s eyeless socket. 

Ever where life thus rots and moulders 
Arc maggots bred. 

[^S/if)s into the jur^ 

Come, clothe my shoulders. 
Thou musty mantle, in thy folds once more I 
To-day again, as heretofore, 

I’m Principal, and yet the title 

With none to bow before it, boots me little. 

\^He pulls the belly nvhich gives out a 
shrill and piercing tonCy that makes 
the halls quake and the doors Jly 
open, 

FAMULUS, rushing along the long dark corridor. 

What a clanging! What a quaking! 
Staircase rocking, walls a-shaking 1 
Through the window’s tinted quiver 
See I sheeted lightning shiver ! 

Rudely loosened down are pouring 
1. ime and rubbish. Warps the flooring. 
And the door, fast barred and bolted, 
Magic power hath open jolted, 

Faust's old fur — what horrid antic ! 
Wrapped around a form gigantic. 

At his glances, at his beck, 

Almost to my knees I quake. 
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Shall I flee or shall I stay ? 

What will happen ! Well-a-day ! 

MEPHiSTOPHELES, Reckoning, 

Hither, my friend ! Your name is Nicodemus ^ 

FAMULUS, 

High-reverend Sir, such is my name. Oremus! 

MEPHISTOPHELfeS. 

Not 80 ! 

FANtULUS. 

You know me ! With what joy I thrill ' 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I know it well. In years, yet student still ! 

O moss-grown sir ! Nay, even a learned man 
Still studies on, since nothing else he can. 

A goodly house of cards we build us so. 

The greatest mind can neVr complete it though. 
And yet your master ! He’s no ignoramus ! 
Great Doctor Wagner — everywhere he’s famous 
The first now in the learned world, the sole 
Who binds its scattered parts into one whole. 
He, wisdom’s daily multiplier, 

To hearken whom all that aspire 
To universal learning flock. 

He shines, he, ex cathedra^ lonely ! 

Like Peter, keeps the keys, and only 
The Nether, as the Upper, doth unlock. 

So doth he foremost glow and glimmer. 

No name nor fame can stand its ground. 

The very name of F aust grows dimmer, 

He ’tis that hath all wisdom found ! 
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FAMULUS. 

Pardon, High-reverend Sir, your condescension 
Bestow, if I most fAimbly, mention 
You’re under a misapprehension. 

To him as gift is modesty assigned. 

Since most inex])licahly vanished 
Yonder great man, he never yet hath banished 
All hope of his return, wherefrom he trusts to 
find 

Solace and weal. The chamber none may enter 
Since Doctor Faustus’ days. Forlorn, 
Untouched, it waits its lord’s return. 

To venture in 1 scarcely venture. 

What planets in conjunction shine ? 

The old walls seem agluist with wonder, 

The door-posts quaked, bolts burst asunder. 

Else you yourself had not come in. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Where hath the man bestowed him, eh ? 

Take me there, bring him hither, pray ! 


So very strict his orders were, 

In sooth I know not if I dare ! 

I O’er the Great Work for months he’s brooded 
I In all seclusion deep-secluded. 

The daintiest of men of learning 
Vou’d swear he lived by charcoal-burning .* 
‘grimed from ear to nose, and blear-eyed 
I ^Vith blowing of the fire, unwearied 
Each iiioment for the next he longs, 

I ^Vhiiat music make the clanking tongs. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What! against me his portals fasttn! 

Why, Fm the very man his Ipck to hasten^ 

[_Exit Famulus, Miphtstophdes sils 
down with affected solemnity. 
Scarce have I set me on this throne 
When there behind me stirs a guest well-known. 
But now he’s up-to-date. I warrant 
His arrogance will be most arrant. 

BACCALAUREUs, rushing ahtig the passage. 

Gate and door before me oping 
Of themselves, give room for hoping 
That no more the live man will do 
As the dead man doth, in mildew 
Rot and moulder, mortifying 
Life, till life itself be dying. 

All around wall and partition 
Crumble, totter to perdition, 

And unless we quickly make us 
Scarce, will ruin overtake us. 

Though for boldness none can match me 
Going further you don’t catch me. 

What is this my sight engages ? 

Was’t not here — it seems like ages 
Since — I came a simple bejan. 

Anxious, timid, fluttering pigeon. 

Trustful to these graybeards hied me. 

On their humbug edified me ? 

Into mouldy book-crusts prying 
What they knew they taught me lying — 



Part II 


loi 


What they knew without believing, 

Me, themselves of life bereaving. 

How ! Within there by the bureau 
One still sitSfin chiaroscuro ! 

I 

Nay, I see — ^have I my wits still ? 

In the old brown fur he sits still, 

As I left him, piece for piece. 

In the same -old shaggy heece ! 

Then as sapient I viewed him 
When not yet I understood him. 

But to-day that will not answer ! 

Marry, come, we’ll break a lance, sir ! 

If, aged Sir, through Lethe’s turbid river 
That bald and wry-hung head not yet hath 
swum, 

Outgrown the academic rods for ever 
See with acknowledgment your pupil come. 

1 find you as I saw you then, 

Another man Tm here again. 


MEPHISTOPHFLFS. 

i’m glad I called you by my tinkling. 

E’en then I rated you full high ; 

The grub betimes, the chrysalis, some inkling 
Give of the gaudy butterfly. 

A childish pleasure when a scholar 
Y ju took in curls and fair lace- collar. 

Belike you never wore a queue ? 

I’o-day close-cropped you meet n'sy view. 

You look quite resolute^ quite valiant, but — 
Pray, don’t go home quite absolute. 
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BACCALAUREUS. 

Old gentleman, we’re in the same old chamber, 
But times are changed since then, make no 
mistake ! * t, ' 

Sparc me your irony. Remember 
We’re wary now, and wide-awake. 

The artless, guileless youngster did you banter; 
What now-a-days none would adventure, 

It cost you little skill forsooth •! 

MEPHISTOl»HELEb. 

When unadulterate one tells to youth 
What no wise suits the callow brood — the 
truth — 

But later, lutie as they love it. 

On their own tingling hide they rudely prove it, 
They flatter them it came from their own skull. 
Then is the cry : the master was a fool ! 

B<ICCALAUREUS. 

Aye, or a rogue 1 What master hath the grace 
The truth outright to tell us to our face ? 

Each hath the wit to magnify, to minish. 
Earnest at first, jocosely shrewd to finish, 

To pious bairns. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well, there’s a time to learn ; 
You’re ripe yourself to teach though, 1 discern. 
Through many moons you have — nay, e’en a 
sun 

Or two, experience in plenty won. 
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BACCALAUREUS. 

Experience ! froth and foam alone, 

With mind not equal-born. Avow it, 

The thing that ever hath been knov/n, 

It isn’t worth one’s while to know it, 

MEPHisTOPHELES, after a pause. 

I’ve had misgivings! Now i feel 
I am indeed irtane and imbecile I 

BACCALAUREUS. 

I’m fain to hear it**! Now you’re talking sense ! 
At last a graybeard with intelligence 1 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

For golden treasure did 1 poke and proddle, 
And gained but sorry coals when all was done. 

BACCALAUREUS. 

Confess it now, your pate, your old bald noddle 
Is worth no more than yonder hollow one ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, good-humoureclly. 

How rude thou art, my friend, dost scarce surmise. 

BACCALAUREUS. 

The mao that is polite, in German, Lea ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

^rolling himself in his chair wlfh castors 
e^er nearer into the Proscenium^ 
addresses the Pit, 

Here am I reft of light and air, 1 wonder 
If I shall find asylum with ye yonder ? 
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BACCALAUREUS. 

Presumption ! for a sorry respite, aught 
To wish to be, already being naught. 

M an’s life lives in the blood, find where foroooth 
Doth the blood stir and tingle as in youth ? 

Aye, that is living blood, with vigour rife, 

From life that doth create itself new life. 

All is astir there, something we attain, 

What weak is falls, the strong cotnes on amain. 
The while one lialf the world we’ve subjugated, 
Pray, what have ye done ? Dozed and cogitated 
And dreamed and balanced, plan and plan again. 
Old age forsooth is but a palsied ague, 

Where chill and want and ciotchets plague you. 
Have thirty years passed o’er your head 
Already you’re as good as dead. 

’Tweie best to knock you on the head right early. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This puts the devil out of office fairly. 

BACCALAUREUS. 

Theie is no Devil, save I will it, I i 

MEPHISTOPHELES, us'ldt. 

He’ll lay thee by the heels though, by and by ' 
BACCALAUREUS. 

The noblest calling this for youthful wili 
The world was not, till I created it ; 

*1 was I that brought the sun up from the sea ; 
The Moon her changeful course began with me; 
Upon my paths Day decked herself; her bosom 
To welcome me. Earth filled with bud and 
blossom ; 
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Upon my beck, in yonder primal night 
The glory of all the stars unfolded bright ; 

Who, if not I, from all the bars unbound you 
That cramping thoughts Philistian welded round 
you ? * 

But 1, as bids my mind, unhampered quite, 
Blithely I follow mine own inner light, 

And with a rapture all mine own, swift onward. 
Darkness behind my back, I journey sunward. 

[JExit. 

MtPHlSTOPHELES. 

Original, go thy wuys in all thy glory ! 

This truth to thee were purgatory : 

What man can think aught foolish, prudent aught, 
Save what the Past already thought ? 

With him we’re not endangered, though, assur- 
edly ; 

A year or two at most and things will mend, 
And though the must comport itself absurdly 
Yet will there be some wine i’ the end. 

the younger part of the Pit *who do 
not applaud, 

I see my word hath left you cold. 

Ye artless bairns. Yet I’ll not take it evil. 
Think though, the Devil is old ; grow old 
If ye would understand the Devil. 


LABORATORY 

[i., the medieval style ; huge^ unvote Idy 
apparatus jfor fantastical purposes, 

WAGNER, beside the Jumace, 

The dreadful bell clangs out, and echo 
The sooty walls its long vibration. 
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The issue can no moie uncertain 
Remain of earnest expectation. 

The darkness liftevh like a curtain. 

Now in the pliial’s inmost chajpfiber 
^i'Jicje j^lows as ^twere a Jiving eifiber; 

Aye, like some carbuncle transcendent 
It ilaslies through the gloom resplendent. 

A dazzling light doth pierce the veil. 

O this rime, F ate, my efforts further ! 

Ah God ! What rattles on the door there? 

\^Rntci Mephlstophdes, 

* MEFHISTOPHELES. 

Fair welcome 1 Nay, I mean you well! 

WAGNER, anxiously. 

Fair welcome to the ruling star ! 

\Softly, 

But woid and breath within the mouth fast bar. 
Soon is achieved a glorious undertaking. 

Ml PHI STOP HELEs, more softly. 

What is it, pray ? 

WAGNER, more softly, 

A man is in the making. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A man ? And pray what couple tender 
Have ye shut up F the chimngy theie ? 

WAGNER. 

Forbid it, God! The mode wherein man used 
to gender 

For idle folly we declare. 

The tender point wherefrom life sprang of yore, 
The gracious force that pressed from out iu coie, 
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And took and gave, itself to outline fated, 

First nearest, foreign then assimilated, 

Now of Its dignity is dispossessed ; 

And though the byast still find therein a zest 
Heiiceiorth must man with his great gifts aspiie 
Unio a purer origin and higher. 

\^lurnitig to the furnace. 
It flashes, see ! Now verily hope flatters 
That when from rnany hundred matters 
\Ve*by alloy — alloy is everything — 

Compound the human-matter througliiy, 

And in a limbec st?al it truly, 

And therein cohobate it duly, 

The work we shdll to a good issue bring. 

\_Turning again to the furnace 
It spccu's ! The mass is clarifying. 

Assurance yet more sure supplying. 

VViiat man mysteiious in Nature once did hold 
To test it rationally we make bold, 

And what she erst constrained to organize, 

That do we bid to crystallize. 

MEPHISTOPHELkS. 

He that lives long, learns much, nor can there 
For him aught new befall ujion this world below'. 
Aluady many a crystallized nicin ihcie 
I’ve lit on in my wanderings to and fro. 

W AGN LR, 

]f^ho $bs ne^ver diverted his attention 
from the phiaL 

It rises, flashes, grows to one, 

A moment and the deed is done. 

A great design at first seems mad, yet we 
Henceforth at Chance will laugh, the sorry 
tinker ! 
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And such a brain as thinks transcendently 
Henceforth shall likewise make a thinker. 

[^Looking at the phial in rapture 
The glass rings out with an entrancing might. 

It clouds, it clears, my fairest hopes approving. 
What dainty vision greets my sight ? 

A dapper manikin a-moving I 
What would we more, or what the world ? 
For here 

The secret lies to light unfolded. ^ 

Unto this sound but give an ear, 

It turns to voice, to speech ’ti^i moulded. 

HOMUNCULUS, in the phial to Wagner. 

Well, fatherkin, how goes it? ’Twas no jest! 
Come, press me tenderly upon thy breast ! 

But not too hard, for fear the glass should 
shiver. 

Things are so constituted ever ; 

The Natural the world can scarce embrace. 

The Artificial needs a closed-in space. 

\^7'o Mephistopheles. 
What, thee, thou Rogue, Sir Cousin, here I 
see ! 

At a most timely moment thank I thee. 

A happy fate hath led thee to our view ; 

Since that I am, I must be doing too. 

Straight would I truss to work. What dost 
thou say to’t ? * 

Thou art the man to shorten me the way to't. 

WAGNER, 

But one word more ! This oft doth mortify me 
That young and old with endless problems ply 



Part II 


1 09 


As inter alta^ how each with either 
Body and soul can fit so well together, 

And cling so close as would thej^ never sever 
Yet each to each make life a burden ever ? 
And then — » * 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Stop there ! Ask rather each with either 
Why man and wife agree so ill together. 

My friend, ’twiH ne’er be clear, howe’er thou 
fidget. 

Here’s work to dp — no better asks the midget. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

What is to do ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES, pOWtlng tO U Slclc^doOT. 

Here do thou prove thy talent, 

WAGNER, looking ever into the phial. 

Forsooth thou art a charming little caJJanti 
[7 'he side^door opens. Faust v 
recllnitg on the couch. 

HOMUNCULUS, amax.cd 

Significant ! 

\^rhe pipial slips from IV agnef* s hands, 
hovers above Faust and illumine.^ 

him. 

Fair-encompassed! Limpid waters 
In a thick grove i Women, that disarray them ! 
Most beautiful are they of Beauty’s daughters, 
Yet radiantly fair doth one outweigh them, 
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Of highest heroes born, nay, God-born hapjy. 
Her foot she dips the bright pellucid pool in. 
The sweet lifers flame that warms her form — 
how shapely ! — ^ 

Within the wave^ enfolding crystal cooling. 

But what a rustle of pinions now swift- flashing 
Ruffles the polished glass ! What rushing, 
splashing ! 

Startled the maidens flee ; the queen their flight 
Shares not, but stands, nor needs with fear to 
wrestle, 

And with a proud and w6maRly delight 

She sees unto her knee the swan -prince nestle, 

Importunately tame. Now he grows bolder,- - 

But suddenly a vaporous cloud 

In thickly- woven gauze doth shroud 

The fairest scene ere had beholder. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Marry, what moonshine dost thou not narrate ^ 
Small as thou art, thou art a dreamer great. 
Naught see I — 


HOMUNCULUS. 

No ! The North thy heritage is 
Thy birth was in the misty ages, 

The waste of priesthood and of chivalry. 

And how should there thine eye be free ? 

Thou art at home but in the murky. 

\_L.ooking around him 

Dingy-brown stonework, mouldered, horrid, 
And Gothic-arched, ignoble, florid ! 

Awakes he here, new cares we’ve got. 
Straightway he’s dead upon the spot. 



His dream with sylvan springs beguiled hinj, 
And swans, and naked beauties. * Here 
How should he e*er have reconciled him, 
Where I, that lejist am nice, scarce bear i 
Hence with him, now ! 

MEPHISTOPHFLFS. 

rd hear the means with pleasure i 

• HOMUNCULUS. 

The warrior bid unto the fight, 

Lead thou the maid tb tread a measure, 

And straightway eter 3 'thing is righ*. 

To-day — it falls quite apposite — 

'Tis Classical Walpurgis Night ; 

No fairer turn could Fortune play him, 

To his own element convey him. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 


The like I never yet have heard of! 

HOMUNCULUS. 


Nay marry 1 Th^t how shouldst thou e’er get 
word of! 

Romantic spectres only fall in thy purview ^ 

A genuine Lpectre must be classic too. 


MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Whith^^r our wav ? E’en in anticipation 
Are antique colleagues an abomination I 

HOMUNCU1.US. 

Northwestward, Satan, is thy pleasure-ground, 
Southeastward, though, at present aie we bound. 



I I 2 


Goethe’s ^Faust 

By a great plain, through thicket and through 
grove ♦ 

Peneus flows, in still andP^ humid reaches ; 

The champaign to the mountain-gorges stre^^ches,,, 
And old and new Pharsalus iies'chove. 

MFPHISTOPHELES. 

Alack! Away! Forbear of yonder squabble 
’Twixt tyranny and slavery to babble 1 
It irks me. Scarce ^tis ended when de ?iovo 
With the whole farce they start again ah ovo^ 
Yet none doth mark he is but made a fool 
By Asniodeub, who the strings doth pull. 

They fight for freedom — so themselves they 
flatter — 

Slaves against slaves, if you but sift the matter. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Why let men be, as is their nature, froward I 
Perforce must each defend him as he can, 

From boyhood on — so will he grow to man. 
One question only at this time is toward. 

To heal this man. If any means thou ste, 
Make proof of them ; if none, leave it to rne. 

MFPHISTOPHFLES. 

Flere many a Brocken-farce might tempt a trial, 
But heathen bolts are shot in stout denial. 

The Greeks were never good for much. ’Tis 
true 

With the free play of sense they dazzle you. 

To jocund sins they* prompt man’s breast. 
Beshrew me 

If ours will ever pass for aught but gloomy * 
What next ? 
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HOMUNCULUS. 

Faith, thouirt not one - whom shyness 
twitches, 

And when I tonih upon Thessalian witches 
I think I have not spoke for naught. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, lustfully, 

Thessalian witches ! They are persons, marry, 
For whom for long enough Fve sought. 

Night after night with them to tarry 
Were scarce delectable, meth ought ; 

To spy them, try them though — 

HOMUNCULUS. 

The knight enfold 

Within thy cloak, and make an end on*t! 

The rag, as it was wont of old 
Will one and other bear, depend on’t. 
riJ light your path. 

WAGNER, anxiously. 

And I, pray ? 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Oh! 

Thou’It stay at home, most weighty work to do. 
The ancient parchments thou’lt unroll, fair father, 
The elements of life by piecept gather, 

And each to other lit with foresight. Ponder 
The *ivhat, more to the hotu thy thoughts apply. 
Whilst riirough a cantle of the world I wander 
Belike Fll find the dot upon tliC I. 

Thus the great goal is reached — the cap 
Well-merited is this of such an earnest study 
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Gold, honour, fame, long-life, and healthy body 
And knowledge too and virtue — by good hap i 
Farewell ! * 

WAGNER, sadlyJ „ 

Fare well ! It racks me thus to sever 1 
My heart misgives me 'tis farcw^ell for ever i 

MEPHISTOPHEUS. 

Now to Peneus swift descend ! 

Sir Coz must not be underrated. 

[jid Speetdiorts 

Mairy, at last we all depend 
On creatures that ourselves cieated. 


CLASSICAL WALPURGIS NIGHT. 

Pharsalian Plains. 

Darhuess, 

ERICHTHO. 

To this night’s awful festival, as often now, 

Erichtho, come 1 hither, I the sinister, 

Yet not so loathsome as the pestilent poets me 

Surcharging slander. . . . Verily never know 
they bound 

In praise and censure. . . . Whitened o’er 
already seems 

The Tale — a billowy sea of tents, gray- 
glimmering — 

The alter-phantom of that careful dreadful night. 

How oft it hath recurred already, will recur 
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Through ages everlasting. . . . liach doth 
grudge the sway 

To oihcr, all to him tliat won it forcefully, 

And forcefully doth wield it. Each that hath 
not wit 

His inner self to govern, all too fain would sw^y 

His neighbour’s purpose to his own imperious 
will. 

Here was a grcr^t example to the issue fought. 

How violence encounters greater violence, 

How Freedom’s gracious, thousand-blos'^cmed 
wreath is tofn. 

The unyielding laurel bent around the ruler’s 
brow. 

Here of his early greatness’ blossoming Magnus 
di earned ; 

There, hanging o’er the tremulous balance, 
Caihar watched : 

It shall be measured ! Verily knows the v/orld 
who won. 

The glowing watch-fires shoot red fiamep. 
athwart the night. 

The earth exhales the after-glimmer ot shed 
blood. 

And by the night’s unwonted wizard-splendour 
lured, 

Assemble all the legions of Hellenic myth. 

Round all the fires waver fitfully, or sit 

In comfort, bygone ages’ fabulous phantasies. 

The moon, with orb imperfect, yet refulgent- 
bright, 

Arising, sheds around her softest radiance. 

The tents’ illusion vanishes, the fires burn blue. 

But overhead, what unexpected meteor ! 
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It lightens and enlightens a corporeal ball. 

Ha, that is life I scent! It seems me not, 
that am 

To life pernicious, living creat^ires to approach. 
It brings me evil fame and prolit^th me not. 

It sinks already. Heedfully I Ml step aside. 

[_MoV€S anvay. 

The aeronauts above, 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Once again around I Ml h6ver. 

O’er the flames and horrors eerie. 

In the vale I naught discover 
Save what spectral is and dreary. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

As when through the window old I 
Gazed on Northern dread and gloom. 

Spectres wholly foul behold I, 

Here as there I am at home. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Lo, a tall gaunt figure stalking 
From us there with hasty stride ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

Faith, as were she scared she’s walking; 
Through the air she saw us ride. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Let her stalk. Quick as thou’rt able 
Set thy knight. down ! IMl be sworn, 

Life will, in the realm of fable 
Where he seeks it, straight return. 
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Where is she ? 


FAUST 

r^'j- he touches the ground. 


HOMUNCULUS. 

I’ve no inkling of it, 

But here methinks may’st ask with profit. 
There’s time ere dawn to go with speed 
From flame to flame, enquiry making. 

Who to the Mothers ventured, need 
Recoil before no uildertaking. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

On my own score I too am here, 

Yet al| to please it will be best, ’tis cleat j, 

That each the round of fires through 
His own adventures for himself pursue. 

Then once again our troop to muster, 

Little one, chiming let shine out thy lu&tre, 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Thus shall it flash, thus chime sonorous. 

\^rhe glass hums and flashes mightily^ 
Now on ! New marvels lie before us. 

FAUST, a/one. 

Where is she ? — Now no further question 
make. . . 

Is it the glebe not, her that bare, 

Is’t not the wave that plashed to meet her there, 
The air at least it is, her speech ^that spake. 

Here by a marvel in the Grecian land, 
Straightway I felt the soil whereon I stand. 
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Through me, the sleeper, what a warm life 
darted ! 

So stand 1 like Antaeus, dauntless-hearted. 

And though the strangest here* I fnd assembling, 
This labyrinth of flames Fll search untrembling ! 


MEPHisTOPHELES, prying around. 

And as from fire to fire I wander aimless, 

I feel me wholly from my moorings drifted ; 
Naked are most, but here 'and. there beshifted, 
The sphinxes unabashed, the griffins shameless, 
And what not all the eyeball, as it passes, 
Betressed, be winged, from fiont or rearward 
glasses. 

’Tis true, we too at bottom are indecent, 

But the antique’s too lifelike to be pleasant. 
That ought one with the newest taste to master, 
With fashion’s thousand whims to overplaster. . 
A loathsome brood, yet since as guest I meet 
them 

I must not grudge in seemly wise to greet them. 
Hail ! ye fair women ! hail ! ye sapient 
grizzles ! 


GRIFFIS snarTing, 

Not grizzle- ! griffins! None is fain to hea’- 
Himself called grizzled. In each word still 
rings 

Some echo of the source wherefrom it spring.*''. 

grueson., g/im, graven, grump v, grhsJy, 
tally ’ *' 

And chime tonetlier et. mologicallv, 

I et grate upon our ear 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Grif- pleases if in 
The honourable title heard of Griffin. 

I 

'I 

GRIFFIN 

[_as above ^ and so continually. 

Of course ! The kinship hath been proved to 
hold, 

Oft chidden truly, yet more oft extolled. 

Grip then at maidens^ crowns and gold, you’ll 
find 

To him that grips is Fortune mostly kind. 

AKTS, oj the colossal species 

Of gold you speak ! In heaps once did we 
hoard it 

And secretly in cliff and cavern stored it. 

The Aiimaspijns have nosed it out, 

And borne it off, and now our grief they flout. 

GRIFFINS. 

Nay, never fear, wj’il bring them to confession 

ARIMASPIANS. 

Tut not on this free festal night. 

’Twill be smuggled away ere morning-i ght. 

W bhall carry it through on this occasiori. 

MI'PHlSTOPHELfcS, 

[jwho Las taken his seat bet-wet t the Sph.r.xes 
I grow at home here. More by token 
I understand each word they say. 
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We breathe our spirit-tones unspoken 
And ye embody them straightway. 

Yet name thyseJf, until we know'thee farther. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With many names folk think to name me. Are 
there 

But Britons here ? To travel is their role 
For ruined walls and waterfalls and traces 
Of fields of battle — classic muVjty places ; 

Here were indeed for them a worthy goal. 

They would bear witness too — me did they see 
T’ the old stage-play as '^Old Iniquity^ 

SPHIKX. 

How came they thereto ? 

MliPHISTOPHELElL 

Nay, that puzzles me! 

SPHINX, 

May be ! Hast any planetary lore ? 

What sayst thou to the aspect of the hour ? 

MEPHISTOPH EI.es. 

The gelded moon shines bright, and helter- 
skelter 

Shoots star on star. I like my cosy shelter. 
And in thy lion's-fur I snugly swelter. 

'Twere pity I should climb aloft to lose me. 
Some riddle, some charade at least propose me. 

^ English in the original. 
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SPHINX. 

Do thou express thyself — ’twere riddle enough ! 
Resolve thine inmost essence I Thus — art heed- 
ful? . • 

IVhat pious man and wicked find like needful^ 

One for ascetic fence ^ as padded jacket^ 

And one as mate in riot and in rackety 
Both but to make Zeus merry, Canst thou 
crack it ? • 

FIRST, GRWFiN, snarling. 

He likes me not ! 

SECOND griffin, snarhng more fiercely 
What seeks he here ? 

BOTH. 

Foul monster, this is not his sphere! 

MEPHisTOPHELEs, brutally. 

Haply dost think thy guest would shrink from 
matching 

His nails with those sharp claws of thine at 
scratching. 

Well, iry it then ! 

SPHINX, gently. 

Thou hast free leave to tarry 
Of thine own self thou soon wiF quit us, marry! 
At home thou livest in the lap of riot, 

But heie meseems thou art in sore disquiet. 
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MEPHISTOPHELRS. 

Thou art right appetising upwards from the 
bosom, 

But for the beast below theve,^fie! 'tis grue- 


SPHINX. 

Thy coming, miscreant, thou^lt rue full sorely. 
Our paws at least know no disease I 
Thou with thy shrivelled pastern surely 
Within our league art ill .at ease. 

[[Sirens prelud: overhead, 

MEPHISTOPHELRS. 

What birds are these that softly swinging 
Upon the river-poplars rest ? 


Have thou a care ! Ere now their singing 
Hath overcome the verv best. 


Ah ! why mar your taste completely 
Here 'mid monstrous marvels roaming : 

Lo ! in hosts where we are coming, 

And with notes that blend full sweetly ! 
Thus do Sirens come most meetly. 

SPHINXES, moclilno them in the same rhythm. 

Bid them quit their perch where biding 
’Mid the branches, they are hiding 
Craftily their foul hawk’s talons. 
Wherewith will they, traitor-felons. 

Rend ye if ye lend an car. 
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Hence with envy ! Hence with hat/ed 
Brightest pleasures cull we scattered 
Broadcast ’neftth* the heavens’ blue sphere. 

On the earth and on the water 
Let such smiles as sweetest Hatter 
Make the welcome guest good cheer. 

MfiPHlSTOPHELES. 

Those are your precious airs new-fangled 
vVheie* tone with tone is intcrtangled. 

The throat from out, from otT the string. 

They waste on me their caterwauling? 

Though round ray ear I f -cl it crawling 
It reaches not the heart’s deep spring. 

SPHIVXIS. 

Thine heart, forsooth ! A heart dost call it? 
V^iin word 1 A shrivelled leathern waller 
T(» match thy face were more the thing 1 

FAUST, coming for^uarrl. 

How strange ! It pleasures me to see thesf 
creatures — 

In the repellent great and nohle fc^'u-es! 

Mv heart already bodes a favouring fate. 

Me whither doth this solemn sight translate ? 

to the Sj'hinxer, 

Before the like stood Oedipus, fate-driven ; 

^Poiniin^ to the Sirens, 
Be 7re the like Ulysses in hemuen bonds hath 
striven ; 

r Pointiti^ to the Jlnts, 

I’he highest treasure these of old did hoard ; 

^Pointing to the Griffins, 
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Which faithful and* unfailing these did ward. 

I feel there breathes a quickening spirit through 
me 1 

Great are the forms, great ijiemories bring they 
to me ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Once thou hadst banned them from thy sight, 
and yet 

Now do they seem not ill-approved, 

For even monsters are well-met 
Where a man seeketh bis bploved. 

FAUST, to the Sphinxes, 

Ye women-forms my questioning must stay. 
Hath one of ye seen Helena, 1 pray ? 

SPHINXES. 

We reach not down unto her generation. 
Hercules slew the latest of our ration. 

Chiron might give thee information. 

He gallops round upon this spectral-night ; 

Will he but stand for thee, thoiiVt sped aright, 

SIRENS. 

E’en with us thou shouldvst not miss it i 
With us when Ulysses tarried, 

Not disdainful past us hurried. 

He with tales beguiled his visit. 

All to thee we would discover 
Wouldst thou to our meads come over. 

To the green sea wouldst thou speed thee. 


Heed thee, noble Stranger, heed thee ! 
Himself to bind Ulysses bade 
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Do thou let our good counsel bind thee. 

The lofty Chiron canst thou find thee 
All shalt thou learn, e’en as I said. 

> * Faust, 

I^IEPHISTOPHELES, petulantly. 

What croaketh past with pinion-beat, 

So swiftly one can scarcely see't. 

Each after other still doth fleet : 

The very hunters would they weary ! 


Winter’s wild blast alone is like them. 
Alcides' arrows scarce could strike them. 
The swift Stymphalides, and cheery 
As unto friends their croaked salute, 

With beak of vulture and goose’s foot. 

Our circle fain they’d enter into, 

And thereby prove them of our kin too. 

MEPHisTOPHELES, as if wUmidiited. 
There hisses something else between them. 


Eor these, good sooth, thou need’sL not quake. 
These are the heads of the Lernaean snake, 
Cleft from the trunk, yet something still they 
ween them. 

But say, why dost thou stare and mutter ? 

Wiiat is it sets thee in a flutter ? 

Whither wouldst go? Away with thee! 

Ton chorus makes, as well 1 see, 

A wryneck of thee. Curb thee not! Away! 
I'o many a charming face thine homage pay. 
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The Lamiac, rare wanton lasses, 

With smiling lips and brazen faces, 

Such as the Satyrs’ taste most tickle. 

A goat-foot there at naught peed stickle ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ye’ll suy here though, that I may still be able 
To iind ye ? 


Aye ! Mjx with the airy rabbk- ; 
Long hath it been our wont*, horn Kgypt on, 
That such as we a thousand years should tio one 
And heed but how we lie — controller 
Ordained are we of lunar day and solar. 

Sitting at the doom of nations 
Heie before the pyramids, 

War and peace and inundations 
Watch we with unwinking lids. 


PENEUS SURROUNDED BY 
WATERS AND NYMPHS. 

PENEUS. 

W ake, ye whispers of tlie sedges ! 

Softly breathe, ye reed-fringed edges ! 
Rustle, willows of the river ! 

Lisp, ye poplar-sprays a-quiver, 

To my rudely -broken dream! 

Me the sultry air doth waken. 

Strange all-searching thrill hath shaken 
Fiom my sleep and cradling stream. 
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VAUST, approaching the river. 

Err I not, a voice there harbours 
Deep within the pleached arbours 
Of these branches/ of these bushes, 
Human-sounding ’midst the rushes. 
Seems the wave a tittle-tattle, 

Seems the breeze a frolic prattle. 

NY^iPHs, to Fausts 

The best that could hap thee 
'Were couched here* to tarry, 

And quicken the cool in 
Thy members a-weary. 

In rest wouldst thou lap thee 
'I'hat ever doth flee. 

WeMl rustle and ripple 
Aii.l murmur to thee. 


1 d}7i .'(wake! O still resplendent 

My sense enthrall, ye forms transcendent, ^ 

Such as mine eye doth plant ye there. 

Oh, what a wondrous thrill runs through me i 
Come ye as dreams — as memories to me ? 
bucii bliss was once before thy share ! 

Athw'art the cool of softly swaying 

Deep shadowy woods, come waters straying : 

No: rushing, rippling scarce they glide. 

A hundred fountains in one single 
Pt'lucid shallow pool commingle, 
byi bathing meet, fiom every side. 

The liquid mirror glasses double 
^ oung lusty woman -limbs, that trouble 
The eye with rapturous delight. 
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In fellowship then bathe they blithesome, 
Fearsome they wade, swim bold and lithesome, 
And end with shrieks and water-fight. 

These should content me ; these with pleasure 
Mine eye should dwell upon at leisure. 

Yet forward still my mind doth long. 

Pierces my glance where yonder arbour' «r 
Luxuriant wealth of verdure harbours 
l^he lofty queen its shade among. 

O the marvel ! Swans sedately 
With a motion pure and stately 
Hither swim from out the bays. 

In sweet consort softly sliding, 

Moving head and beak and gliding 
Proudly conscious of their grace. 

One with stately bosom swelling, 

In his pride his mates excelling, 

Sails through all the throng apace. 

Swells his plumage like a pillow ; 

Billow borne upon the billow 
Glides he to the holy place. 

His lellows in the glassy roomage 
Cruise with unruffleid radiant plumage. 

Or meet in stirring splendid fray, 

Whereby to lure each timid maiden 
To quit her office, terror-laden 
And save herself, if save she may. 

NYMPHS. 

Sisters, lay yopr ears along 

This green bank the river bounding ; 

Hear I — if! hear not wrong — 

As ’twere horses^ hoofs resounding- 
Fain were i to know methought 
Who this night swift news hath brought. 
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FAUST. 

Sooth it seems to me as under 
Hurrying steed the earth did thunder. 

Thither niy ‘glance 1 
O most propitious chance. 

Comes it already yonder ? 

Incomparable wonder 1 
A horseman canters up apace — 

Valour and wit look from his face — 

Borne on a horse of dazzling whiteness. 

I know him, err l.not; straightway, 

The famous son of Philyra 1 
Halt, Chiron ! Halt ! A word of thy polite- 
ness ! 

CHIRON. 

What hast ? What is’t ? 

FAUST. 

Bridle thy pace, and stay ' 

CHIRON, * 

1 tarry not ! 

FAUST. 

Then take me with tlice, pray 1 

CHIRON. 

M_')unt then ! So can 1 question thee at leisure. 
Whither away? Thou stand’st here on the 
shore ; 

I’ll bear thee through the stream, if such thy 
pleasure. 
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FAUST, mounting. 

Whither thou wilt. I’ll thank thee evermore, ~ 
The noble pedagogue, great man indeed,; 

That to his fame reared an heroic breed. 

The Argonauts, with deathless glory gilded. 
And all of old the poets’ world that builded. 


Nay, let that he ! As Me ntor none, 

Not Pallas" self, is to be gratulated. 

They follow their own bent when all is said and 
done. 

As had they ne’er been educated. 


The leech that hath of plants all lore, 

All roots doth know unto their core. 

Health for the sick, the wounded ease did fuid, 
I clasp in might of body and of mind. 

CHIRON. 

Beside me was a hero hurt. 

Then aid and counsel could I tender. 

But in the end did I mine art 
To herbwives and to priests surrender. 


Thou art the genuine great man 
That word of praise ne’er hearken can. 

He shuns applause as naught his worth were, 
And bears him as his like on earth were. 

CHIRON. 

Thou seemest skilled wuth glozing matter 
People and prince alike to flatter. 
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FAUST. 

At least thou wilt not contravene 

'That thou the greatest of thine age hast seen, 

I’he noblest emi|lci*»ecl, spent thy days 

As seemed a demigod, in strenuous ways. 

hut teil me now, 1 pray thee, whom thou rarest 

(jf all the great heroic forms, the greatest. 

CHIKON. 

Knch in the glorious federation 
Of j\rgonaut8 was great, in his own fashion, 

And by the power within him planted 

file one might furnish what tlic o her wanted. 

Viie DiOvSeuri ever did juevail 

Vfhere youthful bloom and beauty turn the scale ^ 

hesolve and sudden deed for others^ weal 

To Boreas’ sons, a noble portion fell ; 

Krfiective, stalwart, shrewd, in counsel schooled, 
Well-pleasing unto women, Jason /uled ; 

Tlien Orpheus," tender, sunk in silent musing, 
i'o touch the lute skilled beyond moitals' using ; 
And Lynceus, that by day and night, keen-eyed 
file sacred sliip through reef and shoal did 
guide. 

Danger is ineetest dared by banded brothers, 
for uius, the while one acts, applaud the othcis. 

FAUST. 

Of Hercules no mention niak\st thou : 

CHIRON. 

Vlas, my longing wherefore wak^st thou ? 

i^iioebus I ne’er had seen, nor yet 

A'en Ares, Hermes, whatsoever 

fhey call them, when mine eyes there met 
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What men as god-like still deliver ; 
King born, indeed, if any other, 

A youth most glorious to see, 

In thrall unto his elder brother ^ 

And to the fairest women he. 

His like will Gaia gender never. 

Nor Hebe lead to Heaven again. 

Vain is the minstrels* high endeavour, 
The marble do they rack in vain. 


Never, for all the marble broken, 

Hath sculptor wrought him so unique. 
Thou of the fairest man hast spoken — 
Now of the fairest woman speak ! 


What! . . . Woman-beauty hath no savour. 
Too oft a statue cold and stiff. 

Such being only wins my favour 
As wells with fresh and joyous life. 
Self-blessed is Beauty — cold and listless, 

’Tis grace alone that makes resistless, 
idke Helena, when her L bore, 

FAUST. 

Thou bar’st her ? 


CHIRON. 

Aye, upon this croup. 


FAUST. 

Wildered enough I was before. 
But here to sit — it fills my cup ! 
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Her hands within mine hair she knit 
As thou dost. ^ 


Oh, now am I quite 
Beside myseJf ! Pray tell me how ! 

She IS the sum of my desiring. 

Her whence and whither barest thou ? 

CHIRON. 

i’ll answer fain at* thy requiring. 

On that occasion had the Dioscuri 

From robbers’ hands their little sister freed ; 

But these, unused to be discomfited, 
look heart, and after them they stormed in 
fury. 

llie brethren in their hurried course did then 
The swamps beside Eleusis pen. 

The brothers waded through, I swam and 
paddled over. 

Then down she lighted, flatiering 
My streaming mane, and chattering 
Sweet thanks, so winsume-wise so conscious- 
coy ! 

How charming was she! Young, the old 
man’s joy. 

FAUSr- 

But seven years old ! 

CHIRON. 

The doctors of philology 
Thee into error as themselves have led. 
Abnormal is the heroine of mythology, 
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She makes her erury at the poet’s need, 

Ts never adult, never old, 

Still appetising to behold, * 

Ts kidnapped young, still wooed beyond her 
prime : 

Enough, the Poet is not bound by Time 1 


Her too, then, let not Time have power to bind 
her I 

Did not Achilles, say, inTherae find her, 
Without the pale of Time ? O rarest chance ! 
Lo\e wrested even ’gainst Fate’s ordinance ! 
And should rot 1, with mightiest ycarningv 
charm 

Back into life the incomparable fo^'m ? 

Eternal Being, one with gods in essence. 

Though tender great, though high, of winning 
presence ! 

Thou erst, and I to-day have looked on her, 

As fair as winsome, as desired as fair. 

My sense, my soul, she weaveth round for ever, 
I cannot brook to live, save I achieve her ! 

CHIRON. 

Good stranger, now thou art what men call 
rapt — 

Dcmenied, should we spirits deem more apt. 

It falls out \v :ll to thy behoving 

That yearly but few moments in my roving 

1 visit Aesculapius’ daughter, 

Manto. Hei hands unto her sire she reaches 
Mutely, and for his honour’s sake beseeches 
He would at length shine out upon the leeches’ 
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Ptlack night, and turn thein from their reckless 
slaughter ; 

pest loved to me "of all tlic Sibyl-guild, 

No gr-nning mupiiticr, but humanely mild. 

She will* not fail, so thou but tany duly, 

With potent herbs and roots to heal thee 
throughly. 


FyiUST. 

I seek not to be healed! Mv mind is valid. 
rh» n were T like the rest, rnearj-souled and 
squalid. 


CHIRON. 

Miss not the healing of that gracious fount 1 
We are upon the spot. Quickly dismount! 

FAUST. 

Through weirdest night, tl'e shingly waters o'er., 
tay whither hast thou brought me, to what 
shore ? 


CHIRON. 

riere Rome and Greece each challenged each 
in fight, 

Olympus sideways left, Pencus light. 

The greatest realm, in sand evan'shing ! 
Triumphs the citizen and flees the king ! 

Look up, see looming close at hand 
The eternal temple in the moonlight stand ’ 

M\NTO, dreaming to herself. 

With horsc-hoofs bounding 
The holy-scat is resounding. 

Demi-gods come this way. 
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CHIRON. 

E’en so ! 

Ope but thine eyes, I pray ! 

< 

MANTO, a*wahing, » 

Welcome ! Thou dost not fail the tryst ? 

CHIRON. 

E’en as thy fane doth still subsist ! 

MANTO. • 

What, all-unwearied still thou ridcst ? 

CHIRON. 

As peace-immured still thou bidest, 

The while to circle is my glee. 

MANTO. 

I bide, and circles time round me. 

And him ? 


CHIRON. 

Him in its swirl hath brought 
The sinister night, with mind distraught. 
Helena sets his wits a-spinning, 

Helena bath he hopes of winning 
Yet knows not how to make beginning, 

Most worthy Aesculapian cure. 

MANTO. 

Him love 1 wliom the impossible doth lure. 

[^Chiron is already far a'loay 
Enter, thou shalt be glad, audacious mortal ! 
Leads to Persephone the gloomy portal. 
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Within Olympus’ hollow foot 

She hears by stealth the banned salute. 

Here did I smuggle Orpheus in of old. 

Use thou it better ! In, be bold ! 

' \l."hey descend. 


ON THE UPPER PENEUS 
AS BEFORE. 

, SIRENS. 

Plunge ye in Peneus’ flood ! 

Plashing may ye swim there meetly, 
Linking song to song full sweetly 
For the ill-starred people’s good. 

Without water is no weal. 

Should we now with all our legion 
For the Aegean quit this region. 

Every joy our bliss would seal. 

^Earthquake. 

SIRENS. 

Foams the wave back to its fountains. 
Flows no more downfiom the mountains, 
Quakes the ground, the flood doth choke. 
Shore and shingle bursting smoke! 

Flee we, flee ! Come, every one 
For the portent profits none. 

Hence, ye lordly guests and lightsome 
To the ocean-revel brightsome, 

Where the tremulous waves a-twlnkle 
Swelling soft the shores besprinkle. 

There where Luna twofold gleameth, 

On us holy dew downstreameth. 
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There a &tiiring life anci cheeilul, 

Here an earthquake, grim and tearful ! 
All that wise are haste away 
For this piace doth strike dismay. 

&FISMOS, rumhllng and grumhVmg donvn hcio‘iu,, 

Hea\e again with straining museh-, 

With the shoulders shove and hurtle, 

So our way to light we justle, 

Wliere beibre us all must fly. 

SPHINXES. 

What a sickening thrill liereundcr! 

What a din.' and dreadful thunder ' 

What a heaving, what a quaking, 
Hocking to and fio and shaking, 

What unbearable annoy ! 

Yet W'e bu ige not though the nethei 
Hell should ail buibl foith togeihei. 

Now a vaulting — O the wonder! 

Is upheaved. Aye, ’tis yonde; 

Ancient, gray with eld, that whilom 
Delos’ is’e for an asylum 
Unto one in travail gave, 

Thrust it up from ’neath the w^ave. 

He with striving, heaving, rending, 
Arms a-strain and shouldeis bending. 
Heaves up, Atlas-like in gestuic, 

Earth with all her verdant vesture, 

Sand and land and grit and gravel, 

All our river’s tranquil level. 

Thus the valley’s placid co\cr 
Rives and rends he cross-wise over. 
Like a caryatid colossal 
Straining still without reposal, 
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He upholds a dread stone-sea (To Id, 

Breast -deep still, yet still unbaffled. 

Here though must he make cessation, 

Sphinxes now have ta’en theii station. 

SEISMOS. 

You must confess, that little maitei 
1 did mvself, of allies bare, 

And did I not »o batter and so clatter 
Pray how weie this your woild so fair: 

How would your niount.iins tuWer abo^e liicrf 
In c!eai*-res}»lendent ethei-hliie, 

Had 1 not laboured them to shotc there 
For pictutesque-enrapturcd view, 

Wlienas with Titans leagued defl. nt 
Beiore the primal fathers of tlie world. 

Chaos and Night, I bate me dike a giant 
And Pelion and Ossa hurled as a ball is hurh u 
d'hus did we wanton on in youthful iia 'bion, 
Then weary of the sjiort did claj) 

Upon Parnassus’ brow, in inijdous fashion 
The rnoLinialns twain, in guise of double-cap. 
Apollo novv dwells blithely yonder, 

^Vith the blest Muses’ choir. ’Twas I 

l"or Jove himself, with all his bolts of thundci, 

That heaved the regal chair on high. 

So now with effort superlmman 
I thrust me up from out the abyss, 

And loudly to new life I suiliniou 
(jlad dwellers to my Paradise. 

SPHINXFS. 

All that here hath been upcastled 
Must we needs esteem primeval, 
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Had we seen not how it wrestled 
Forth from earth in rude upheaval. 

The bosky woods up to the summit creep 
And still impetuous crowds r»teep on steep. 
What cares a Sphinx for such a bubble ? 

IT 8 in our holy seat it shall not trouble \ 

GRIFFINS. 

Gold in tinsel, gold in spangle 

See I gleam through chink and angle. 

Le not robbed of such a booty ! 

Emmets up, and do your duty 1 

CHORUS OF EMMETS. 

As the gigantic brood 
Heaved it on high there, 

T witter-fect, antic brood. 

Speedily fly there ! 

Out and in merrily I 
In each such crevice 
Every crumb verily 
Worthy to have is. 

Tiniest particle 
Must ye discover ; 

Search by the article 
Under and over. 

Be brisk and bold alone 
Hosts without number I 
Garner the gold alone. 

Let go the lumber. 

GRIFFINS. 

In ! In ! Heap gold without a pause, 
And we thereon will clap our claws ! 

Bolts are they that all bolts excel. 

The rarest treasure is warded well. 
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PIGMIES. 

Hei;e we stand past all denying 
Knowing not how that did fall. 

Whence w,e came, refrain from prying* 
For we •are here once for all 1 
Lo, in every land and any 
Life may joyously expand. 

Where there yawns a rocky cranny. 

Is the dwarf too straight at hand. 

Dwarf and dwarfess, gird ye speedy, 
Every pair a paragon. 

Was’t in Paradise already 

Thus ? That know I not for one. 

To our star glad thanks we render 
For we think us highly blest. 

Mother Earth doth joy to gender 
In the East as in the West. 

DAKTYLS. 

Hath in one night Dame Earth 
The little ones brought forth. 

The less she will beget too. 

And each will find his mate too. 

ELDEST OF THE PIGMU S- 

Haste yc in seizing 
Seat that is pleasing. 

Busily bustle 
^eed against mu.scle ’ 

Peace is still with ye ! 

Build ye the smithy 
Where may be shapen 
Harness and weapon ! 
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Emmets a-iliister, 

Swarm ye and cluster 
Metals to muster ! 

Dakt)'Is come strearrtinyj, 

Tiny but teeming, 

Briskly bestir ye, 

Fire- wood ix-^r ye I 
Heap in a pyre 
Smoiildeiing lire. 

Charcoal juepare ye ! 

GrNRRALlSSlMO. 

With bow and arrow 
Search every narrow ! 

Every mere on 
Shoot me the heron. 

Numberless nesting tlicre, 
Haughtily bieiusting thcu'. 

All in one doom. 

Shoot all and slay all, 

TJs to array all 
In iieJm and plume. 

EMMETS AND DAKTYLS. 

Who now' will :>a\e us 
Irtm we get to 
Cluiins to enslave us. 

"I’lme is not yet to 
Show us defiant. 

Therefore be pliant! 

the cranes of ipvcus. 

Murderous outcry, death-shneks uttered. 
Beating pinions frarlui-fluttered. 
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What a moaning, whai a cry 
To our heights doth pierce the sky ! 

All have fallen in the slaughter, 

Crimsoned with tljeir blood the water. 

Greed misshape, foul and cruel 
Robs the herons’ fairest jewel. 

On the helm I see it wave tlu'ie 

Of yon fat-paunch, crook-leg knave there. 

Yc that in our train are fellows, 

Linked faieis of the billows. 

Ye we call. Avenge them dearly 
For the cause doth' touch ye nearly. 

L,et none grudge or strength or blood! 

Mate eternal to tins brood! 

[jrhey scatitT croahing in the air* 

MFPHISTOPHELES, i« the plain* 

Well know T how to master Northern witches, 
Ihit with these foreign phantoms ever son^e 
hitch is. 

Give me my Blocksbcrg for a revel-rout ! 
Where’er one is, one knows one’s way about, 
Dame lisa watches for us on her Stoncy 
And Henry will be glad his Height upon. 

I he Snarers snort, ’tis true, at Miseryy 
Bat in a thousand years no change we see. 
Here’s ticklish going. Here you never know 
When bladder-like the earth benedth will blov^. 
1 stroll light-hearted through a shallow cup 
'A uen suddenly behind my back starts up 
A mountain — hardly to be called a mountain, 

let from my Sphinxes me to sunder throughly 
'Juire high enough. Still flicker flres yonder 
Adown the vale, and flame around the wonder. 
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Still dance and float before me, llee and woc> 
With knavish jugglery the wanton crew. 

After them softly ! Pampered with too much 
plenty, 

Whatever it be, one snaps at every dainty. 

LAMiAE, dranving Mephhtopheles after them 

Swift, swifter evei. 

And never weary ! 

Then again staying,’ 

Prattling and playing ! 

It is so merry,* 

The old Deceiver, 

Thus to decoy him. 

To penance fitting 
He comes unwitting. 

With stiff foot hobbling, 

Stumbling and wabbling. 

He trails his foot — 

The while we fly him — 

In vain pursuit. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Curst fate ! That man so great a gull is ! 
From Adam on poor cozened culliet, ! 

Years get we all, but wisdom who ? 

Wert not already fool enow ? 

We know they’re worthless, all the spat ard 
spawn, 

With painted faces and with waists tight- drawn. 
Naught wholesome to requite us have tliey 
gotten. 

Grasp where you will, in every member rotten. 
We know it, see it, with the hands can gripe it, 
Yet dance the measure the jades do pipe It. 
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LAMIAE, halting. 

Halt ! He bethinks him, falters, stands. 

Counter him, thaj: he slip not from your hands I 

* 

MEPHiSTOPHELES, Striding on. 

On ! In the web of doubt and cavil 
'rhyself not foolishly perplex. 

For were not wijtchcs, who the devil 
Vo be a devil himself would vex ? 

LAMIAE, most graciously. 

Round about this hero go we ! 

Love for this or that will glimmer 
Soon within his heart, that know we. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Seen by this uncertain shimmer 
Comely wenches truly seem ye 
And 1 would not discsteem ye. 

EMPUSA, intruding. 

Nay, nor me ! As such, I pray you, 

Let me join your train ! What say you ^ 

LAMIAE. 

in our circle is de trop. 

L\ci she spoils our sport, I vow’ 

EMPUSA, to Mephlstopheles. 

Fmj)U‘vi, thy fair sib, the sweeting 

Foot of Ass, doth give thee greeting. 
Naught hast thou but a horse's foot, 

And yet, Sir Cousin, fair salute ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I looked to meet but strangers thorough 
And find near kinsfolk to my sorrow. 
Nay, as an ancient book doth ttill^us, 

: Kinsmen all from Har^ to Hell. is,. 

KM PUS A. 

IVe wit to act wdth swift decision, 

In many a shape could meet the vision, 
But in your iionour for the nonce 
1 choose tcj don the ass’s s'eonee. 

Mt PHISTOPHtLES. 

These gentry, now, that’s clear as water. 
Count kinship ior no jesting matter, 

Yet \ou, hiir Coz, I can’t d.ier to, 

The ass’s head I’d fain demur to. 

LAMlAIv. 

Tins f()ul hag heed not I She doth scare 
Whate\er comely seems and fair. 

Whdt fair aad lovely was btdort, 

She comes, and lo ! it is no more. 

M E P H ISTOP H F I,E S . 

And ye, fair cousins, though so tender, 
So languishing, all doubts engender. 
Behind your clieeks’ alluring roses 
I fear there iuik, too, metamorphot^t 

Li\MIA£. 

Come, try thy fortune ! We are many. 
Dip in, and fortune hast thou any 
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Snap up Buch lot as seems moi>t fair. 

What means thy wanton ritoi nello ? 

Thou art a sorry wooer, fellow, 

For all thy br,ig*and swashing air i 
Now with our concourse doth he mingle. 

Now put your masks off, all and single, 

Lay each in turn her natuie baie ! 

'MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I choose the fairest, glad and gleesome. 

* ‘ \_Emhracing her. 

Aiack-a-day, the witheredf besom ! 

/ 2 . ing a n other. 

Well, what of this one? Out, thou blot! 

LAMJAE, 

Deserv'st thou better ? Think it not : 

MEPHlsrOPHELFS. 

The little one 1*11 try. The wizard ! 

There slips she through my hand a liz ird, 

Ard serpent-like her glossy braid. 

The long one, then, she’s worth the clipping. 
Woe's me, a thyrsus-stock Tm gripj)ing — 

A iir-cone stands in lieu of head ! 

How will it end ? Come, the- c’s a fat one, 
Perchance I’ll cool my ilanie wph that one ! 

I’ll try my luck just once again. 

Right squabby, flabby! An Oriental 
To buy the like would pawn a rental. 

'V'or’s me, the pulf-hall cracks in twain ! 

LAMIAE. 

Scatter asunder, swoop and hover 
In blackest fl’ght, like lightning, over ^ 
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ThivS interloping witches son ! 

In fitful wheels strike horror utter, 

On silent pinion bat-like flutter, 

He’s quit too cheap when is done. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Wisdom, it seems, I’m still gone little forth in. 
Absurd is’t here, absurd the North in, 

The spectres here as there bizarre. 

The people and poets tasteless are. 

A mask, as everywhere doth chance 
Is here an emblematic dance. ’ 

At comely masking-trains I grasped — 

I thrill to think what things I clasped. 

Yet fain I’d lend me to their cheating 
Did the delusion prove less fleeting. 

Jm *way amongst the rock 
Where am I ? Where’s the outway ! How ! 
This was a path, a horror now ! 

A heap of stones! Why, what-a-devil, 

When 1 came hither the road was level ! 

I clamber up and down in vain, 

My sphinxes how to find again ? 

Plague take it, this beats all outright 1 
What, such a mountain in one night! 

Well, for a witch- ride, that’s a topper ! 

They bring their Blocksberg on the crupper ! 

OREAD, yrom the natural cliff. 

Up hither, up 1 My mount is old, 

And still doth keep its primal mould. 

Honour the riu!e cliff-stair ascending. 

Last spur of Pindus, far-extending. 

Already thus firm-stablished 
I stood as Pompey o’er me fled. 
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That fabric of a dream will fade 
At cock-crow with the nightly shade. 

The like childs’ fables oft I see arise 
And perish in Jikfe sudden wise. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Honour to thee, thou reverend head, 

With lofty oak-crown chapleted ! 

The moonshine, ‘most transcendent-bright, 

C.in pierce not to thy sombre night. 

But lo, hard by a Jight doth glide 
With modest glow the copse beside. 

W ell, well, how oddly things fall out ! 
Homunculus, beyond a doubt ! 

Whither away, my tiny rover ? 

HOMUNCULUS, 

From place to place I flit and hover, 

•ind fain would I in the best sense exist. 
Impatiently I long my glass to shiver. 

To risk me though I do not list 
In aught I yet have seen. However 
To thee a secret I’ll deliver. 

I’m on the track of two'philosophers. 

I listened. Nature ! Nature ! dinned mine ears, 
I will not part me from them, seeing 
That they, if any, must know earthly being, 
And thus, no doubt, I shall possess me 
At last, of whither I had best address me. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Best do it at thine own expense 1 . 

For ever^ where phantoms gather together 
Is the philosopher welcome thither, 
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And with his art and favour to elate you 
A dozen new ones he'll create you. 

Save but thou err thou'lt ne’er attain to sense. 
Exist, if needs must, at thine f)wn expense ! 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Good counsel though a man should never scout. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then get thee gone! We’ll. see how it turn- 
out. 

[They part, 

ANAXAGORAS, tO Thaks. 

Thy stubborn mind will never bow it, 

But this at last convinces thee, avow it ! 

THALES. 

The wave to every wind bows fain enough, 

But from the rugged clilf it holds aloof. 

ANAXAGORAS. 

This cliff w'as born of fiery vapour fumid ! 

THALES. 

The Living first existed in the Humid 1 

HOMUNCULUS, het'wren the hivo. 

Suffer me by your side to go. 

Myself would fain exist, you know. 

ana?:agoras. 

O Thales, such a mount at any time 
Hast thou in dne sole night brought forth fiom 
slime ? 
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i THALES. 

Nature, and Naturals tide of life smooth-flow- 
ing 

Naught recks of days’ and nights’ and seasons’ 
going. 

Kac h several form she frames, a guiding fate. 
And ’tis not violence, e’en in the great. 

THALES. 

But here it was ! Plutonic frenzied fire, 

Aeolic vapours’ force explosive, dire, 

Broke through the level earth’s primeval crust 
That a new mount perforce was straight up- 
thrust. 


THALES. 

vVell then, what wider issue doth it boot? 

It IS there, well and good ! In such dispute 
A- man with time and leisure doth but palte:, 
And leads withal but patient folk i’ the halter. 

ANAXAGORAS. 

Tiie mount beats myrmidons in bevies 
To people every rocky crevice, 

As pigmies, emmets, thumblings, further 
tiny creatures, all astir there. 

p7o Homunculus. 

To a great end hast ne’er aspired. 

But, hermit-iike, hast lived retired. 

1 unto lordship thou canst use thee 
As crowned king I’ll have them choose thee. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Approves my Thales : 



152 


Goethe’s Faust 


« 

THALES. 

Not a tittle 5 

With little folk one’s deeds are little, ; 

With great the small doth great ‘hecome. 

Lo, where the people, panic-smitten, 

The thunder-cloud of cranes doth threaten, 

Apd o’er the king like fate would loom. 

With piercing bills and rending talons 
Down swoop they on the tiny felons. 

The lightning fashes, boding doom. 

The herons impious guilt ‘did ‘slaughter, 

Girt in their still, peace-hallowcd water ; 

But yonder shower of murd’rous engines 
Genders a crop of bloody vengeance, 

Excites the wrath of kindred blood 
Against the pigmies’ guilty brood. 

Shield, helm and spear, what profit these ? 

How will the heron-crest avail them ? 

Daktyl and emmet swift conceal them ! 

The army waveis, breaks and flees. 

ANAXAGORAS, after a pause, solemnly. 

The powers subterrene erstwhile adoring. 

This crisis in, 1 turn above imploring. 

O Thou that agest not eternally, 

Three-named, three-formed, enthroned super- 
nally, 

Thee in my people’s woe I call on, Thee ! 
Diana, Luna, Hecate ! 

Thou bosom-lightener, profoundly pensive one ! 
Thou tranquil-brightener, mighty-intensive one ! 
Open thy shadow’s awful gulf alone ! 

Thine ancient might without a spell make known. 

[" Pause. 
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Ami too quickly heard ? 

Hath my prayer 
To yonder sphere 

The constapt course of nature stirred ? 

And greater r/ears, and ever greater grown 
The goddess’s ensphered throne, 

Unto the eye appalling, dire I 
And reddens luridly its fire ! 

No nearer, menacing-mighty Round, 

Ourselves and land and sea thou wilt confound ! ‘ 
’Tis true then that Thessalian sorceresses, 

In impious magic^il excesses 
Down from thy path with charms compelled 
thee 

And to pernicious uses held thee? 

The lucent shield hath veiled it darkling ! 

What sudden rending, flashing, sparkling ! 

What crackling, hissing ! What a thunder, 
And what a monstrous wind thereunder ! 

Before the throne ! Down humbly thither ! 
Forgive ! ’Tis I have called it hither ! 

^I'hrows himself vpon his jace 

THALES. 

Nay, what not all this man hath seen and heard! 
As to what chanced myself am hazy, 

Neither hath my sensation squared 

With his. Let us confess the hours are crazy. 

And Luna in her place doth soar 

All unconcerned as heretofore. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Glance at the Pigmies’ seat. I vow 
The mount was round, ’tis pointed now. 
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I heard a most portentous rumbling, 

Down from the moon the rock, came tumbling. 
Nor question made, but straightway shattered 
Both friend and foe, as nothing n;^attered, 

Yet must I view such arts with wonder 
As straight, with power creative fraught, 

At once from over and from under 
Thh; mountain in one night have wrought. 

THALES. 

Pray be at case. It was but thought. 

The odious brood ! E’en let'them go ! 

'Tis well thou wert not king, I trow. 

On to the glad sea-feast ! A wonder 
Is hoped for and is honoured yonder. 

MEPHISTOPHELFS, clamherhi^ up the opposite side. 

Of steep clifF-stairways must T needs avail me, 
Through stubborn roots of ancient oak-trees trail 
me. 

Upon my Harz the resinous reeks 
Savour of pitch, and that enjoys niy favour — 
Next after sulphur. Here amongst tlie GreeVs 
Scarcely I scent a trace of such a flavour. 

Yet were I curious to make enquiry 
Wherewith they feed hcli-flamcs and torturt- 
fiery. 

DRYAD, 

In homespun wisdom hug thvself at hone ! 
Thou art not shrewd enough abroad to roam. 
Let not thy fancy homeward stray unrulv — 
The holy oak’h high worth here honour duly. 

MFPHISTOPHFLES. 

We think upon the thing we miss, 

What we were used to still is Paradis- ! 



Part II 


155 


Bjt say what in the cavern there 

Jn dim uncertain twilight threefold cowers? 

DRYAD. 

j 

The Phorkyaefs 1 Approach them, if thou dare 
And speak, chills horror not thy powers. 

MEPHISTOPHELIS. 

Why not, pray ?* Wliat, I gaze on aught with 
wonder ? 

But needs I must confess, for all my pride 
The like of that I never eyed. 

’Tis more than mandrakes, what is yonder ! 

Will now the sins esteemed most hatcfi! 
Henceforth apj)ear aught else but grateful, 

This Threefold Horror hath one spied ? 

We would not suffer them set foot in 
Our direst Plell, yet here they root in 
The land of Beauty, land unique 
That boasting styles itself antique. 

Fhey seem to scent my presence, stir and bristle, 
ivike very vampire-bats they squeak and whistle. 

PHORKYADS. 

S’,.',:ers, give me the eye to reconnoitre 
vSu near our temple who doth dare to loiter. 

MEPHISTOPHFI.LS. 

Aiost honoured dames, let me without rcstrir+iori 
Vpproach and take your threefold benediction. 
As yet unknown ha])ly I seem insistent, 
but soo^h to say, a kinsman I, though distant, 
fime-honoured gods have I beheld ere now. 

To Ops and Rhea bowed my deepest bow. 
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The Parcae too, your sisters. Chaos-born, 
Yesterday saw I or the other morn. 

Upon your like though never have I glanced. 
Silent I gaze, and feel myself entranced.; 

f . 

PHORKYADS. 

He lacks not sense, this spirit, of all things ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

1 marvel though, that ye no pioet sings ! 

But say, how came it, how could that befall ? 
Sculptured ne’er saw I ye, rejost reverend of all ! 
Ye to attain the chisel should be zealous. 

Not Juno, Pallas, Venus, and their fellows. 

PHORKYADS. 

Sunken in solitude and stillest night 
The three of us have never thought of it. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How should ye either? Fiom the world wiiii- 
diawn 

No one yc see, yourselves arc seen of none. 

Ye ought to dwell where art and splendour 
throne them 

Upon one, scat, and all as sovereign own them, 
Where nimbly every day in double step 
A block of marble into life doth leap 
As hero, where — 


PHORKYADS. 

Hush ! Teach us not to covet 
What better were we knowing better of it, 
We, born in Night, to Night akin withal, 

To ourselves almost, and quite unknown to all^ 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In such a case that is of import slender. 

Himself to others can a man surrender. 

Ye three one eye,., one tooth sufficeth well. 

’Twere mythologically feasible 

In two, of three to concentrate the essence, 

And cede me of the third the outward presence 
-'or a brief space. 

ONE. 

Ts’t feasible in truth, 

■listers ? * 


THE OTHERS. 

We’JJ try, but not with eye and tooth. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ve take away the best by such restricture 
And render faulty the austcrest picture. 


squeeze one eye up, 'tis easy. Let one inng 
At the same time thy nether-lip overhang. 
And in the profile wearing such a semblance, 
Thou’lt straight attain a sisterly resemblance. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You flatter ! Be it so ! 

PHORKYADS. 

So be it ! 

MFPHiSTOPHELES, as Phorkyas in pro^lc. 

Done ! 

*'ieic stand I, Chaos’ well-beloved son ! 



158 Goethe’s Faust 

PHORKYADS. 

And Chaos’ true-born daughters we undoubted. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

O fie ! Hermaphrodite must I be flouted ! 

PHORKYADS. 

In the new triple sisterhood what beauty! 

Two eyes, two teeth ! Fair sisteis I salute ye i 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now must I shun all eyes, fcTrgo all revels, 

And in Hell-sump strike terror to the devils I 


ROCKY COVE OK THE AEGEAN 
SEA. 

The moon abiding In ihe %enuh, 

SIRENS 

\j:onched round about or. ihe 
Jluting and singing. 

If of yore, in dread nocturnal, 

Did d'hessalian hags infcinal 
Impiously draw down thy yellow 
Gib, look sofily on tlic meilou 
Splendour of the tremulous billow 
Myriad-twinkling, from the vaulted 
Nigl.t where thou dost sit exalted. 

Shine upon this shoal that rise 
From the waves, to thee all -duteous ! 
Gracious be, O Luna beauteous ' 
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NEREIDS AND TRITONS, as sea-monsters . 

Let your songs more shrilly sounding, 

O’er the wide waste sea resounding. 
Summon ^Ocean’s denizens. 

We from sullen tempest-swollen 
Surge to stillest deeps had stolen ; 
Winsome song does charm us thence. 

Lo, with chains of gold, entranced 
We our beauty have enhanced ; 

And from jeAvelled clasp and cinctuie 
Crowns and gems of myriad tincture 
We have wrought, your treasurc-trove, 
Sunken wealth that ocean swallows 
Ye for us unto these shallows 
Charm, ye daemons of our cove. 

SIRENS. 

Swaying smooth in Ocean’s coolnest 
Fishes revel in the fulness 
Of a life that knows not care. 

Yet ye troops that briskly move ye 
Festal dight, to-day come prove ye 
That ye moie than fishes are. 

NERFIDS AND TRITONS. 

Ere unto this spot we hied us 
Thought of that hath occupied us. 

Sisters, brothers, fleetly fare ; 

Far to-day ye need not travel 
Proof to give beyond all .ca\il 
That ye more than fishes are. 

\^ 'hey A*tu ]ni o/f. 



Goethe’s Faust 


1 6o 


SIRENS. 

Away in a trice 

To Samothrace as the sea-bird flies 
With favouring breezes they fa.c, 

But what they would seek is a query 
In the I calm of the lofty Kabiri. 

Gods are they, such as were never ; 
Themselves engender they ever 
And never know they what they arc. 

Graciously on thine height 
Winsome Luna, stay thy light. 

That the night not vanish. 

Nor the daylight us banish. 

THALES, on the shore to Homunculus. 

Thee fain to ancient Nereus would I lead, 
Nor from his cavern are we far indeed. 

A stubborn temper though hath got 
Yon crusty crabbed vinegar-pot, 

Nor can the whole of human-kind 
Do aught to please his spleenish mind. 

Yet lies the future bare unto him 
Wherefore with reverence all woo him 
And show him honour in his post, 

And many he warned to their behoof. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

WeMl knock and put it to the proof. 

Not straightway glass and flame ’twill cost. 

NEREUS. 

Is’t human voices that mine ear hath heard ? 
Straightway to wrath my deepest heart 
stirred ! 
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Creatures that would be gods by high endeavour 
Yet doomed to dwell in their own likeness ever. 
'Twas mine long years since like the gods to 
rest t 

Yet must I seek to benefit the best, 

And looked I on the finished deed, ’twas even 
As never at all my counsel had been given. 

• THALES. 

Yet, Ancient of the Sea, in thee we trust. 

The Sage art thcti — Us hence do thou not thrust. 
Look on this flame, of human semblance truly, 
Yet to thy counsel doth it yield it wholly. 

NEREUS. 

Counsel ! was ever man by counsel bidden ? 

A prudent word sleeps in the stolid ear. 

Though oft the deed itself hath grimly chidden 
The folk are still as stubborn as they were. 

Paris I warned, as might a sire nis child, 

A foreign woman ere his lust beguiled. 

Boldly upon the Grecian shore he stood; 

Him I foretold what in my mind I viewed. 
d''he reeky air, shot through with ruddy glow, 
The beams ablaze, murder and death below — 
Troy\s Door 'day, wrought into immortal rliynie, 
The terror and the theme of endless time. 
Shameless ! Him seemed a jest the old man't, 
tale ! 

His lust he followed, and high Ilium fell, 

A giant-corpse, stark from long agony 
^Yhcre Pindus' eagles glutted them in glee. 
Ulysses too, foretold I not to him 
The wiles of Circe and the Cyclops grim, 
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His tarrying and hie comrades’ levity 
And what not all ? What boot of it had he ? 
Till much betossed, yet late enough, him bore 
The billows’ favour to a friendly shoie. - 

THALES. 

The wise man such behaviour needs must pain, 
The good man though will try yet once again. 
A dram of thanks, him mightily to pleasure, 

A hundredweight of unthanks will outmeasure. 
Hear but our suit 1 No trilling matter is’t. 

The lad there longeth wisely to exist. * ' 

NERFUS. 

Away ! My rarest humour do not mar ! 

Far other on this day my projects are. 

The Dorids have I bidden to these waters. 

The Graces of the sea, my winsome daughteis> 
No form Olympus, none your earth doth bear 
That moves so daintily or is so fair. 

From the sea-dragon with most winning motion 
They leap on Neptune’s coursers, in the ocean- 
Their element, so daintily at home 
They seem to float upon the very foam. 

In Venus’ iridescent shell-car gliding 
Comes Galatea now, the fairest, riding. 

She that herself, since Cypris from us fled. 

In Paphos is as goddess honoured, 

And now in sweet divinity doth own 
As heiress, temple-town and chaiiot-throne. 

Hence ! In this father’s hour of gladness smiling, 
Hatred ill seems the heart, the mouth reviling. 
Away to Proteus ! Ask that wizard-elf 
How one can best exist and change oneself, 

moTfs off tonvards the sea. 
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THALES. 

We have, forsooth, small profit of that cast, 
And meet we Proteus, stiaight he’ll melt 
asunder ; '* 

And should he stand, he will but say at last 
What strikes the mind with wilderment and 
wonder. 

But once for all, such counsel dost thou need ; 
Try we our luck and on our journey speed I 

[ 7 hey nv 'ithdra ^ • . 

SIRENS, above on the clijj's. 

Afar what see we furrow 
Its path the surges thorough, 

As by the breeze urged forward 
White sails were gliding shoreward. 
Suffused with light transcendent 
Like mermaidens resplendent ? 

Now cjuickly down be climbing. 

Ye hear their voices chiming ! 

NEREIDS AND TRITONS. 

We bear in our hands a treasure 
That all shall give you pleasure. 

Chelone’s shell gigantic 
Gleams with a group authentic. 

Gods are they that we bring ye. 

Now festal songs come sing ye. 

4 SIRENS, 

Small of height. 

Great of might. 

Helpers when shipwreck rages, 

Gods honoured in primal ages. 
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NFREIDS AND TRITONS. 

We bring ye the Kabiri 

Witl) a tranquil feast to cheer ye» 

For where they reign auspicious 
Is Neptune’s sway propitious. 

SIRENS. 

Aye, that we’ll back. 

Went a ship to wrack 
With might resistless you 
Delivered still the crew. 

NEREIDS AND TRITONS. 

Three have we brought, we could not 
The fourth, for come he would not. 
Himself the true one call he did, 

And said the thinking for all he did. 

SIRENS. 

A god without a doubt 
A god may flout. 

All good poweis revere ye, 

Every mischief fear ye! 

NFREIDS AND TRITONS. 

Seven are they rightly, marry. 

SIRENS. 

Where do the three then tarry ? 

NEREIDS AND TRITONS. 

That can my wit not compass ! 
Enquire within Olympus. 

The eighth beeth haply there too, 

W horn none hath tliought of hereto ! 
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By us as helpers greeted. 

But all not yet completed. 

These the Unexplainable, 

Forward still* are yearning. 

Hunger-bitten, ever-burning 
For the Unattainable 

SIRENE. 

Wherever may 

Be a throne, we pray. 

By night and .day. 

For that doth pay. 

NEREIDS AND TRITONS. 

How passing high our praise hath shone 
That with this feast we cheer ye ! 

SIRENS. 

The heroes of ancient days 
Now fail of their praise, 

Wiiere and howe’er it shone, 

Since they the Golden Fleece hare won, 

Ye the Kabiri. 


TUTTI. 

Since they the Golden Fleece have won, 
Y^^|the Kabiri. 

Qnereids and tritons giicle pasU 

HOMUNCULUS. 

The uncouth creatures look 1 on, 

For sorry clay pots I take Lhem. 

Now knock the wise their pates thereon, 

And thick as Uiey are they break them. 
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They would not wish it otherwise. 

The canker gives the coin its price, 

PROTEUS, unperceiveftl 

The like delights me, ancient fabler, 

The stranger *tis, the honourabler. 

THALES. 

Where art thou, Proteus? 

PROTEUS, 'Vdntnloquially y no'iu neary noiv fdr. 

Here and here ! 


THALES. 

The stale jest pass I. What, to fleer 
A friend with idle words thou seckcst ? 

From the wiong place I know thou spcakest 

PROTEUS, as if from a distance. 
Farewell ! 

THALES, softly to Homunculus. 

Now is he near ! Shine brilliantly, 

For curious as a lish is he. 

Where’er he lurks disguised, be sure 
Him to the light the flames will lure. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Straightway a flood of light I’ll scatter, 

Yet modestly, lest that the glass I shatter. 

PROTEUS, in the form of a giant-torioise. 
What is it shines so winsome-fair ? 
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THALES, veiling Homunculus, 

Good ! If thou wik, it shalt thou see anear ; 
But grudge not thou the trifling obligation 
To show thee pri*two feet in human fashion, 
For what we veil he shall but sec, whoever 
i ^ fain to see, by our good will and favour. 

PROTEUS, in noble form. 

In tricks of woildly- wisdom hast thou skill. 

THALES. 

To change thy form remains thy pleasure still. 

[ IJ n veils H om uncului 

PROTEUS, tn amaze, 

A shining dwarf! The like I ne^er did see 1 

THALES. 

Counsel he begs, and were full fain to be. 

He came, I learn from his narration, 

Buc half into the world in wondrous fashion. 
He doth not want for any mental quality. 

Vet far too sorely lacks materiality. 

Till now the glass alone doth give him weight. 
Vet were he fain to be embodied straight. 

no r»'T'tTTC 

Thou ^rt a maid’s brat, verily. 

That is before it ought to be. 

THALES, softly. 

And from another side the thing seems critical 
He is, methinks, hermaphroditical. 
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PROTEUS. 

So much the better ! In the germin 
The sex itself will soon determine. 

But here there needs not long to ponder ; 

Thou must commence in the wide ocean yonder. 
There in a small way you begin, 

The smallest are you fain to swallow, 

Little by little growth you win 

And form yourself for greater . feats to follow^ 

HOMUNCULUS. 

The air breathes soft, ’tis redolent 
Of growth, me ravishes the scent. 

PROTEUS. 

Most charming lad, the truth hast hit there, 
And further in ’tls more excelling sweet. 

On yonder narrow sandy spit there 
The atmosphere past telling sweet. 

Before us there the train I spy 
That even now doth draw anigh. 

Tiiither ! 

THALES. 

Pll bear ye fellowship. 
HOMUNCULUS. 

Threefold noteworthy spirit-trip 1 

Telchines of Rhodes, 

Ton Hippocampi and Sea~dragonSy bear- 
ing the trident of Neptune^ 

CHORUS. 

The trident of Neptune that quells the im- 
passioned 

Wild-turbu!ent billows we forged and we 
fashioned. 



Part II 169 

Unfurlcth the storm-clouds the Lord of the 
Thunder 

Its hideous roll answers Neptune from under. 
And let the foi;kL»d lightning flash down as it; 
will 

A^il] billow on billow spirt up to it still, 

And all that between them hath wrestled con- 
founded, 

J^ong-tossed, is en^gulfed in a sea never-sounded, 
And therefore he gives us the sceptre this night. 
Now festally float ^e, unruffled and light. 

SIRENS. 

Helios’ initiated, 

Ye to bright day consecrated, 

Greet we in this stirring hour 
When we worship Lunn’s power. 

TELCHINES. 

I’hou Goddess all-fair in the high empyrean, 
riuu hcarest entranced how riseth a ])xaD 
In praise of thy brother. An ear dost thou 
lend ' 

Fo Rhodus the blest where his praise hath no 
end. 

His day’s course begins he, his course hath he 
run, 

fiery ray-glance he looketh us on. 
liie mountains, the towns, to the God are 
delightsome, 

fhe shore and the billows, all lovely and 
brightsonie. 

No mist hovers round us, and stealeth one in, 
tuMm and a breeze and the island is clean. 
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There sees him in myriad forms the Refulgent, 
As youth and as giant, the Great, the Indulgent, 
'Twas we that the might of Immortals on earth 
fashion of mortals first nobly set forth. 

PROTEUS. 

E’en let them sing and vaunt their folly. 

For to the quick’ning sunbeams holy 
Dead works are but a sorry jest. 

Tireless they melt and mould, and flatter 
Themselves, forsooth, ’tis some gieat mattci 
If once the thing in bronze is cast. 

What have these vaunters for their wages ? 

The statues of the gods stood gieat, 

An earthquake laid them desolate, 

All have been melted down for ages. 

All earthly work, be what it will, 

A weaiiness of the flesh ’tis stiil. 

The wave is unto life moie gracious ; 

Thee to the eternal waters spacious 
Will Protcus-Dolphin bear. 

\_He tr tins for ms him self 
'Tis done 1 

There shall the fairest fortufie stead thee. 

I’ll take thee on my back and wed thee 
Forthwith unto'the Ocean. * On! 

* THALES. 

Yield to the well-advised hortation 
From the first step to start creation ; 

For prompt activity prepare. 

Thou’lt move thee by eternal norms there 
Through thousand and yet thousand forms theie, 
And ere thou’rt man there’s time to spare. 

[^HOMUNCULUS mouTits Proteus- Dolph.ti. 
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PROTEUS. 

In spirit seek the liquid azure. 

In length and breadth thou’lt live, at pleasure 
Wilt move thcve,*but good counsel hear . 

Strive not to rise, for hast ascended 
Vo man the scale of being, ended 
For good and all is thy career. 

THALES. 

ThaFs as may hap. ,’Tis iine, agree, 
proper man too in one’s time to be. 

PROTEUS, to Thaies. 

liclike it is, one of thy cast. 

The like doth still a while outlast. 

Thou ’midst the pallid spectral legions 
Through ages hauntest still these eai thly region^ 

SIRENS, on the cliff's, 

W^hat a wheel of cloudlets frameth 
Round the moon so rich a ring r 
Doves are they whom love enllameth, 

^Vhite as light each quiv’ring wing. 

Paphos ’tis that her impassioned 
Brood of birds hath hither sent. 

Now our feast is crowned and fashioned 
Unto fullest ravishment. 

NEREUS, approachhig Thales, 

Though a wanderer belated 
Deem yon ring an apparition 
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Of the Ji'ght and air created, 

Have we spirits clearer vision. 

Doves they are, that o’er the waters, 

In a flight of wondrous sort 
Learned in olden times, my daugfnter’s 
Progress in her shell escort. 

THALES. 

What the simple heart doth pleasure 
That do I too hold for best. 

Something holy still to treasure 
Living in the still warm nest. * 

PSYLLl AND MARSI 

^lipon sea^oxen, sea-calves and sea- rams, 
In Cyprus’ rugged vaults cavcrnal, 

Where sand the sea-god drifts not. 

Whose roofing Seismos rifts not, 
breathed on by airs eternal. 

We keep, as in ages olden. 

In tranquil bliss enfolden. 

The car of Cypris the golden, 

And bring when the night-winds are breathing, 
Thy daughter most fair through the seething 
Ot loveliest waves interwreathing, 

Unseen of a race that is new. 

Our task untroubled speed we. 

Nor Eagle nor winged Lion heed we. 

Cross nor Crescent Moon, 

Nor on earth who may own and throne. 

In changing fray and sway 
Drive other forth and slay 
And tilth and town in ruin lay. 

Thus ages through 

Bring we our loveliest lady to you. 
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SIRENS. 

Moving light in stately leisure 
Round the chariot ring on ring, 

Braiding nojv fe sinuous measure 
Interwreathed string with string, 

Sturdy Nereids draw near. 

Lusty maidens winsome-wild, 

Tender Dorids, Galatea 
Bring, her mother’s very child. 

Serious, God-like face and limb in. 

Worthy imrtiortality, 

Yet like winsome human women 
Of a charming grace is she, 

DORIDS, 

[^gliding past Nereus In chorus^ aU on 
dolphins* 

Light and shadow, Luna, .lend us, 
Brightness to our youthful bloom. 

Pleading to our sire we bend us, 

Showing well-loved mates we come. 

\pro Nereus. 

Boys aie they whom we have steaded 
'Gainst the surge's cruel tooth, 

And on sedge and moss soft- bed -led. 
Warmed to light with tender ruth, 

With warm kisses close-cnfuiden 
Who must show them now beholden. 
Giacious look on their fair youth. 

NEREUS. 

Not light the two-fold gain I measure. 

Pity to show and eke oneself to pleasure. 
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DORIDS. 

Father, with approval eyeing, 

Grudgest not our well- won zest. 

Let us hold them fast, undying, 

To uur ever-youthful breast. 

NEREUS. 

I give you joy of your fair capture, 

Fashion the youth to be your mate ! 

Not mine to grant ye endless rapture, 

That on the gift of Zeus doth wait. 

The wave that cradles ye and rocks ye 
Letteth Love neither constant stand, 

And fades the glamour of Love that mocks y? 
Then set them softly on the land. 

DORIDS. 

To ye, sweet lads, our hearts we gave, 

Yet sorrowful must we sever ; 

For troth eternal did we crave. 

The gods vouchsafe it never. 

THE YOUTHS. 

Us gallant sailor-lads to lap 
In like delights still spare not. 

We never had so good a hap. 

And for a better we care not. 

[^GALATEA, glides Up in her shelUcharhi. 

NEREUS. 

*Tis thou, then, Beloved ? 

GALATEA. 

O Sire, the delight ! 

Nay, tarry, ye dolphins, me rivets the sight. 
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Already glide they p.ist> already, 

In a swirling sweep o’er the ocean ! 

Why stilleth she tht inneimost, heartfelt emotion ? 
Ah ! Swept they but me with their eddy 1 
Y -t hath a single glance delight 
A year of longing to requite. 

. THALES. 

Hail ! Hail their coming ! 

How I rejoice me blooming, 
lly truth and beauty penetrated ! 

All things are out of water created, 

All by water maintained. Thou Life-give 
Ocean, vouchsafe us thine agency ever. 

If thou in clouds dcscendedst not, 

The fruitful brooks expendedst not, 

The streamlets to and fro bendedst not, 

Tn mighty rivers endedst not, 

What then would the world be, what mountain 
and plain ? 

’Ti^ thou that the freshest of life dost maintain. 

ECHO* 

\_Chorus of the nvhole circle, 
'Tis thou whence the freshest of life wells 


NEREUS. 

ar back they fare in swaying dance, 
I'Jo longer counter glance with glance. 
Now in linked orbs wide-spreadiug, 

In festal pageant parading. 

The countless host doth twist and veer. 
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But Galutea’s shelly throne 
See I ever and anon. 

It shines like a star 
Through the cluster. ^ 

The loved one lightens through the muster. 
Though never so far, 

Shimmers bright and clear 
Ever true and near. 

HOMUNCULt/s. 

This all-benignant rheum in 
Whatever my light illumine 
Is wondrous fair to see. 


Thy light, this quickening rheum in 
Outshines itself the gloom in 
With glorious harmony. 


What mystery novel itself will disclose 
To our eyes in the midst of the bevy? Wh.” 
glows 

Round the shell and around Galatea's fair feet, 
Now flares out resplendent, now lovely, new 
sweet, 

As if by the pulses of lov^ it were thrilled ? 


Homunculus is it, by Proteus beguiled. 

The symptoms are these of imjierious striving, 
A dolorous moan fills niy heart with misgiving. 
Himself will he shatter upon the bright throne 
A flame and a hash, an effusion, 'ris done ! 
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SIRENS. 

What fiery marvel transfigures the billows 
That sparkling shatter them each on its fellows ? 
So shines it, so spurges, sweeps onward in light, 
The bodies they burn on their path through the 
, flight, 

And all round about us in fire is embosomed. 
’I’o Eros the empire, whence all things first 
blossomed ! * 

Hail the Ocean ! Hail the Surge ! 

Girt with hply fire its verge. 

Hail the W ater ! Hail the Fire ! 

Hail the chance that all admire ! 

TUTTI. 

Hail the breeze that softly swclleth ! 
Hail the grot where mystery dwelleth ! 
All we festally adore. 

Hail, ye Elements all four ! 



ACT III 


IN FRONT OF MENELAUS’ PALACE AT 
SPARTA. ‘ 

\_Enier Helen, nvhh chorus of captivt 
Trojan nvomeh. ^ Panthalis Itadtr 
of the Chorus, 

HELEN. 

Admired much and much reviled, Helena, 

Leaving the shore wheie we but now did land, 
I come 

Still drunken with the unresti'ul billow's 
tumultuous 

Commotion, that from Phrygian lowlands hither- 
wards 

On its high-swelling bosom, by Poseidon 
grace, 

And Eurus’ might, hath borne us to our native 
bays. 

Below there King Menelaus rejoices glad at 
heart, 

He and his bravest warriors, at their home- 
coming. 

But do you bid me welcome, O ye lofty hall:-, 

That Tyndarcus, my father, near the mountain- 
slope, 

From Pallas’ Hill returning, built to be his 
own, 
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And as with Clytemnestra blithely sporting here, 
Castor and with Pollux, sisterly 1 grew, 

Before all Sj^arta’s houses gloriously adoined. 

I greet ye, ye twin leaves that form the brazen 
gates 1 • 

Athwart the ample gateway ye, wide open 
thrown 

In hospitable welcome, once let shine on me 

In bi idegroom’s guise Menclaus, cliosen not 
from few. 

Open again unto me that I may fulfil 

Truly, as seems the wile, the king’s most urgent 
hest. 

Let me pass in, and henceforth all behind me 
bide 

That hitherto around me fatefully hath stormed ! 

For since I left these places, light of heart, and 
sough i 

Constrained by sacred duty, Cythcrea’s shrine, 

But there the robber laid hand on me, the 
Phrygian, 

Much hath befallen, whereof mortals far and wide 

Are fain to babble, but not fain to hear is he 

Of whom the story, waxing, is to a fable spun. 

ch6kus. 

Disdain thou not, O beauteous Dame, 

Tlie rarest treasure’s glorious gilt ! 

With the greatest boon thou alone art 
endowed. 

With Beauty’s fame above all that dr)th tower. 
The Hero’s name before him icsounds, 

Thus proudly he treads, 

Yet bends forthwith the stubbornest man 
Unto all-o’f! powering Beauty his will ! 
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HELEN. 

Enough ! I with my lord have journeyed hither- 
ward, : 

And now unto his city am 8en% his harbinger. 
Yet what the purpose he within his heart enfolds 
That guess I not. Come I a wife ? Come 1 
a queen ? 

Come I a victim for the Prince’s bitter smart, 
And for the Greeks’ long-suffered, unprosperoiis 
destiny ? 

If I am conquered, if a captive, know I not. 
For verily Fame and Fate the Immortals’ ordin- 
ance 

Ambiguous decreed me, beauty’s equivocal 
Retainers, that upon this very threshold still 
With sinister boding presence, here beside nit 
stand. 

For looked my lord already in the hollow ship 
But rarely on me, spake no comfortable word, 
But ever as brooding mischief over against me sal. 
But now upsailing to Eurotas’ deep-bayed beach 
Hardly the foremost vessels with their brazen 
beaks 

Had kissed the shoic, when spake he, as by the 
God impelled : 

Here shall my warriors in due order disem- 
bark. 

Them will I muster, here by Ocean’s stranJ 
arrayed. ' 

But do thou journey onward, journey upwaid 
still. 

Still follow holy Eurotas’ fruit-abounding banks. 
Thine horses guiding o’er the humid meadow’s 
pride. 
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'Jniil what time thou lightest on the fair cham- 
paign 

Where now with solemn mountains near en- 
cinctured ^ 

Lacedaemon stahds, a fruitful, spacious field of 
yore. 

Enter forthwith the princely house, high- 
turreted, 

And muster in my, stead the maids whom there 
behind 

I left, and with them, left the wise old 
stewardess. ‘ 

The wealth of hoarded treasures bid her show 
- to thee, 

Such as thy sire did leave them, and as I my- 
self 

In war and peace increasing ever, have laid up. 

All things in order wilt thou find, for tJiat is still 

The prince’s privilege, that in his house he 
find 

All things in trusty keeping on his home- 
coming. 

Each in its station, as he left it going forth, 

For naught to alter hath the slave authority.” 


Come gladden with the glorious wealth. 

The ever-growing, bosom and eye. 

For the necklet’s grace, the diadem’s sheen 
ilepose there proud in their haughty conceit. 

But enter thou and challenge them all. 

They’ll harness them swift. 

I joy to witness Beauty that vies 
With wrought gold and pearls and with jewels 
of price. 
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Straightway my lord upon me laid this furthei 
charge. : 

“ When in due order all beneath thine eyes hath 
passed, 

Take thou as many tripods as thou needful 
deem’ St, 

And store of divers vessels, such as needs at hand 

The sacrificer, holy festal- ordinance 

Fulfilling, cauldrons, bowls, the salver’s shallow 
round. 

Let purest water from the sacred fountain stand 

In lofty ewers ; further wood, well-dried, that 
swift 

The living flame conceiveth, hold thou ready 
there ; 

And lastly see theiefail not, whetted to keenest 
edge, 

The sacrificial knife. The rest make thou thy 
care.” 

So sp.ike he, urging my departure, yet not 
showed 

For all his orders, aught that draweth livini, 
breath, 

Which he, the Olympians honouring, h^d ir 
mind to slay. 

Naught good It bodcih, yet with careful bosom I 

Will brood no longer. Let the high gods see 
to all ! 

All things they bring to pass as in their hearti 
seems good. 

And be it accounted good of men, or be it ill 

Of men accounted, that we mortals needs must 
bear. 
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OU hath the sacrificer, consecrating, raised 
Over the victim’s earth-bowed neck the 
ponderous axe. 

Yet could not strike the blow — the foeman’s near 
approach ♦ 

Or God’s interposition hath withheld his hand. 

CHORUS. 

What shall happen brooding will not reveal i 
Queen, tread thou boldly and be 
Of good cheer. 

Fair fate and ^oul* fate come 
Unexpected to mortals. 

E’en foretold we credit it not. 

Verily Troy burned, verily we 
Death saw louring, shamefullest death ; 
And are wc not here ? 

Mates to thee, serving blitheh^ 

Seeing the Heavens’ radiant sunshine, 
And, what Earth hath of fairest, 

7/W revering, happy wc ! 

HELEN. 

Be as it may, whatc’ci impend, it scemeth me 
To go up straightway into llu* palace, long- 
denied, 

And yearned-for heavily, and well-nigh forfeited, 
That stands before mine eyes again, f know not 
how. 

My feet so bravely bear me now no longer u{) 
^r’he lofty steps, that erst 1 overleapt a child. 


Cast now, O sisters, ye 
Mournfully captive-made, 
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AJl your sorrow behind ye . 

Share ye your Lady ^6 bliss, 

Share ye fair Helen’s bliss, 

V/ho to the hearth paternal row, ^ 
Though with tardily homci/ard-turned 
Foot, 3 ^et with so much firmer foot 
Draweth joyfully nearer. 

Laud ye the Holy, the 
Fortune-restoring, the 
Homewaid-bringing Immortals! 

Soars the unfetteied* * 

Borne as on eagle’s wings 
Over the roughest places, whilst 
Stretching helpless arms yearningly 
Over the dungeon’s battlement, 

Still doth languish the captive. 

But a God laid hand on her, 

Her the exile, 

And from Ilium’s wrack 
Hitherward bare her again, 

To the ancient, the new-adorned 
Father-house, 

After numberless 
Blisses and torments, 

Early childhood’s days 
New-refreshed to remember. 

PANTHALis, as J,eader of the Chorus, 

Forsake ye now the joy-encinctured path of song, 
And turn your glances straightway to the portal’s 
folds. 

What see I, sisters? Turneth not the queen 
again 
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Deep-Stirred, with step impetuous, to rejoin us 
here ? 

What is it, O great Queen, that in thy palace- 
halls 

Hath met thec^ 8*ave thy menials’ greeting, what 
that could 

Unseat thy steadfast soul. Dissemble wilt thoa 
not. 

For on thy brow displeasure deeply writ I see. 

And generous indignation, battling with surprise. 

HELFN, 

\jU)ho has left the folding’- doors open, di spl^ 
mn-ved. 

The daughter of Zeus ill-seemeth an ignoble fca: , 

And Panic’s hand, light-brushing, comes her no* 
anigh ; 

And yet the horror from the womb of ancient 
Night, 

From primal Chaos rising, that yet multiform 

J^ike glowing vapours from the mountain’s fiery 
maw 

Doth billow upwards, shaketh even the hero's 
breast. 

And such a mark the Stygians, in appalling wise, 

This day upon mine entrance in this house have 
set. 

That from the threshold, trodden -oft, long 
hungered-for, 

Like to a guest well-sped I fain would turn 
and go. 

Yet no! I have withdrawn me hither to the 
light ; 

Further ye shall not drive me, Powets, be what 
ye may ! 
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Some cleansing rite I’ll seek, that so with genial 
glow 

The hearth, new-hallowed, greet its Lady as its 
Lord. 

f 

LLADFR OF THE CHC^RUS. 

Reveal, O noble Lady, to thine handmaidens 

That compass thee with homage, what hath 
befallen thee. 

HFLEN. • 

What I beheld with your own eyes shall yr 
behold. 

Unless forthwith her creature ancient Night again 

Hath swallowed in the monstrous womb of her 
abyss. 

Yet will I frame the tale in words that ye may 
know. 

As in tlie palace’s solemn courts with reverent 
tread 

I moved, my nearest task in mind, amazed I 
stood 

Belbre the silence of the desolate corridors. 

No echo of busily-hurrying footsteps fell upon 

Mine ear, no swift tumultuous bustle met my 
gaze. 

And came no maid to meet me, came no 
stewardess, 

Such as with friendly welcome e’en the stranger 
greet. 

But as I neared the hearth-stone’s hospitable lap, 

There by the fading embers’ tepid relics I saw 

What tali veiled form ! a woman’s, crouching on 
the ground, 

Like one that brooded, no wise like to one tluu 
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Unto her task I bid her with impel ious words, 

The stewardess surmising, whom my loid had 
left 

A,)pointcd by hi;* foresight haply to that charge. 

7ct deep-enshrouded sate she there and motion- 
less. 

Save that upon my menace her right arm at 
length 

She riiscd, as would she wave me forth from 
o earth and hall. 

[ turn me from her wiathfully and stniigluway 
haste 

ToAvards the steps whereon aloft the Thalamus 

Pluses adorned, the Ticnsu'c-Charnher hard 
thereby. 

But from the ground tlie Pu-tent suddenly rears 
itself, 

'^'^ith mien imperious steps athwait my path, 
reveals 

Its haggaid stature, hollow, bloody-clouded 
gaze -- 

d iorm prodigious, such as ey(' and heart 
contounds. 

'fer speak I to the winds, for speech all fruit- 
lessly 

Doth strive, with might creaide, form to body 
forth. 

!.o ! where bciself she conies! She braves 
the light of day ! 

Here are we masters till the T>ord and King 
doth come. 

The g,risly births of Night will IVauty’s votary 

Bliocbus, to caverns banish, or r)ieir malice quell. 

rP HORKYAS strps forth upon the thres- 
hold between the door-posts. 
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CHORUS. 

Much have I passed through, e’en though 
my tresses 

Youthfully cluster over my'te^nples, 

Manifold sights of horror have witnessed. 
War’s desolation, Ilium’s night 
Whilst it fell. 

Thorough the thronging warriors’ tumult, 
Shrouded in dust-clouds, heard I the awful 
Cry of Immortals, heaid I the brazen 
Clamour of Discord, ring through the field 
Rampartwards. 

Oh ! still standing were Ilium’s 
Bulwarks, but the devouring fire 
Ran fiom neighbour to neighbour now, 
Spreading hither and thitherwards, 

W ith the blast itself begot, 

Over the city benighted. 

Fleeting saw I through reck and glow. 

And the flickering tongues of flame, 

Grimly furious, Gods approach, 

Phantoms stalking portentously, 

Giant-great, tlirough murky rack 
Lighted with lurid refulgence. 

Saw I, or did Fantasy 

In my fear-encinctured soul 

Such a bewildering scene depict I 

Never can I tell, but that 

Here with mine eyes this grisly sight 

Surely I see, that know I ; 
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Could with mine hands lay hold of it 
Held me terror not far aloof 
From the perilous portent. 

Which of the» daughters 
Art thou of Phorkys ? 

For thee I liken to 
That generation. 

Comest thou haply of the gray-born 
Graiae one that alternately 
One sole eye and one sole footh 
dhare in common between them ? 

Dar’st thou foul Beldam 
Here before Beauty 
Challenge the critical 
Vision of Phoebus? 

Only come forward, then, come forward, 

For the Hideous sees he not, 
li^cn as yet his most holy eye 
Never hath gazed on the shadow. 

Vet us mortals, alas 1 compels 

Still our piteous evil-star 

To the ineffable pain of eye 

Which the Abhorrent, the Ever-accursed on 

beauty’s votaries still inflicts. 

Nay then, hear thou, if insolent 
Thou dost counter us, hear the cun.e, 

Hear the menace of every gibe, 

Out of the ill-wishing lips of the fortunate 
Who are fashioned and framed of Gods ! 

PHORK-YAS. 

Old is the saw, yet bideth high and true its 
sense, 
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That Shame and Beauty never together, liana 
in hand, 

Pursue their journey o’er the verdurous path oi 
earth. 

In both alike deep-rooted dwells primeval hate, 
So that wherever each with each upon the way 
Encounters, either on other straiglitwjy turns 
her back ; 

Then on her way each hastens more impetuous^), 
Shame sad, bur Beauty insolently bold, until 
'Phe hollow night of 0,rcus^ clasps her round 
at length. 

Unless ere that it fall that Age hath vailed he/ 
pride. 

Ye now, ye saucy wantons from strange land.-' 
I find 

With insolence outpoured, like unto the cranes’ 
Loud-strident clangorous congress, that above 
our heads 

Flics croaking in a long-drawn cloud, and 
downward sends 

Its clamour, that doth woo the silent wayfarer 
To cast an upward glance, yet they wing or 
their way 

And he wends his ; us also will it thus befall. 
Wl\o then are ye, that yc the king’s high ]>aiac' 
round, 

Like fi antic Maenads, drunken revellers, dai^ 
to rave ? 

Who then are ye, that ye the house’s stewardess 
Should bay, like as a pack of hounds doth bav 
the moon ? 

Think ye ’tis hidden from me of what ’orceO 
ye be ? 

Ye war-begotten, battle-nurtured, saucy brood 
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Man-lusting, both seducers and seduced in one. 

That slack the burgher’s sinews and the warrior’s 
both ! 

To see ye cluster ithus, methinks a locust-swanr. 

Down-swooping, thickening o’er the fields' 
green promises. 

Wasters of others’ husbandry, marauding host, 

That blight and devastate prosj-crity in the bud ; 

Ye conquered, market-chafiered, bartered bag- 
gage ye ! 


Ke that before the mistress chides the maids, 
he lays 

i\ hand presumptuous on the houst -wife's 
])nvilegc, 

bur her alone it seems the praiseworthy tu 
praise, 

A.nd her alone to punish what doth ard: reproof. 

And well-con tented am I with the vsct vices 

'They showed me, whilst the towered strength 
ot Ilium 

Beleaguered stood, and fell, and lay ; nor less 
the while 

Our devious journey’s 'burdensome vicissitudes 

V\ c hare, wheie each is w^nt his own best 
fiiend to be. 

Here too 1 hope the like from theji hghthcarted 
throng. 

Not what the slave is asks the lord, but how he 
serves. 

Wlierefore hold thou thy peace, nor longer 
snarl on them. 

ll in the housewife’s stead the king’s bouse thou 
hast kept 
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'rilJ now a trusty warden, that shall serve thy 
fame. 

But now herself returneth. Back iir.to thy 
rank, 

Lest ])unjs]irnent replace the merited reward. 

PHORKYAS. 

The menials to threaten is a sovereign right 

The wiiich the heaven-blest Ruler’s lofty con- 
sort, by 

Long years of prudent conduct, well deserves to 
wield. 

Since thou new-recognized, dost thine ancient 
jdace 

Of Queen and Housewife duly occupy again, 

Grasp thou the reins Jong-sJackcned, govern 
now, and take 

Possession of the treasure, and of us thereto. 

But first protect thou me that am the senior 

Agjinst this troop that showeth by thy beauty’s 
.swan, 

But as a flock of sorry-winged, vain-chattering 
geese. 


LKADFR OF THt CHORUS. 

How hideous, side by side with Beauty, i.s 
Hideousness i 


PHORKYAS. 

How foolish, side by side with Wisdom, Fool- 
ishness ! 

\^From here on^ the Choret'ids rttort 
stepping forth one hy one out oj 
the Chorus, 
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CHORFTII) I. 

Of Father Erebus tell me, tell me of Mother 
Night ! 

, * PHORKYAS. 

Speak thou of Scylla, cousin-german to thyself’ 

CHORtTiD II. • 

On thine ancestral tree climbs many a monster 
aloft ! 

PHORKYAS. 

Get hence to Orcus, seek thou there thy kith 
and kin ! 

CHORETID III. 

They that dwell yonder all are far too young 
for thee I 

PHORKYAS. 

The old Tiresias unto tiiy lemun woo ! 

CHORt.TID IV. 

Orion's nurse to thee was great-great-grand- 
daughter ! 

PHORKYAS. 

Harpies, 1 ween, in nameless filth <^hy childhood 
reared ! 

CHORETID 

Whereon such highly-fostered leanness dost 
thou feed ? 

PHORKYAS. 

Not upon blood, which thou too hotly lustest for. 
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CHORETID VI. 

For corpses ’p.ungerest thou, thyself a ioathsop;* 
corpse. 

* i 

PHORKYAS. ' 

Tlie fangs of vampires in thy shameless mir/zlc 
gleam. 


LEADER OF THE CHORUS. 

ri'iinc shall I stop if I but tell tlx'e who riiou 
art. 

PHORKY\S. 

Tl'cn lirst name thou thyself 1 So is the riddl: 
>olved. 


wrathful, nay, but sorrowful step I :n 
between, 

To set my ban upon your tuibulent cjel)ate. 

For thin his trusty servants’ sccret-»t\,re’ui i 
STI ife 

Can n jught moie mischievous befall the sou'rcign 
lord, 

riie eciio of liis mandates then to him no mu'c* 

In swih-accom]ilihbed deed haimonious letutriu 

Nay, brawling wilfully around him raves th^’ 
storm, 

Whilst he, himself bewildered, chides to no 
avail. 

Nor tin's alone: ye have in this your shamelcr« 
wrath 

Conjured up spectres of unholy fantasies, 

That throng about me, till I feel me torn awiy 

To Orcus, in despite of these my native lieid'^- 



Part II 


195 

U’t h.'iply Memory? Is’t some Frenzy seizes 
me ? 

Was all that I? Am 1 the dream-spun, feai- 
fVciuyiit wraith 

Of yonder sackers of cities: Shall I still be 
that ? 

'riie maidens shudder, bu<- the eldest, thou, tl^e 
while 

Do.it stand unmoved. S.peak to me a prudent 
word ! 

PHORKYAS. 

''Vho lengthy years ot roitun. manifold i crabs. 

Him seems at length tlu* highest tavour ot 
a dream. 

Bat highly-favoured past all measure thou and 
'bound, 

In lore’s p ocession sawi st none but lo\e- 
iidlanictl, 

/*’f>kindled to all m.innei ot valorous emprise. 

'I lire Theseus first, by h/nging goaded, reft 
Ik times, 

A. Fierakles strong, in tashion glorioudy fr.r. 

HEia N. 

d led me forth, a len-ycai old and slendei 
ro<‘, 

And n.e Aphidnus’ keep in Atuca immtwed. 

PHOK.K\A,>. 

'i then bv Castor fieed and Pollux. speediK 

Tiiou stoodest wooed tor by a chosen nero- 
til long. 

Kj Li N. 

^ el silent favour won, uS willingly I own, 

’Fore a!l Patroclus, he, Pehdes' counterpart. 
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PHORKYAS. 

But thy sire’s will to Menelaus plighted theo, 

^ The bold sea-ranger, careful husbandcr to boot, 

I 

HELEN. 

His daughter gave he, gave the kingdom’s sway 
to him, 

And from connubial union sprang Hermione. 

PHORKYAS. 

But whilst he boldly wrested Greta’s heritage 
Afar, too fair a guest shone on thy loneliness. 

HELEN. 

Why dost thou touch on yonder well-nigh 
widowhood, 

And what perdition direful grew for me there- 
from ? 

PHORKYAS. 

For me yon foray, me too, free-born Cretan 
maid. 

Captivity it fashioned, lasting slavery. 


Hither straightway as stewardess he ’pointed 
thee, 

And much entrusted, Keep and boldly-gotten 
gear. 

PHORKYAS. 

Which thou forsookest, Ilium’s tower-engirdled 
town 

And ever-teeming lovc-joys turning thee towards. 
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Speak aot of joyance ! Over head and breast 
was poured 

Intinitude of all too bitter sufferance. * 

PHORKYAS. 

liL^et thou a twofold phantom didst appear, men 
say, 

In Ilium beheld, beheld in Egypt too. 

HtLF-N. 

Wilder not quite the frenzy of a mind dis- 
traught ! 

Myself now what in truth I am, that know 1 not. 

PHORKYAS. 

Then do they say, from forth the hodow Realm 
of Shades 

rlfiarne with longing, Achilles mated him with 
thee, 

Tliar erst had loved thee 'gainst all ordinance of 
Fate. 

HELEN. 

Eidolon I, to him eidolon plighted rne ! 

It was a dream ! Nay, say not so the words 
themselves. 

I fade away, eidolon to myself I grow. 

[_S‘zvof)ns into arms of the 
Semite tjorus. 

CHORUS. 

Hush thee, hush thee ! 

Ill-gJowering, iiJ-utterin^g thou ! 

From such horror-beset, single-toothed 



1 98 Goethe’s Faust 

Lips, from such a loathsome 
Gulf of horrors what can exhale ? 

For despite-cherisiiing, well-wishing in sem- 
blance, , 

VVoIvish hate under sheep’s innocent fleece 
Is unto me frightfuller far than yon 
Three-headed monster’s muzzle. 
Fearful-listening stand we here — 

Wi^en ? how ? where will it bu’ st forth ? 
Malice-brooding, 

Dee])-enambubhing monstipus beast? 

Come, it needs kindliest words, comfort-laden, 
Lethe-Iavishing, sweet-solacing words. 

Thou in their stead rousest of all the past 
Rather than good, most evil, 

And dost daiken at a blow 
Roth the fleeting moment’s gJcam, 

And the future’s 
Mild-enlumining ray of hope. 

Hush thee ! Hush thee ! 

That the soul of our Lady, 

Ready to fee even now. 

Still may tenant, fast tenant 

Still the F"orm, fairest of all forms 

Whereon the sunlight ever hath shone. 

\_He1en has revived and stands i^atn 
in their rridst. 

PHORKYAS. 

Glide from forth the fleeting cloud-rack, thou 
high sun of this our day ! 

Thou that even veiled d-idst ravish, dazzling 
now in gloiy reign’st ! 
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How the world to thee unfoldeth seeth thine 
own gracious glance. 

What though hideous they berate me, well the 
Beautiful 1 know. 

I 

t 

HELEN. 

P'rorn the Void I issue swaying, giddily that 
girt me round, 

Vi-r again were fain to rest me, for so weary is 
my tranie. 

frt ;i scemeth them that queens (je., all men it 
beseemeth well 

Dauntlessiy to nerve and brace them whatsoe^'r 
unlooked-for threat. 

PHORKYAS. 

Now before ua in thy greatness, in tliy beauty 
dost thou stand. 

fells thy glance that thou command cst ; that 
thou dost command, declare i 

HELEN. 

For your discord’s shameless loiFring be ye 
ready to atone. 

Haste an odering to make ready, as my lord the 
king enjoined. 


PHORKYAS. 

All is ready in the palace, laver, tripod, whetted 
axe, 

Lustral water, spice for burning, show what 
shall be offered thou. 


KELEN. 

Thereof gave the king no token. 
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PHORKYAS. 

Spake it not ? O word of woe ! 

HELEN 

Speak, what woe doth overwhekTi thee ? 

PHORKYAS. 

Sovereign Lady, thou art meant ! 

HELEN. 

r? 

PHORKYAS. 

And these too. 

CHORUS. 

Lamentation ! 

PHORKYAb. 

By the axe thou'rt doomed to fali 

HE LIN. 

Fearful, but presaged. Me wretched! 

PHORKYAS. 

Doomed thou art beyond reprieve ! 

CHORUS. 

Woe ! and us, what will befall us ?' 

PHORKYAS, 

She will die a noble death. 
But within, hung from the rafter that upbeai.- 
the gabled loof. 

Like the thrushes ta^en in fowling, ye siiall wiiulc 
all arow. 
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HELEN AND CHORUS 

^stand ama::.ed and aghast, in a signifi- 
cant and carefully planned group, 

I 

* PHORKYAS. 

Vt Spectres] — Petrified like statues there ye 
stand, ' 

Aghast to leave the daylight, that not ’longs to 
you. 

And men too, that like ye are spectres, one and 
all, . • 

Forgo the stately sunshine but against their will ; 

Yet pleading none or aiding from that end can 
save ; 

All do they know it, yet in sooth it pleases few. 

Enough, your doom is spoken ! Wherefore 
quick to work 1 

\jCllaps her hands, ^whereupon there 
appear at the gate dnvarfish forms 
muffled up in cloaks, *who at once 
execute alertly the commands as 
they are uttered. 

Hither, ye gloomy, globular monstrosities ! 

Trundle yourselves along ! Here ye may glut 
your hearts 

With mischief. Room for the hand-altar, the 
golden-horned ! 

Let the axe gleaming lie athwart the silver rim ! 

The ewers with water plenish ! Needs must 
lave aw^ay 

The hideous soilure of the black corrupted 
blood. 

The carpet sumptuously spread out here in the 
dust 



20 2 Goethe’s Faust 

That so the victim royally on the ground may 
kneel, 

And thus enshrouded, straight — albeit with 
severed head — 

In decent dignity at least find repultuie. 

LFADl’R or THI CHORUS. 

In pensive self-hommuniiig stands the Queer, 
aloof, 

'1 he maidens wither like mown meadow-grass, 
but me 

The eldest, pious duty moves with thee to sj.cak, 

Thee, gray with oldest eld. Thou hast nj)e usi 
of' life, 

Art wise, and meanest well with us, I think, 
although 

This troo}), misjudging, witless, crossed thee. 
Wherefore say 

If haply aught thou knowest of deliverance. 

PHORKVAS. 

Soon said 1 It resteth with the Queen alone to 

save 

Herself, with ye as make-weights into the scale- 
pan thrown. 

It asks dcteirniriation, and of the promptest too. 

CHORUS. 

Thou most reverend of the Parcae, wisest of tltc 
Sibyls thou. 

Hold the golden shears asunder, speak salvation 
thou and life. 

For our dainty limbs already feel we swinging, 
swaying, writhing. 
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Most unjoyously, that liefer in tiie dance would 
first rejoice them. 

Rest them then on true-love’s breast. 

I HLLF.N. 

Let these be fearful! Grief it is I feel, not 
ft ar ! 

Vet know’st thou rescue, gratelfilly ] welcome it. 

For to the shrewd, rar-seeine, of a tiut/i fall ofi 

ImpoSi>ible \ ct seems possible. S]>Cuk, and say 
thy 5iay ! 

. ertoRUs. 

Sjieak and tell us, tell us quickly, how sh.Ji wc 
escape the ghastly 

Giisly nooses that with menace, as the shame- 
fullest of necklets. 

Round about oui m c^cs entwine them ! \^^retchcd 
us 1 such foretaste have we, 

'fiiat we stifle, gasp our life out, if tliou Rliea 
have not mercy, 

Thou high Mother of all the Gods. 

PHORKYAS, 

ilut have ye patience siJentJv the long-drawn 
thread 

Of my discouise to hearken a niotlev 

tale. 

CHORUS. 

Patience enough ! For list’ning, sriil w'e live 
the while. 

PHORRYAS. 

Whoso at home abiding ioidly treasure keeps, 

And hath the wit bind with tough cement 
the walls 
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Of his high dwelling, and against the fretting 
rain 

His roof to assure, will prosper through his life’s 
long days ; 

But he with fleeting soles that ‘lightly oversteps 

His holy threshold’s straight-drawn limit, im- 
piously. 

He finds returning haply the old place again. 

Vet changed all things, if not wholly desblate. 

HFLEN. 

How are the like trite maxims here to oi:r 
behoof ? 

Tell thou thy story, touch not on distressful 
things. 

PHORKYAS. 

"’Tis matter of history, ’tis in no wise a reproach. 

Freebooting, Menelaus cruised from bight to 
bight ; 

Sea-board and islands all he coasted hostilely. 

With plunder homeward turning, such as teems 
within. 

He before Ilium wasted ten long years away, 

But on his homeward journey, wot I not how 
much. 

Yet here how stands it in the place round 
Tyndaieus’ 

Exalted house? How stands it in the realm 
around ? 

HELEN. 

In thee is railing then so utterly engrained 

That thou thy lips canst stir not, but it be to 
gibe ? 
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PHORKYAS. 

So many years forsaken stood the mountain-vale 

That back from Sparta northwards slopes unto 
the sky. 

Flanked by Taygetus, where, as yet a sprightly 
brook, 

Eurotas downward rolls, and later through our 
vale 

?)j oad-l^owing, Einged with rushes, nurtureth 
your swans. 

A daring breed behind there in the mountain- 
vale 

Hath lodged in silence, pressing from Cimmerian 
night, 

And piled aloft a fastness, strong unscaleably, 

AA" hence land and people now they harrv as they 
will. 

HELEN. 

That could they compass ? Quite impossible it 
seems ! 

PHORKYAS. 

"’'iiiie had they, marry! Haply twenty year* 
ot so. 

HELEN. 

ic- thcie one lord ? Or robbeis many, joined in 
league ? 

PHORKYAS. 

Robbers they are not, but amongst them one is 
lord. 

Idl not revile him, though he oft hath harassed 
me. 

All could he take, and yet contents himself with 
few 

Br'.tvo/ences ; for thus, not tribute, called he it. 
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HLLHN. 

How looks he ? 


I*H('RKYAS. 

Not amiss! He likcts pie well cnou«'h 
He is n cheerful, unabashed, well-favoured man , 
As few among the Greeks are, a discerning mai,. 
Barbarians we brand them, yet mcscems tli.r 
none * 

So savage were, as in the leaguer of Ilium 
Full many a hero cannihally-raging ])ioved. 
r ]»i ize his greatness, unto hiiT? Fd tins: nnseh. 
And then his castle i That you should your- 
self behold ! 

'Tis something other than your lumpish mason v 
Such as your fathers higgledy-piggledy piled 
aloft, 

Like Cyclops Cyclopean, tumliling unhewn stout s 
On unhewn stones at random. There o’ tl l 
(' thei hand, 

There ia all plumb and level, built with lead and 
line. 

Look at it from without! It soars aloft :o 
Heaven, 

So stubborn, hr ni-compacted, smooth as poli^he i 
.ted. 

To climb is here no — Nay, the very thou;;la 
slips off I 

\Vithin are roomy courtyards^ ample spaces, girt 
With buddings on all sides, of everv sort and 
scope. 

There you’ll see arches, archlets, columns, 
columels, 

Balconies, galleries, for looking out and iu, 

And scutcheons — 
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CHORUS. 

What are scutcheons ? 

PHORKYAS. 

I Why, upon his shield — 

Yourselves have seen it — Ajax bare a wreathed 
snake. 

Yon Seven leagued ’gainst Thobes each on his 
buckler bare 

Embossed devices; pregnant with significance ; 

There moon and stars were seen in the ndd- 
night hrmamept, . 

(h goddess, hero and ladder, sword:> and torches 
too, 

And all that grimly menaces goodly towns with 
bale. 

Such ensigns from their most remote ])rogcnitois 

In tinctured splendour likewise bears our hcro- 
troo]). 

1 here ye’ll see lions, eagles, beak and talons too, 

Then horns of buffalo, wings, roses, peacock's 
tail, 

Ai.d likewise bars — or, sable, argent, azure, gules. 

In halls the like hang, tier on tier, in long array, 

In halls illimitable, wide as is the world. 

There ye can dance ! 

CHORUS. 

Say, are there partners for the dance ? 

PHORKYAS. 

The best ! with golden lovelocks, troops of 
blooming boys. 

Fragrant with youth. So fragrant only Paris 
was 

When he approached the Queen too nearly. 
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HELEN. 


Thou dost lapse 

Utterly from thy part. Speak the last word 
to me I 


PHORKYAS.*' I 


Speak thou the last. Say solemnly and clcariy 
—Yes. , 

Straightway I’ll fence thee round with yonder 
castle. 


CHORUS. 

Oh ! ‘ • 

Speak the brief word, and save thyself and us at 
once ! 


HELEN. 

What, must I fear lest King Menelaus so ruth- 
lessly 

Mishear him as to hurt me ? 

PHORKYAS. ' 

Hast forgotten then 

In what unheard-of fashion thy Deiphobus, 

The battle- slaughtered Paris’ brother, he did 
mar — 

Him that on thee, the widow, stubbornly Liid 
hands, 

And held thee to his leman ? Nose and ears be 
cropped 

And further maimed him likewise. Ghastly 
’tw'as lo see. 


HELEN. 

That did he to him, that for love of me ne did 
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PHORKYAS. 

Aye, and for hate of him he’JJ do the like to 
thee. 

There is no sharjng Beauty. Who hath owned 
her whole 

Destroys her rather, cursing all part-ownership. 

[^Frumpets afar, Fh^ Chorus start in 
terror. 

How piercingly the shattering truni])ct rending 
grips 

The ear and entrails ! 'So her talons Jealousy 

In the man’s bosom grapples fast, who ne’er forgets 

What once he owned, and now hath lost, nor 
longer owns. 


CHORUS. 

Hear’st thou not the horns re-echo, scest thou 
not the flash of arms I 


PHORKYAS. 

Welcome, Lord and King, I’ll answer gladly 
for my stewardship i 

CHORUS. 

Aye, but we? * 


PHORKYAS. 

Ye know it plainly, see her death 
before your eyes. 

And discern your own within there. Nay, to 
help you is no way. 

IPause. 
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H£LKN. 

I have bethought me what I may adventure first, 
A Cacodaemon art thou, that 1 well perceive, 
And fear that unto Evil thou the Good Wilt turn. 
Yet to the Castle hrst ot all I^ildollow thee. 
The rest I know. What further thought the 
Queen may choose 

Mysteriously to bury deej) within her breast 
Be unexplored of any ! Beldam, lead the way : 


CHORUS. 

Oh how fain thither* we ‘go, 

Footing It swiftly. 

Death in our rear, 

Fronting us again 
Towering stronghold^s 
Inaccessible lampaits. 

Shield they but even as w'oll, 

Even as Ilium’s wails, 

Which, when fail they did, 

Naught but treacherous craft o'erthrew. 

spread abroad the bark'- 

ground and the fortgrouna too, at 
pleasure. 

What pray is this ? 

Sisters, look around ! 

Shone there not cheerfullest day • 

Wreaths of mist-rack waver aloft 
From Eurotas’ sacred duod ! 

Faded is the beauteous 
Sedgc-encinctured shore from sight, 

And the free dainty -proud 
Swans, that gliding on softly 
Joy to swim in consort, 

See I, ah ! no more ! 
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Still though, aye still, 

Them I hear afar 
Hoarsely chant fearfullest Jay, 

Death foretell] pg, the legend saitb — 
Ah ! if not for us likewise 
Spite of pledged deliverance, 

It foretell perdition at last, ^ 
iiVn for us, swan-like, Jong- 
Fair white-necked, and alas ! for 
Her, our swan-bt‘gottcn. 

W oc Is us ! all woe ! 

^ • 


Now already with mist 
All is shrouded about. 

Nay, but v/e see each other not I 
What betides? Do we walk ? 

Hover we but 

Lightsomely tripping along the giouud? 

See.^t thou naught? Fioateth Icply e’en 
Flermcs before ? Gleams not the golden wand, 
liidding, commanding us Ixickward again. 

To the undelectablc, gray-glimmcrlog, 

With intangible phantoms crowded, 
Over-crowded, cvcr-enipty Hades ? 


A)e, it darkens of a sudden, lifts the mist but 
not to sunlight, 

Gray as night is, bruwn as walls arc; walls 
indeed the gaze encounier, 

Stubborn walls the gaze far-roaming ; is't a 
court, a pit deep-sunken ? 

Be it what it may, ’tis fearful ! Sisters, ah I 
we are imprisoned, 

So imprisoned ne’er we were ! 
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INNER COURTYARD OF A CASTLE, 

[^surrounded nvith rich^ f nit as tic a! 
media*Dal buildings, 

LFADER OF THE CHORUS. 

O’errash and foolish! Very type of woman- 
kind — 

The passing moment’s puppet, sport of every 
breath 

Of good and evil fortune, still unschooled to bear 

With even spirit either ! ' Verily ever one 

Gainsays another ungently, crosswise her the 
rest, 

And but in joy and sorrow do ye howl and 
laugh 

Upon one note ! Peace now, and hearken what 
the Queen 

High-mindedly determines for herself and us. 

HELEN. 

Where art thou, Pythoness, or call thet how 
thou wilt ? 

Forth from this gloomy castle’s vaulted chambers 
come ! 

Wentest thou haply to the wondrous heio-lortl 

Me to announce, a welcome meet preparing m % 

Hpve thanks therefor, and lead me quickly in 
to him ! 

Surcease of wandering wish I, rest alone I wish. 

LFADER OF THE CHORUS. 

In vain, O Queen, thou gazest round thee on ail 
sides. 

The hideous form hath vanished, tarrieth behkt 
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There in the mist, from out whose bosom hither 
we — 

I know not how, yet swiftly, treading not — are 
come ; ^ » 

Or haply strays bewildered in the labyrint)] 

Of this strange castle — one yet many — of its lord 

IV^^peaking stately greeting, su^h as seems a 
queen. 

Yet see ! already above there, in a motlev crowd, 

In galleries, at the window, in the gateways, 
stir — 

Swift bustling hither and thitherwards — many 
menials 

Announcing signal welcome to an honoured 
guest. 


CHORUS, 

My heart is grown light ! Oh, hitherward ga/tc! 
How so decently down with deliberate tread, 
Young-vvlnscmest trooj) decorously moves 
In a well-ordered train! How, upon whose 
behest 

Can appear, all arrayed and all marshalled so 
soon 

The beauteous bevy of young damoiseaux ? 

What admire I the most ? IsT the delicate 
gait. 

Or the head’s crisp curls round the radiant brow, 
Or the pair of cheeks that arc peachy in hue, 
Vnd clad like the peach with a velvety down ? 
Fain were I to bite, but I start back in fear, 

For in similar case was the mouth only filled — 
Oh horrible story ! with ashes. 

Lo, where the fairest 
Now hitherward come I 
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What is it they bear r 
Steps for a throne, 

Carpet and scat, 

Curtain and eke i 
Canopy fair. 

O’er and o’er it billows, 

Looping into cloud-wieaths 
Round the head ot our Queen ; 

For she, invited. 

Now hath climbed the glorious throne. 
Range yourselves near^ 

Step after step in 
Stately array. 

Woithy, O worthy, threefold worthy ! 
Such a welcome be signally blest 1 

\^ AIl that the Chorus describes is ptt- 
formed point by point, 

H aust, after the pages and quirts 
have descended in a long train, 
appears above in the staircase in 
medieval knightly court -costume, 
and descends 'zuith stately dignity. 

LFADER OF THE CHORUS, considering him attentively 

Unless the Gods to this man, as they oittimes do, 
For a brief season only admirable loim 
And lofty dignity and winning presence lent 
In transitory fashion, must he ever speed 
In all he setteth hand to, be it in battle of men. 
Or if the lesser warfare he should deign to 
wage 

With fairest women. Verily many he doth excel 
Whom nathJess I with mine own eyes saw highly 
prized. 
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Slowly, with sober, reverently composed tread 
I sec the Prince approach. Deign thou to turn. 
O Queen ! 


rAUST aihmTicin^, a man in fetters hy his side- 

In I’cu of solemn giecting, as bcjiuvci,], 
in lieu of reverent welcome, bring I thee 
Ir. letters hackled fast, the servant who 
To duty faithless, me of my duty relt. 

P'uore this highest Lady kneel thee down 
:vnd make confession of thy grievous fault, 
h xaltcd Lady, here thou hast the man 
^VIth rarest cvebeam, from the lofty towc-i 
To gaze around appointed. Heaven’s abyss 
And Earth’s expanse keenly to overeyc, 

^Vhat haply hc're and there declaic itseh, 
fhir tiom the cincturing hills into the vale 
Towards the Castle, be it billowy herds, 

Or haply a marchinp aimy ; them we shield, 

1' ncounter this. To-day, wliat negligence ' 

"1 '.ou comest hither, he proclaims it not. 

T'lC honourable welcome is let slip 

Most due to such high guest. His life hath he 

f iianiefully foifeited, and in the blood 

C)f well-earned death would Hl, hut thou alone 

Dost punish, thou dost pardon, as thou wilt. 


HELEN. 

^'uch high distinction as thou dost bestow 
Ol .T-asticcr, of Sovereign, and were it 
bat proving me, as well f may surmise, — 

P en will I, .as the judge iloth first behove. 

To the impeached giveheaiing. Therefore speak! 



Goethe’s Faust 


2 1 6 

LYNCEUS, THE WARDER OF THE TOWER. 

Let me kneel and see her ! Summon 
Death, or bid me live ! What heed 
So devoted I already * f 

Am to this God-given woman ! 

Waited I for Morn’s glad passion, 

Watched the East where still she glows, 
Suddenly in wondrous fashion 
In the South the Sun arose ! 

Drew my gaze to yonder region, 

Not to roam through earth and sky, 

Not o’er hills and valleys legion — 

Her, the Only One to spy ! 

Lvnx in lofty tree-top shaken 
Match I with mine eye’s keen beam, 

Yet must strive as would I waken 
From a deep and dismal dream. 

How could I such mvstcry banish? 

Wall and tower and gate were gone. 
Mist-wreaths surge and mist-wreaths vanish- 
Such a Goddess on me shone 1 

Eye and breast I turned unto her, 

Drank the light that softly shined ; 

She who dazzles all that view her, 

Me, poor wretch ! did wholly blind. 

I forgot the Warder’s duty. 

Utterly the horn, my trust. 

Threaten to destroy me ! Beauty 
Humbles anger in the dust. 
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HELEN. 

The evil that I brought with me I may not 
Chastise. Woe’s me! What unrelenting fate 
Pursues me, everyY^here the hearts of men 
vSo to infatuate, that they nor spare 
Tliemselves, nor aught of honoured else ? No'w 
ravishing, , 

Seducing, fighting, bearing to and fro, 
Demigods, Heroes, Gods, nay, Demons too, 
Tliey led me wandering hither and thither- 
wards. 1 , , 

Single, embroiled the world, and doubled, more, 
Now threefold, fourfold, woe on woe I bring ! 
Remove this blameless man, bid him go free ! 
Upon the God-beguiled no shame alight ! 

FAUST. 

Amazed, O queen, I see with one same glance 
idiT that unerring smites, him smitten here ! 

I s< e tlic bow that sped the winged shaft, 

Ml n wounded I behold, and smiting me 
Shaft follows shaft. I’hrough castle and through 
court 

I feel them hurtle cross-wise everywhere 
Upon their feathered flight. What I now ? 
Tiiou makest at a stroke my trustiest 
To rebels, and my walls unsafe. Already 
The conquering-unconquered Dame, I fear, 
Mine host obeys ! What else remains than that 
Myself, and all in fancy only mine, 

1 yield unto thee ? Let me at thy feet 
Leally and freely own thee queen, that straight- 
way 

Appearing, ownership and throne didst win. 
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LYNCEUS 

Tjwith a c offer y and men hearing other < 
after him. 

O Queen, again I meet thy view. 

The rich man for a glance doth sue. 

He feels, if him thy glance bewitch, 

Beggarly poor, yet princely rich. 

What was I erst ? What am' T now ? 

What would T wish, or bear me how ? 

What boots my gaze for -keenest known** 

It but rt'bounds against thy throne. 

IV e wandered from the Rising Sun, 

And straightway was the West undone I 
A maSvS of penjile broad and long, 

The first knew not the last i* the throng. 

The first did fall, the next did stand, 

The lance o* the third was near at liand, 

Each reinforced a hundredfold, 

^\nd thousands slain, unmarked, untold. 

We thronged apace, we stormed ajiace, 

Mristers were we from place to place. 

Where i to-day did lord it sole, 

To-morrow another lobbed and stole. 

We viewed, but soon — our view dc spatclied— * 
The fairest woman this man snatciicd, 

Tiiis snatciied the plough-ox, firm of tread. 

And not a horse but with us sped. 

But I spied out with rapture keen 
The rarest things that eye hath seen. 

Whatever another might amass 
] counted it but withered grass.’ 



Part II 


219 


Upon the trail of treasures I 
Followed alone my piercing eye. 

Into all pockets peeped I in 

And crystal-clear were box and bin. 

• ^ 

^\nd gold was mine and precious stone, 

Most olorlous of all. Alone 
ri e emerald is worthy, Queen, 

U'<on tiiine heart, to sparkle green. 

‘ i'wixt ear and lip hang pendulous , 

TIms jieariy drop iProm Ocean’s ooze. 

The rubies from the cliallengc quail, 

Thy check’s rich crimson strikes them pale. 

And .so unto thy place I bring 
My priceless hoard, an offering. 

Here at thy feet I lay the yield 
Of many a bloody harvest-field. 

Ot coTers though I drag great store 
^ ct iron coffers have I nioic. 

Suffer me on thy path, and still 
Full many a treasure-vault I’ll fill. 

For scarce didst thou the throne ascend, 
VVhcMi straightway bow and stjaigl'.tw^y bend 
Intelligence and wealth and ])Owcr 
before thy Beauty’s peerless flower 

This all 1 held for fast, for mine, 

Now is it loose, now is it thint. 

What worthy, sterling, high I thought, 

Now do I see that it was naught. 
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Vanished is all that I possessed, 

’Tis downmown, withered grass at best. 
Oh ! with one cheerful glance but deign 
To give it all its worth again ! 

l-AUST. 

Quickly remove thy boldly-gotten load, 
Unchidden truly, but unrecompensed. 
Already all is hers that in its womb 
The Castle hides. To offer this and that 
Is bootless. Go, and heap in meet array 
Treasure on treasure. Bjiild.a stately scene 
Of unbeholden splendour. Let the vaults 
Twinkle like very Heaven. Paradises 
That nothing lack of life but life prepare. 
Forestalling every footprint, let beflowcred 
Carpet unroll on carpet, let her tread 
Soft floors encounter, and her gaze, the Gods 
Alone not dazzling, radiance supreme. 

LYNCFUS. 

Feeble is the lord’s behest, 

What the servant doth is jest. 

Sovereign over good and blood 
Is this Beauty’s queenly mood. 

Lo, thine army all is tame. 

Every sword is blunt and lame. 

By her form of glorious mould 
E^cn the Sun is dim and cold. 

By her face with beauty fraught 
All is idle, all is naught. 

HELEN, to Faust, 

I would hold converse with thee, but do thou 
Come up here by my side. The empty place 
Invites its lord, and doth assure me mine. 
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First kneeling be my sworn allegiance, 

Exalted Lady, pleasing in thy sight. 

The hand let kiss that lifts me to tliy side. 

Deign to conliynf me as co-regent first 
Of thine illimitable realm, and win 
Worshipper, servant, guardian all in one. 

HELtN. 

Manifold marvels do I see and hear. 

Amazement smites me, much 1 Lin would ask. 
Yet would I be enlightened why the speech 
Ut this man rang so strange, so strange, yet 
pleasing. 

It seemed as did one tone unto another 
(At itself, fell one word upon the ear, 

And straight another came to dally with it. 

FAUST. 

If but our people’s speech is pleasing to thee, 

0 tlien its song will surely ravish thee, 

C'l.ntcnt thine ear, thine inmost-seated mind. 

^ et were it best to practise it straightway — 
/vlternate S])eech will charm it, coax it forth. 

HELEN. 

Say how I too can speak in such sweet wise ! 

I'AUST. 

' Tis easy, so but from the heart it rise. 

And when the breast with yearning doth overflow, 
You look around and ask — 

HELEN. 

Who shares the glow ? 
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FAUST. 

Nor back nor forward in an hour like this 
The mind doth look ; the present — 

HELEN. f 

[s our bli 


FAUST. 

’Tis treasure, splendid gain, a fieehold land, 
An earnest. Confirmation gives — 


HELEN. 

Mv hand. 

CHORUS. 

Who would think to chide our princes j,, 

If she give the Castle’s lord 
Tokeijs of her favour ? 

For confess, one and all are we 
Captives, aye, capnves as uftea 
Now, siiice Ihum'b overthiow, 
Sluriietullest, and oui feartul- 
Labyrinthian woful course. 

Women to men's love accustomed, 

Dainty choosers are they not. 

But are finished critics. 

Golden-locked shc])hcrds it mav be. 

Fauns hirsute, swarthy, it may be. 

As the chance and the hour may bring. 

Do they endow with an ccjual 
Licence over their swelling limbs. 

Near and nearer sit they e'en now, 

Leaning each upon other. 

Shoulder by shoulder, knee by knee, 

Hand in hand rock they themselves 



Part II 


223 


Over the throne’s 
Deep-encushioned stateliness. 

Not denies itself Majesty 
Joys that are secret 
To the eyes pfitlie people 
Proudly inditferent thus 10 reveal. 

HILEN. 

: tcei so far away, and yet so m ar. 

Am hut too fain to say; Hcie am I, here! 


* iAust. 

i bC.irce can breathe, I tremble, speech is dead ; 
It jh a dream, and space and time are lied. 


HELEN. 

U’e; lived I seem to be, and yet so new, 
\Vo\en in thee and to the unkno\/n true. 

r AUST. 

1 ood not upon the larest des‘uiy 1 
V\ cre’t bat a moment, duty ’tis to be. 

PHORKVAs, entering pr tap) lately. 

Id Love’s primer sjiell Lovc’'> lesbons, 
Eili and coo and probe 1 ,ove\s e'^sence, 
Toy and woo and taste Love's j ^es^mce, 
Eut ’tis not the time of day. 

Feel ye not the tempest brewing \ 

Hulk ! the trumpet’s brazen wooing 1 
Ruin is not far away. 

Hard upon you throng the surging 
Masses, Menelaus uiging ; 

Gird ye for the bitter fray ! 
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Thou i’ the victor-throng entangled. 

Like Deiphobus bemangled, 

Woman -escort dear shalt pay. 

Swing the light goods first i' the halter. 
Straight for Her beside the ^altar 
Doth an axe new- whetted stay. 

TAUST. 

Rash interruption I Odiously she thrusts her in ; 
Not even in danger brook I senseless vehemence. 
An evil n’less.ige fouls the fairest messenger, 

And thou most foul but sinist/^r tidings bringe."i 
fain. 

But this time shalt thou prosper not. With 
empty breath 

Shake thou the inconstant air, for here no danger 
is, 

And were there danger, it should seem but .U' 
idle threat. 

[^Signals, Explosions from the to^jucri. 
Trumpets and Bugles, Mattnil 
Music, March~paU of a zvarlii.e 
host. 


FAUST. 

Nay, warriors whose ranks neVr waver 
Til muster straight, a hero-band. 

Alone is worthy woman’s favour 

Who shields her with his strong right hand. 

\_To the leaders of the hosts, ^who quit 
the columns and approach him. 
With rage repressed within your bosom — 

Sure pledge of victory to come — 

Ye, of the North the youthful blossom, 

Ye, of the East the mighty bloom. 
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Steel-clad, whilst lightning round them quivers, 
The host who realm on realm overthrew, 

I'hey come, the earth beneath them shivers ! 

They march, the thunder marches too ! 

<♦ 

"'Ve disembarked at Pylos, shattered — 

For ancient Nestor is no more; — 

The petty kinglets’ arms, and scattered 
Like chaff our untamed host before. 

Now straightway back these walls from under 
Thrust Menclaus to the sea ! 

There let him wander, waylay, plunder, 

Such was his taste and destiny. 

I liail ye Dukes as forth ye sally, 

Thus bids the Queen on Sparta’s throne. 

Now at her feet lay hill and valley. 

And be the kingdom’s gain your own ! 

^-rerman, be thine the hand that forges 
h or Corinth’s gulfs defence and shield ; 

Achaia with its hundred gorges 
Nnto thy prowess, Goth, 1 yield 

His march the Frank to Elis urging, 

Messenia let the Saxon take ; 

And Argolis the Norman, purging 
riie sea, a mighty State shall make. 

There be your home, and henceforth pro\’c yc 
On outward foes your strength and heat, 

But Sparta still shall throne above ye, 

That is the Queen’s time-honoured seat. 
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There will she see ye, all and single, 

Enjoy a land that lacks for naught. 

Ye at her feet your homage mingle 1 
There warrant, law and light be sought !' 

[^Faust Jtscem/s frf.m the tJ^ronr, the 
Princes form a circle about him, 
in order to rccemie his command: 
and ifctailed instructions, 

CHf»RUS. 

Who the Fairest for his desiies, 

KStoutly of all things let him « 

Prudently cast about him for arms. 

Fla:tering he won himself 
What on earth is the highest ; 

But in ])eacc he retains it not; 

Skulkers craftily coax her av/ay, 

Robbers daringly wrest her away, 

How he may hinder it let him give heed. 

E'en for this our Prince do 1 ])raise, 

Prize him high above others ; 

How him so boldly shrewd he allied 
That the stalwart obedient stand, 

EvVy gesture awaiting. 

Truly fulfil they his behest, 

Each to his own behoof at once, 

And the guerdoning thanks of his lord, 

As to the lofty renown of them both. 

For who shall wrest her away 
From her mighty possessor? 

His she is, to him be she allowed. 

Doubly by us allowed, whom he 

With her, within girt with impregnable ramparts, 

With an invincible host without. 
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FAUST. 

Fiefs have I granted great and glorious 
IV these, to eac^i'^i fruitful land. 

1 et them go forth to war victorio.js, 

We in the midst will take our stand. 

And each with ea*ch as thy defender 
Shill Vie, thou All-but“isle, girt lound 
With dancing vvuv(;s, and by a hlll-ehaii» slender 
'Po Europe’s utmost branch of mountains bound. 

rh“ — to all tribes for ever blessed — 

This land, that doth outshine the sun 
Of c\ery land, my queenhs confessed, 

Tliat early looked her face upon, 

When, whilst Euiotas’ sedges hgt.tiy 
Vv'hisj/Cied, she buist her shell ablaze, 

A 'd queenly mother all too brightly 
And brethren twain she did outdaze. 

I ’lis land, to thcc alone it looketh 
Its taiiest blossom to unfold: 

What though thy sway the wide world brooketh, 
1'hine home with partial eye behold. 

And now, what though the mountain's giant 
shoulders 

The sun's cold shaft brook on ti.eir jagged top ! 
Tne cliff is touched with green, and 'mid the 
boulders 

The greedy goat a niggard meal doth crop. 
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Gushes the spring, the brooklets plunge ancJ 
mingle, 

And now are gorges, slopes and meadows green, 
And o’er the upland stretch of bdl and dingle 
Now sparsely ranging, fleecy flocks are seen. 

Divided, circumspect, with measured paces, 

To the sheer brink the horned cattle tread, 

Yet none lacks shelter ; in a hundred places 
The clifl" to caverns vaults itself o’cihead. 

Pan shields them there, and Life-nymphs there 
in legions 

In the moist cool of bushy clefts dwell free, 
And striving yearningly to higher regions 
Rears itself, branch wise, crowded tree on tree. 

Primeval woods ! The stubborn oak, Arm- 
rooting, 

There zig-zags branch to branch in wayward 
sort ; 

The maple mild, that bears sweet sap, here 
shooting 

Cleanly aloft, doth with its burden sport. 

And motherly, in quiet circling shadows, 

Warm milk wells fortii, by babe and lambkin 
drunk. 

Fruit is not far, ripe faie of level meadows, 

And honey drips from out the hollow trunk. 

Hereditary in this race is 
Well-being, cheek and lips grow clear, 

And every man immortal in his place is ; 
Content are all, all healthy here. 
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The blooming child to fatherhood unfoldcth 
By favour of this limpid day ; 

We stand amazed, and still the question holdcth 
If men, if hapl^ Crods are they ? 

b i like the herds Apollo was in favour, 

Tlic fairest him resembled quitp. 

For where in purest round reigns Nature, ever 
All worlds in one are interknit. 

[^Tahirig his seat beside her. 

And this have I, and this hast thou achieved. 
Put wc behind us what is past and gone. 

Oil, feel thee of the highest god conceived I 
'Phou ^longest to the primal world alone. 

Tiiee shall no slionghold wall in hiding! 

Still stands, with fadeless youth endued — 

A realm unto our rapturous abiding — 

Arcadia in Sparta’s neighbourhood. 

I’^ land Elysian lured to harboui 

1. to a fate most gladsome didst thou flee. 

Now be the thrones changed to an aibour, 

And be our bliss Arcadian free ! 

[_The scene changes completely. Closed 
arbours lean upon a ro*iv of rocky 
can}enis. ji shady stretches 

up to the enciiclitg rocky precipice. 
Faust and Helln are not 7 'isdde. 
The Chorus lies sleeping scattered 
around. 

phorkyas. 

How long a time the maidens sleep, that know 
I not ; 
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If haply thry have dreamed, what bright and 
clear T saw 

Before mine eyes, that likewise is unkhown to 
me. < I 

Therefore IMl wake them. Marvel shall thi.. 
youthful troop. 

Ye too, ye bearded elders, sitting there agape, 

At lengtli the key of credible miracles to behold. 

Come foith ! come foith ! and quickly shak<* 
vour locks ! Your eves 

Unbind from slumber ! 'Blink not so, and hen^ 
me s]ieak ! 

CHORUS. 

Only speah ! Oh, tell ir, toll us, what of 
wondrous hath befallen ! 

Wc most eagerly would hearken wliat in no wise 
we might credit. 

For we are aweary, gazing ever only on tla'se 
cliffs. 

FHORKYAS. 

What, already weary, childien, and ye srni\,-* 
have rubbed your eyes 

Hearken then ! Wiriiin these caverns, in tlies^ 
grots and in these arbours, 

Shield and shelter was conceded as to an idylhc 
love-pair. 

To our Lord and to our Lady. 

CHORUS. 

What! within theie 

PHORKYAS. 

Deep-secludevl 

From the world, hut me, me only did they call 
to silent service. 
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Highly-Honoured I beside them stood, but :u 
familiars seenieth, 

Spied about for something other, turned me 
hitherwards rjnd thither. 

Sought out roots and barks and mosses, versed in 
aJJ their several virtues, 

Thas did they remain alone. 

. CHORUS. 

Why, thou pratest as within thtrt* s'^retchirg fir 
were world- w,ide epact'S, 

Wco_i and meadow, lakes and fitreamletsl 
What a fable dosl thou spin' 

PHORK'iAS. 

So theie are, ye inexperienced 1 Those are 
unexplored recesses; 

Hall on hall and court on courtyard, j)o:iderirg 
1 s])ied them out. 

All at once a burst of laughter echoes through 
the h.ollow spaces ; 

As I gaze there springs an urchin, from the 
woman’s lap he leapeth 

T,> tJie man, from sir'e lo mother; what caresses, 
what endearments, 

fond arrection’s playful banttr', sportive shrieks 
and gleeful clamour 

Alternating deafen me! 

-^'aked springs a wingless genius, faim-likc, yet in 
no wise bestial. 

On the firm-set earth he springeth, yet the earth 
with swift resilience 

Shoots him to the airy height, and in the second 
leap he touches, — 

Or the third — the soaring vault. 
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Cries the mother, apprehensive : Spring and 
spring again at pleasure, 

Only have a care of flying, flight unfettered i:, 
forbid ! 1 ,, 

And thus warns the trusty father : In the eartl; 
lesides the spring-force 

Tliat doth shoo^t. tliee upwaids. Barely touch 
the earth, but with thy toe-tips, 

Like the. son of Earth, Antaeus, straightway 
strengthened wilt thou be. 

So he liops upon the shoulder of this clifl and 
from its margin 

To a second, and about, as lightly bounds 
stricken ball. 

On a sudden hath he vanished in the rugged 
gorge’s cranny. 

And now lost to us he seemeth. Mother w'aih 
and father comforts. 

Anxiously I shrug my shoulders, when lo ! wdiiit 
an apparition I 

Lie there haply treasures hidden ? Rainieir 
wrought with trailing flowers 

He hath donned ma’iestical. 

On his arms are tassels waving, ribbons flutter 
round his bosom. 

In his hand the golden lyre, wholly like a little 
Phoebus, 

Blithely trips he to the margin, to the beetling 
brink. We marvel. 

And his parents fall enraptured each upon thi 
other’s heart. 

For about his head, what splendour ! Hard to 
tell were what there gleameth. 

Is it gaud of gold or is it flame of intellect 
supreme ? 
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Thus he moves with graceful gesture, even as 
boy himself proclaiming 

Future master of all beauty, every limb athrill 
and trembling 

With the melodieJ eternal ; even so ye too shall 
hear him, 

Fven so yc too shall see him, with a most 
unique amaze. 

CHORUS. 

CalFst thou a niaivel this, 

Greta’s begotten ? 

Haply thou ne’er hast o’erheard 
Poetry’s tale didactic? 

Never yet hast heard Ionia’s, 

Never yet hearkened to Hellas* 

Wealtli of ancestral legend, 

Fables told ol gods and heroes ? 

Ail to-day that befalls 
Is but an echo, 

Pitiful echo of those 
Glorious days ancestral. 

Not to be compared thy story 
With what loveliest falsehood, 

Credible more than truth is, 

Of the son of Maia fabled. 

Him a dainty yet sturdy babe, 

Him a newly-born sucUing, 

Folded in purest swathing fleece. 
Trammelled in exquisite swaddling-trim 
Gairulous nurses’ witless tioop 
In unreasoning folly. 

Sturdily though and daintily 
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Diaws already the rogue his limbs — 
Lithesome limbs yet elastic — 

Craftily forth, the purple-bright 
Straitly-cramping enswathement 
Leaving quietly where it*L'fy, 

As, when perfect, the butterfly 
F rom stark^ chrysalid-duress 
Nimbly unfolding its wings slips forth 
Fiolic and fearless iluttciing through 
Sun-iriadiate ether. 

So he too, the most dexterous, 

'That a daemon propitioUvS 

To all thieves and all knaves he was, 

And ail seekers of gain likt'wisc — 

This betimes did he testify 

r>y adioitcst devices. 

iSwift the trident fiom Ocean’s lord 

Filches he, aye, and from Ares’ self 

Sly the sword from the scabbard. 

Arrow and bow from Phoebus too 
As fi orn Hephaestus his pincers. 

Even Zeus the Father’s bolt 
He’d purloin, but he fears the fire. 

El os though he overcomes 
In the leg-tiipping wrestling bout ; 

Nay, whilst Cypria fondles him, steals 
Fioni her bosom the giidle. 

ra^ishlfig strain of the purest mt fody 
sounds in the air, played upon n 
stringed instrument. All cr f 
attenti*ve, and soon appear pro- 
foundly touched. From this pltu>^ 
to the marked pause <ivith full 
orchestral accompaniment . 
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PHOR.KYAS. 

Hear ye tones most sweetly golden I 
Free yourselves from fables! L.o, 
Overworn the medley olden 
Of your gods is. Let them go ! 

None your iTK-aning recognizes; 

Now we claim a higher tbJi! 

What from out the heart arises 
Can alone tlie jieart coritrol. 

\^S/h' ihav^s hitik the chi;. 

CHORUS. 

Hath thf witching strain outpoured, 
Fearful Being, charmed thine eai?, 

W^e, as new to health restored, 

Feel us touched to joy of tears, 

Que nched be the sun's high sjdciiJour, 

In the soul if day hath shineh 1 

What the wliole world would not rendei , 

Xhat in our own licarts we find. 

H]:lln, Faust, Fophorr n, 

]^in the I •bcjn)e-{le scribed costxnne 
EUPHORU^N- 

Hear ye chiidicn’s songs a-smging, 

Str iightway is your (»wr. the glee. 

See ye me in measure s]. ringing, 

Leap your hearts paientally. 

HRLEN. 

Love, to bless in human lashion 
Joins a noble Twain, yt she 
Unto god-Iikc lapturous passion 
Straightway forms a charming J hree. 
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FAUST. 

Everything forthwith is righted, 

I am thine and thou art mine. 

And so stand we here united ; 

Would the bond might ne’eV untwine ! 

CHORUS. 

Many years of tranquil pleasure 
In the boy’s mild ladiance 
Crowns this pair in plenteous measure. 
How the bond doth pie entrance ! 

EUPHORION. 

l^et me be leaping ! 

Let me be springing 1 
To the wide ether 
Would 1 were winging ! 

Me such a yearning 
Seizes upon. 

FAUST. 

Not into rashness! 

Check thee I ah check theel 
Lest a disaster 
Haplv o’ertakc thee, 

Hurl into rum 
Our darling son. 

lUPHORlON. 

Idlv quiescent 
Hcrt will 1 stand not I 
L('a.se ye my tresses ! 

Hold ye my hand not! 

Loose ye my garments \ 

Are they not mine ? 
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Ponder, A ponder 
How tV\ou art grievinp 
Them ;hou belong’st to. 

Fairest achieving 
How thou dost shatter. 

His, mine and thine i 

. CHORUS. 

Soon will, 1 fear, tlie 
Sweet bond, untwine. 

HELEN AND 1-AUSl . 

Bridle, unfortunate. 

For us mat love thte. 
Over-importunate 
Promptings that move thee ! 

In rural leisure 
Orace thou the green ! 

I UPHORION. 

But for your pleasure 
Ho 1 refrain. 

tn ami out among the Chorus, 
arul Jra^tn^ them forth rc rhe 
(lance. 

Round a glad race do I 
Hover more light. 

Now is the melody. 

Now is the movement right ? 

HELI N. 

Aye, that is well. Ho thou 
In a quaint measure now 
Lead forth the fair ! 
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I'AUST. 

Would it were o^r ! The joy 
In all these antics I 
No wise can share. , 

EUPHORION AND CHORUS 

and shr^in^, nv'irid in and 
in a hr aided dance. 

When thy twin arnifj in air 
Winsome thou liftCvSt, 

In sheen thy clustered hair 
Shakest and shiftesf, 

VViica thou with foot so li^ht 
Skinimest o’er eaith in di^ht, 
Featly from side to side 
Limb after limb doth ^didc, 

Then hast tiiy goal attained, 

Loveliest child 1 

Hast all our hearts beguiled, 

AIJ hast enchained ! 

rPau 

^.OVHO'AION. 

Ye are all roe-like, 

Fieet-foored and Jitlicvome ; 

To a new frolic 
Forth again blithesome! 

1 am the huntsman. 

Ye arc the chase. 

CHORUS. 

Us wouldst tliou capture 
Fare not too fleetly ! 

For we with rapture 
Long but full sweetly. 

Beauteous vision, 

Thee to embrace ! 
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tUPKOPvlON. 

Through leafy cover ' 

Stock and stone over ! 

Unto me hatpluJ is 
Lightly-won spoil ; 

That alone grateful 
Gotten with toil. 

HFLLN ANO I AUST. 

What a madness ! what a daring ! 

Saner mood noJt to ho]'^^ for. 

Hark ! Tt sounds as horns were blaring, 
Over vale and wood rcsonrding ! 

What a tumuh 1 What a ciy I 

CHORUS, si/r^lv in hnst’. 

Scouting us with bitter mock, he 
Swift outran us, lightly bounding. 

Now the wildest of the dock he 
Hither hales in triumph high. 

FUPHORiON, hearing in a young maiden. 

Here 1 drag rlu' saucy maiden. 

To a forced delight constraiir-ng ; 

For my rajiture, for my re^i. 

Press I the all-J efr actorv breast. 

Kiss the reluctant lips, and so 
Strength and will to all J show. 

MAIDFN. 

Free me! Spirit strength untrcmbling 
L'lwelleth too in this array. 

And our will, thine own resembling. 

Is not lightly swept away. 
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Me in straits dost deem ? Thou trusiest 
Of a truth thy strength too much ! 

Nay, then, hold me if thou lustest. 

Foul, I’ll singe the hands that touch ! 

* i 

[^Bursts into Jlamt and flares aloft 

To the lightsome breezes follow, 

To the cavern’s dreary hollow. 

There thy'^ vanished goal to clutch. 

EUPHOKiON, shakhi^ off the last flames . 
Rocks that surround nie he're 
Pent in the woodland vale. 

Why should they bound me here ^ 

Am I not young and hale \ 

Storm- winds are spooming there, 

Billows are booming there, 

Both far away I hear. 

Fain were I near. 

leaps hlfljff and Id^hcr up the chf 
HKLtN, FAUST, AND CHORUS. 

Wilt thou match the chamois ? Due 
Must we fear the fall will be. 

LUPHORION. 

Higher must I lise and higher. 

Far and further must I see. 

Now where I am I spy; 

In the mid-isle am I. 

Pelop’s land rounds me in, 

Earth-akin, sea-akin. 

CHORUS. 

In mount and wood wilt thou 
Peaceful not tarry. 
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Straight where the grape-vines grow 
Thee will we carry ; 

Orape-vines that crown the hill, 
Fig-fruit an<^ apple-gold. 

Ah, in the* sweet land still 
Sweetly unfold [ 

EUPHORION. 

Dream ye the day of j)eacc ? 

Let dream whom dreams may please * 
Now is the watchword war i 
Victory rings afar ! 


Whosoever 

War wishes back in peace. 
Himself doth sever 
From hope's fair bliss. 

EUPHORION. 

Ye w^hnni from danger your 
Land unto danger bore. 
Free, an undaunted brood. 
Lavish of Hie and blood. 
Your all-unaltering 
Sneredest will, 

Warriors unfaltering, 

May it fulfil 1 


Lo, how high he soars, yet seemeth 
Nowdse small. Refulgentiy, 

Clad in steel and bronze he gleameth. 
Harnessed as for victory. * 
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EUPHORION. 

Wa]l or bulwark none environ ! 

K'!ach man but iiis own M^orth feel !' 
For the brave man’s brcqst of iron 
Is a kee]) impregnable. 

W«)ald ye unvanquisheH ' Go 

’^i'o the iield light-anned and Ircc 1 
Amazons, yc women, show ye I 
h\tTy child a heio be! 

CHORUS. ‘ 

Mou/it, holy Poesy ' 

Soar aloft Heav'en-high ! 

Gle.im forth, thou fairest Mai 
Far off and yet more far 1 
Yet doth she reac!i us si.i!, 

Yet do we liear and thrill, 

Gladly w'c hear. 

rUPHORlON. 

Nay, as a child now I appear not. 
7^he youth comes armed, and all at on 
^Vhth strong men, free men, men tha' 
not, 

Ahc.idy in his mind hath done. 

Away ! 

For stay 

I may not. Yonder fame is won. 

HELEN AND FAUST, 

Scarcely called to life, discerning 
Scarce the morning’s blithesome beam 
From the giddy steeps art yearning 
For the fields with woe that teem? 
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Arc then v/e 
Naught 10 thee? 

Is the gracious bond a dream ? 

i-.UrH ORION. 

» • 

Hear o’er the deep the thunder bellow 1 
Hear vale on valley thunder back ! 

Host unto host in dust auvi* billow. 

In stress on stiess, to pain and wrack. 
Sounds the call. 

Fight and fail 1 

Once for all Fll Ifang not back. 

Hm N, J AFTST, and CliOKUS. 

\^^hat a horror i What a siiiver ! 

Sounds the call to thee to fall ? 

hUPHORION. 

Shall 1 gaze afar ? Ah, never ! 

Strife and straits. I’ll shaie th(*nt all. 

THE T-ORMFR. 

Bancfully overbold 1 
Deadly the doom ! 

LUPHORION. 

Nuthelcss 1 and wings unfold. 

Plume ujKin plunte. 

Thither ! I must, e’en tlius ! 

Say me not no ! 

casts himself into the a 'lr^ hts gar- 
merits bear him for a moment^ his 
head %' irradiated^ a luminous 
trail glides after him. 
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CHORUS. 

Icarus ! Icarus ! 

Wailing and woe ! 

beautiful youth falls hcadlonf at htj 
parents' feet. *lUe think •we recog- 
nise a fwell- known form in the dead 
body^ hut the corporeal part •van- 
ishes immediately^ the aureole risei 
like a comet up to heaven, rub:^ 
mantle and lyre remain lying on t 'ht 
\Tt vutuL 

HELEN AND FAUST. 

Brief joys doth overwhelm 

Bitterest moan. 

euphorion’s voice out of the dee[^. 

Me in the gloomy realm 

Mother, leave not alone ! 

[_Pause 

CHORUS, dirge. 

Not alone, where’er thou hidesr, 

For we deem we smely know thee ! 

If fiom day too soon thou glidest 
Not a heart will fain forgo thee. 

Should we mourn ? Scarce know we whether ! 
Envying we sing thy fate. 

Thou in clear or clouded weather. 

Song and heart hadst fair and great. 

Ah, with lofty lineage dowered, 

Might and every earthly boon, 

Youthful bloom, how soon deflowered! 

Lost unto thyself how soon ! 
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Heart that shared each aspiration, 

Keenest glance the world to scan, 

Noblest women’s glow of passion, 

And a song unmatched of man. 

But didst run, u*n&ridled ranging, 

Tn the net thyself foresaw, 

Violently thyself estranging 
Fro.n all moral, from all law; 

Yet thy dauntless will was freighted 
In the end with high design. 

Glorious was thine aiiji, yet tated 
Wert thou not thine aim to v/in. 

Who shall win it? Question sombie, 

Whereto Fate doth veil her, when 
On the ill-starred day, in cumber. 

Mate and bleeding stand all men. 

Yet new songs within your bosom 
Quicken. Stand deep-bowed no more 1 
From the earth they still shall blossom, 

As they ever bloomed of yore. 

{^Complete pause. The music ceases. 

HELEN, /o Faust. 

Woe’s me, an ancient adage proves on me its 
truth, 

That Fortune weds with Beauty never abidingly. 
In sunder rent the bond of life is, as of love, 
And both bewailing anguished i say farewell, 
Upon thy bosom casting me yet once again. 
Receive, Persephoneia, thou the child and me ! 

V^She embraces Faust, her cor pea' cal part 
n)aTiishes^ robes and veil remain in 
his arms. 
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PHORKYAS, to Faust. 

Hold fast what alone of all is left to thee ! 

The rohe, let it not loost* ! Already Demons 
Arc twitching at the skirts ; full fain were they 
To pluck it to the Nethcr-wofltl. Hold fast ! 
The Goddess whom thou Jostest is it not, 

Bat god-like is’t. Avail thee of the high, 

The pi iccless boon, and raise thyself alolt ! 
’Twiil bear thee swift above the trivial 
In ether high, so long thou weary not. 

We’ll meet again, but fir, fidl fai from here. 

[^Hi len’s garjltenis^ rcso/vf /hft/isrivr: 
into clouds^ encompass FafjT, raise 
him Into the air, aud drift over 
'zvifh him. 

LPhorkyas tales up Kuphorion’.s rube , 
mantle^ aud l\re from the gre uruL 
steps into the P rosceniuni. raises thi 
exuviae on hrfj and sptals. 

The find is lucky, though belated. 

’d'is true the liame is dissipated, 

But for the world I nowise fret. 

Enough remains for poets’ initiation, 

Guild and trade- jealousy to whet, 

And are the talents not in my donation, 

At least ril lend the trap])ings yet. 

do'ivn on a column in the Prosieraum. 

PANTHALIS. 

Now haste ye, maidens! From the witchcraft 
are we free. 

The old-Thessalian hell-hag’s odious soul-con- 
straint, 
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Freed from the jingling-jangling din of notes 
confused, 

The ear bewildering, wildcring worse the inner 
sense. 

Hence down to Hades ! Verily the Queen hath 
sped 

With solemn bearing thither. Be without a 
break 

H't faithful maiden's footsteps joined to hers 
whom we 

Beside the throne (»f Her the l^nsea^chablc shall 
find. 


CHORUS. 

Those indeed that queens be, everywhere arc 
they fain. 

In the forefront vStand they in Hades too, 

Proud Iv company with their [ eers, 

Of Persephone^ bosom arc they. 

Yet for us, that in the background 
Of the deep asphodel-meadows. 

But with tall lank poplar's 
And unfiuirful willows ct)mpany. 

What diversion aw iiteth ^ 

Flittcrmousc-bd:e to twitter, 

A whisper und elect able, spectral. 

LKADFR or THE CHORUS. 

He that no name hath won him, nor hath high 
resolve, 

Unto the elements belongs ; away ! But I 
Long hotly with my queen to be. Not merit 
alone 

But loyalty ensures us personality. 


rExit. 
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Restored are we now to the light of day, 

Truly persons no more, 

That feci we, that know we well, 

But we shall never go back t^ Hades, 

For ever-living Nature lays 
Claim to us spirits, 

We to her witl> plenary warrant. 

PART OF THL CHORUS. 

We within these thousand luanches’ whisp’iing 
quiver, rustling wafturei 

Charm we toying, lure we lightly, through the 
roots the springs of being 
To the twigs ; and now with leafage, now wnh 
blossoms brimming over. 

We will deck our llutteiing tresses, lavishly for 
(ireezy growth. 

Falls the frftit, then straightway gather, glad oi 
life, the folk, the herdsmen, 

Coming hasty, thronging active, for the harvest, 
for the banquet. 

Bending one and all about us, as before the 
primal gods. 

ANOTHI'R PART. 

And in gentle v/avelets gliding we endearingly 
will nestle 

To the far-resplendent placid mirror of these 
rocky walls ; 

For each sound will hearken, listen, song of 
birds and reedy fluting ; 

Be it Pan^s dread voice uplifted, straightway 
comes our answer pat ; 
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Rustle wc with rustle answer, thunder with our 
rolling thunder, # 

In a crashing reboation, threefold, tenfold 
multiplied. 

4 THIRD PART. 

Sisters, we more sprightly-minded onward with 
the brooks will hasten. 

For the richly-decked hill-ranges of yon distance 
set us longing. 

Ever downwards, ever deeper, water wc meand- 
rous roiling, 

Now the meadow, ndw the pastures, then the 
garden round the house. 

There the cypress’ slender summits mark its 
place, that o’er the landscape. 

Line of shore and liquid mirror, up to ether 
soar aloft. 


A FOURTH PART. ^ 

Wend ye others whither lists y(% we shrdl 
cinctuic round and rustle 

Round the wholly-planted hill-side where upon 
its prop the vine 

Clusters green, at every season the vine-dresscr’s 
juLssion shows us 

'Fhe uncertain consummation of most loviruj 
industry. 

Now with spade and now with mattock, now 
with earthing, pruning, binding, 

All the gods he supplicateth, and the sun-god 
first of all. 

Little reck hath languid Bacchus of his faithful 
servants’ labour ; 

Rests in arbours, lolls in grottos, trifling witn 
the youngest faun. 
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All he needeth for his dreamy musing’s half- 
intoi^ication 

Hath he near at hand in wine-skins, hath in 
jars and divers vessels, 

in cool vaults to right and leftward fur eternal 
ages stored. 

Have now all the gods and chiefly Helios, with 
fanning, drenching, 

’iVarming, parching, heaped the grapt-vine’s 
horn of plenty to the brim, 

Where the vine-dresser wrought silent, on a 
sudden all is bustle, 

Rustics e\ery trellis, rattles round the din ironi 
stock to stock. 

Baskets creak and buckets claltci, gioan the 
dorsL'ls on their way, 

All towards the mighty wine-vat for the 
t readers^ lusty dance. 

So the })ure^born juicy berries’ sacicd bounty 
insolently 

Underfoot is trod, and foaming, spirting, foullv 
crushed and blent. 

Now into the ear the timbrels’, now tiie 
cymbals’ brazen clamour 

Shrieks, for now hath Dionysus him from 
mysteries revealed. 

Forth he comes with goat-foot satyrs, swaying 
goat- foot satyiesses, 

And between, unruly strident, brays Silenus’ 
long-eared beast. 

Spate naught! Cloven hoofs relentless trample 
down all decent custom, 

And all scnscvs reel and stagger, hideously the 
ear is dinned. 



Part II 


251 

Drunken hands grope for the goblet, overfilled 
are head and belly. 

Here and there hath one misgivings still, yet 
only swells the tumult. 

For to garner thij j^ear^s grape- juice drain they 
swiftly last yearns skin. 

\_^rhe curtain falls. 

[[Phorkyas, in the Proscenium^ rears 
rerseif aloft to fiant-hei^ht^ hut 
stt'pi ihnvn from the Luskins, puts 
lack 'her mask and -vei^y and sho'ius 
herself as Mlphiktophelfs, in 
order to comment upon the piece in 
the lipilo^ucy in so far as this 
might seem necessary. 





ACT IV 

HIOH MOUNTAINS 

rri'r^hfy rocLy summit, 

cloud drifts uj\ clifiyj to the pco' 
and sini's ujnai a jt*tl>ng hf' 
The c/niid j arts and KausT si it . 
for^ivard. 

FAU3T. 

B!‘re.ith my l<‘Ct bcholdiiii; deepest solitud*. , 
Alight 1 ciicunispectiv on this sumni't’s vero- , 
Reiinc^iiisliing the waflure of my cloud, iii 
soft 

Through days serene hath borne me, ovei hi; . 
aud vsea. 

Slowly it loosens from me, not unravelling 
Com]).iCt the mass strives eastward in congiv'h.j f 
lliy ht. 

d^iie eve, astoundt'd, strains in wonder aftei i 
It sunders changing, huctuantly mutable. 

It siui]jes itself though. Aye, mine e)e dt 
ceives mo not ! 

On sun-illumincd pillows, gloriouslv couched. 
A wu'm.'in-form, gigantic, fashioned like 
gods. 

I see it, like to .Juno, I-A^da, Helen, how 
M.'ijcstically lovely in mine eye it Moats I 
Alas, it is dislimned. Towering formless-v . 'f 
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Like Icir-iMf snow-capped mountains in the East 
it hanc^s, 

.\iiti mirrors dazzling transient days" high 
pregn incy. 

Yei round niy bww and bosom, fiail and 
luminous, 

dnii clings a cloud-wicath, cheering, cooJ, like 
1 caiess. 

it rises light and lingeiing, high and liigher still, 
it mouldeth.'-— Clieats n.t* an entrancing 
form, 

’ ke vouthiul-lirst,* loi/g-uncnjoyeih supremest 
bhss ? 

'idi( deepest bosoni"s earliest treasures well anew. 

-V',u ora’s Jove, light-soaring, it betokenctlt, 

'I'lu swift-peiceived, first, scarce-comprehended 
gkince, 

Tiiat liad outshone all treasuie, held hut stead- 
fastly. 

Like spiiitual beauty glows the lu •;]}' torm 

More fair, melts not apart, in < ther '^oars aloft. 

\iicl ot mine inmost being Jraw^ the best away. 

sevrri-kiigue hoot ciatUrs on to the 
: , mother folio- os it /w- 

m- hugely, hit lonsTcaoitLi s ^/h- 
ivuunts. 1 he hoott slruu s^viftly 
on. 


MhPHISTOl'HELI S. 

That’s strivling now, and of the wightest! 
but priflice say what whim is this 
Amongst these horrors thou a lightest, 

Midst grisly crag and precipice.^ 

1 Know it well, hut in another st.ition, 

I'or this was properly Hell’s old foundation. 
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FAUST. 

The maddest tales thou ever hast good store ot, 
And now the like thou’rt itching to spiji more 
of. 

MEPHISTOPHF-LES, serwusly. 

When God the Lord — and well do I know 
why — 

Banned us from air to deepest deeps infernal, 
Where round and round us, glowing centrally 
And burning through, still flamed the fire eternal, 
We found us, lavish th<jugh* the illumination. 

In a constrained and irksome situation. 

With one accord the devils fell a-sneezing, 

And from above and from below a-wheezing ; 
All Hell did swell with sulphur-stench and 
acid ; 

Oh, what a gas ! All bounds it soon surpassed, 
Until of force the land’s thick crust from under. 
Thick as it was, did burst and crack asunder. 

So now, you see, we’ve fairly turned the tables ; 
What formerly was cellars now is gables. 

The doctrine orthodox thereon is grounded. 
How upper may with under be confounded. 

For we escaped from burning thrjldom there 
To overplus of lordship of free air. 

A mystery manifest, long well concealed. 

And to the peoples now but late revealed.^ 

FAUST. 

For me tire mountain-mass is nobly mute, 

Nor whence nor wherefore seek 1 to compute. 
Herself when Nature in herself first founded, 
Then faultlessly the globe of earth she rounded, 
^ Ephes. vi 12. 
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And in the peak and in the gorge was glad, 

And cliff to cliff and mount to mount did add. 
Then the smooth hills she framed, and gradually. 
With gentle sweep, ^ did temper to the valley. 
There all doth ‘green and grow, and for her 
gladness 

She needeth not your frantic eddy’s madness. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Aye, so ye say ! Ye think it clear as glass, 

Bur he knows otherwise, that present was! 

And 1 was there, when seething still hereunder^ 
Swelled the abyss and flames in torrents bare, 
Whilst Moloch’s hammer cliff to cliff in thunder 
Did weld, and scattered mountain-wreck afar. 
Earth bristles still with ponderous foreign masses. 
Who shall explain such hurling-energy ? 

The wit of the philosopher it passes ; 

There lies the rock, needs must we let it lie. 

We rack our brains, yet know no more than 
asses. 

The simple-vulgar herd alone doth know 
And clings unshaken to its story. 

Its wisdom ripened long ago ; 

A marvel ’tis, the Devil gets the glory. 

My pilgrim — crutch ot faith beneath his 
shoulder — 

Limps to the Devil’s Bridge, the Devil’s Boulder. 

FAUST. 

’Tis well worth while, as I’m a living creature 
To see what views the Devils hold on Nature. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Be Nature what she will — what do I care ? 

A point of honour ’tis, the Devil was there ^ 
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We arc the people, we, for great acliif‘ving ; 
Might, tumult, irenzy ! Seeing is believing ! 
But ro talk sense — upon our suptrficies, . 

Say, hast thou naught desepied that met thy 
wishes ? * 

I'hou didst overlook a bound les', territory, 
“The kingdoms of the wovld and all thc’r 
glory, ”1 

But all insatiate as thou art, * 

Lusted for naught at all thine heart ? 

I AUST. 

It did! A great wcik did bespeak 
My purpose. Guess ! 


'>'1. PHK^T- LES. 

Soon done ! I’d s^ek 
Some capital — its inner ring 
A norror of burgher-victualling, 

With tortuous alleys, pointed gables, 

A crowded market, vegetables. 

And fleshers’ stalls where blow-ilics fatten 
And link on juicy joints to batten. 

There wilt thou ever find, meihinks, 

No lack of bustle, no lack of stinks. 

Then fair wide streets and roomy places 
Wherein to swagger with stylish graces, 

And lastly where no gate doth pen. 

Fair suburbs, stretching out of ken. 

There would I revel in coaches rolling, 

In noisy hither and thither bowling. 

In endless hither and thither storming, 

The human aiiL-hill's restless swarming, 

^ Matt. in. 
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Still in my driving, in my tiding, 

Myself the cynosure abiding, 

Honoured by myriads without cease. 

‘ * FAUST. 

That to content me were not able ! 

One joys to sec the folk increase*, 

And in its fashion live at ease. 

And form and teach itself — then secs 
In each one hath but reared a rebel ! 

^ > 

MiJ'HISTOPHLLJS. 

Self-glorious then Td build with grandeur meet, 
I’ the pleasant place, a pleasure-seat ; 

Woods, h’lls. ])lains, meadows, fields around 
Chaiigevi to a sj lendid garden-ground. 

With walls of verdure, velvet meadows, 

Paths straight as lines, artistic shadows, 

Cascades that plunge fioin rock to rock col- 
joined. 

And fountain- jets of every kind, 

7diat soar majestically in the middle, 

And round the sides that spirt and squirt and 
piddle 

In thousand trifles. Then, too, fairest women 1 
Snug little houvses to lodge them in 
Pd build, and there time witliout end 
In charming social solitude Pd spend. 

W omen, I say. The Fair, by your good gract 
T’ the plural I conceive always, • 

FAUST. 

Sardanapalus ! Modern ! Base ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Who knows whereto thou didst aspire ? 
Sublimely bold would be thy goal ! 

The moon, whereto thou soaredst so much nighi 
Drew haply thy distempered* sf>ul. 

FAUST. 

No wise ! This round of earth, methought, 
Hath scope for great achieving ever. 

Strength do I feci for bold endeavour. 

A deed of wonder shall t>e wrought, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Fame wouldst thou earn I ^Tis patent truly 
From heroines thou contest newly. 

FAUST. 

At lordship, ownership 1 aim. 

The deed is all and naught the fame. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But poets will relate the story. 

To aftertimes proclaim thy glory, * 

By folly folly to inflame. 

FAUST. 

In all that is hast thou no part ! 

What know^st thou of the human heart ? 

Thy fro ward nature, bitter, keen. 

What knows it of the needs of men ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then let it be as best thee pleases. 

Confide to me the scope of thy caprices, 
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FAUST. 

Mine eye was drawn towards the vasty ocean. 

It swelled aloft, up to high heaven it vaulted, 
Then sinking, shopk its waves in fierce com- 
motion 

And all the width of level shore assaulted. 

And that did gall me, e\‘n as insolence 
Galls the fiee mind that prizes every right, 

And through hot bi’ood wrouglir up to vehemence 
With a fierce sense of outrage doth excite. 

I thought it chance,, ml Tie eyeballs did I strain, 
The billow stood awhile, rolled back again, 

And from the goal so proudly won withdrew. 
The hour is nigh, the sport it will renew. 

MFPHisTOFHELEs, ud Spectator cs. 

There’s nothing here for me to learn, I’ll own it. 
Already a hundred thousand years I’ve known it. 

FAUST, continuing paisionately, » 

It Steals along, through thousand channels oozing. 
Unfruitful, and unfruitfulness diffusing. 

It swells and grows and rolls and welters o’er 
The hateful empire of the barren shore. 

Pregnant with might, wave upon wave there 
reigneth, 

Yet each retires, nor any end attaineth. 

Me to despair it doth disquiet truly, 

This aimless might of elements unruly. 

A lofty flight I dare, nor deem it idle — 

Here would I battle, this I fain would bridle. 

And it is possible 1 Flood as it will. 

It yields, it moulds itself to every hill. 
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And let it swell and bluster ne’er so loudly, 

A potty height doth tower against it proudly, 

A putt}" depth doth draw it on amain. 

Then in my mind I fashioned plan on plan : — 
il\chieve thyself the exquisite* e^notion 
To shut out from the shoie the imperious ocean, 
The confines of the moist expanse to straiten 
And back upon* itself to thrust it beaten. — 
From step to step the ways and means I’ve 
reckoned, 

That is my wish, that do thou dare to second. 

\^Drums and mar Cud music on the right 
hand m the distance^ to the rear 
of the onlookers. 

MiPHlSTOPHELFS. 

How easy ! Hear’st the drunia there ? 

rAUST- 

V7ar again 

Alr^eady ! That the wise man hears not fain ! 

M.’PHIbTOPHELES. 

Come war, come j)cace, from every circumstance 
The wise man will essay to make liis profit. 

You watch, you wait for each auspicious chance \ 
Now is the moment ! Faust, avail thee of it! 


1 AUoT. 

This riddling-stuff I pray thee spare me, friend ! 
Be brief, exjflain thyself, and make an end 1 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

From me it was not hid av-* past 1 hurried, 

That our good Emjieror is sorely worried. 
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Thou know’st him, marry ! Him when we 
diverted. 

To palm olF on him spurious wealth concerte i, 
He thought the whole wide world for sale, 

For voun? the throne unto him fell, 

And straight he ‘drew the false conedusion 
That the two aims might well combine, 

And hwas desirable and line 
To rule and eke to enjoy. 

tAUST. 

* * Delusion 

And monstrous error ! If a man would rul 
In ruling must his liopes of bliss ail centre 
His mind is with a lofty purpose fud ; 

Into his’purpose though must no man enter. 
What to his trustiest he softly breather, 

’Tis done, — andall the world with wonder seethe; 

will lie be the most exalted still 
And noblest. Bur enjoyment maketii vile. 

MEeHISTOeHtLKS. 

Such is not he. How he enjoyed, good lack ' 
Wjiile went the re.iim in anarchy ro wrack. 
Where great and small had each with all 
hostility, 

Where town with town, guild with nobility, 
Castle with castle, bisho]) stood 
With chapter and with hock at feud. 

Where brother brother banished, slew, and no 
man 

Saw other but to be his foeman ; 

I’ the churches murder, of your life ’twere pity 
For trade or travel were you forth the cny. 
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Boldness in all did mightily augment. 

Then live meant : nvard yourself! Well, well, 
it went ! 

FAUST. 

It went, it staggered, fell, tht*i>up it jumped, 

Tt luichcd and lost its balance, and down it 
plumped. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And no man cared to censure such a state, 

For each man could and each man would havt. 
w'cight ; ' 4 

tuil the smallest even passed. 

Yet for the best things grew too mad at last. 
Then in their might the men of wortii arose, 
And said ; — That man is lord wHo peace 
bestow^s. 

The Elmperor cannot, will not. Come then, 
choose we 

A new Lord, into the Realm new soul infuse 
w'e. 

And, while he safeguards small and great, 

The world be henceforth new-create, 

And peace with justice wedded use we. 

FAUST. 

That smacks of priestcraft ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Priests it was indeed ! 
Their own well-falted paunch they safeguarded. 
They more than others riot instigated, 

And riot grew, riot was consecrated. 

And hither our good Emperor, whom we 
Made merry, comes to his last fight, maybe. 
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FAUST. 

So frank, so kindly ! Sboth he makes my heart 
ache ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I 

Well, whilst there’s life, there’s hope ! Let us 
his part take. 

We’ll extricate him from this narrow valley. 
Once saved is salved a thousand times. Who 
knoweth 

The hazard of the dice, what time he throwcth ? 
And hath he luck/wil/ vass.’ls round him rally. 

^rbey climb O’ver the midmost mountain 
range and consider the order of the 
. army in the valley. Drums and 

martial musk ring out from belo^w. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

Their choice of ground, I see, hath been well- 
guided. 

We join them and their victory is decided. 

FAUST, 

What IS to hope, I’d like to know ? 

Delusion ! Glamour ! Hollow sliow ! 

MEPHISTOPHILFS. 

War-stratagems to win a battle ! 

Steel thyself unto sterner mettle 
By thinking on thine aim, for if 
Wc save unto the Emperor throne and land, 
Then shalt thou kneel and take in fief 
As guerdon due, the boundless strand. 
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FAUST. 

Already much hast carried through, 

Come then, and win a battle too ! 

MEPHlSTOPHELfcS. 

Nay, that slialt thou. This time, I trow., 
’Tis thou art generalissimo. 

FAUST. 

I were well placed, forsooth,' commanding 
In that whereof I have no understand ing ‘ 

MhPHlSTOFHtLlS. 

All to the General Staff leave over, 

Then is the General under covei. 
\'v’’ar-misc}iieF ‘-renting in tJie air. 

The War-chief’s Council, then and there 
Fi om primal manhood of mountam.^ old 
I fashioned. Blest v/no them enrolled ! 

FAUST. 

What sec I yonder armed go? 

Hast stirred the mountain-folk up i 

MEPHIS7 0PHFLI S. 

No [ 

Like Master Peter Quince, of all 
The raff the essence did 1 call, 

[_EnUr the THKih Mjghtv M 


^ % Sam. xxiii. 8. 
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MEPHISTOPHfcLES. 

Lo, even now my blades are here. 

Thou seest, in years they greatly vary, 

In varying garb and harness they appear, 
rhou’lt not fare bssdly with them, marry ! 

Spectatores. 

No child but now were fain to wear 
The mail and collar of the Ritter, 

And allegories thopgh the rascals are, 

On that account to please they are but fitter. 

SWASHBUCKLER, youtigy lightly -armed^ gady-clad. 
If one should look me in the eyes, 

With one blow of my fist upon the chaps I’ll 
fell him. 

And if a craven dastard flies, 

Quickly by his back-hair I’ll hale him. 

HAVEQUICK, manly, 'well-armed, tichly-clad. 

A fig for all such empty brabble I 
Mtre waste of time ! nay, be alone 
In taking indefatigable. 

The rest may wait till that be done. 

HOLDFAST, 

\jri years, strongly - arniid, 'without 
garment. 

Thereby is nothing consummated. 

Great wealth is quickly dissipated, 

Adown life’s stream as swift as thought 
It sweeps. To take is good, better to keep 
when taken. 

Follow the greybeard’s rede unshaken 
And from thee no man shall take auglit. 

X^rhey go do'wn the mountain together. 
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ON THE HEADLAND. 

^l^rurns and martial music from helonu^ 
rhe Emperor s tent is hem^ 
pitched, * 

Emperor, Generalissimo, Life-Guards. 

GENERALISSIMO. 

The jirojcct still ajiprovcs it well-inspired, 

That we in this secluded^ vale 

Our hosts have concentrated and retired. 

I firmly hope ’tvviiJ turn out well. 

EMPEROR. 

What shall be soon will show the meeting. 

But this half- flight doth gall me, this retreating. 

GENERALISSIMO. 

See there, my Prince, on our left flank. The 
station 

Could not be bettered in imagination 1 
Not steep the hill, yet not too easy faring ; 

To us piopiiious, to the foe ensnaring. 

We on the rolling plain lie half-concealed ; 

The horse will scarcely dare to take the held. 

EMPEROR. 

I can but praise your plan of battle. 

Here arm and breast can prove their mettle. 

GENERALISSIMO. 

On the mid-meadow’s level loom in leaguer 
The phalanx dost thou see, for battle eager. 
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Through morning’s misty haze in sunshine there 
The halberds flash and glitter in the air. 

The mighty square heaves darkly to and fro, 
There thousands to heroic exploits glow. 

The might of pv;r main force lies patent yonder^v 
Them will 1 trust the foeman’s force to sunder. 

tMPEROR. , 

For the first time the goodly sight 1 view, 

An army such afe this doth count for two. 

GENERALISSIMO. 

(I • 

Of our left wing is nothing to be told. 

The stubborn cliff is held by heroes bold. 

Von craggy steeps that now witli arms are 
flashing 

Our narrow defile’s vital pass protect. 

The foe, all unawares ujion them dashing 
Will, I foresee, in bloody fray be wrecked. 

EMPEROR. 

There come the faithless kinsfolk, one and other 
Forsworn, that called me uncle, cousin, brother. 
That step by step all bonds of fealty sundered, 
Sceptre of might and throne of reveiencc 
plundered ; 

Then falling out the Empire devastated, 

And now rebel against me fedc rated. 

The crowd doth waver in uncertain mood, 

Then streams along whither them sweeps the 
flood, 

GENERALISSIMO. 

A trusty scout returns with hurried tread 
Adown the clilFs. Heaven send he be well- 
sped i 
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FIRST SCOUT. 

On our errand Fortune waited. 

For with bold yet wily skill 
Here and there we penetrated. 

Yet the news we bring ie ill, 

* Many that with stout averment 

Homage vowed in word and deed. 
Popular peril, inner ferment 
Now for their inaction plead. 

* 

FMPEROR. 

oelfishness inculcates self-pfesci*vation ! 

Not honour, duty, thanks or inclination ! 
Bcrhink ye not, your reckoning when ye frame 
Your neighbour’s fire will set your house aflame ! 

GENERALISSIMO. 

The second comes ; but slowly down he 
clambers. 

The weary man trembles in all his members. 

SECOND SCOUT. 

All in wild confusion straying 
First we noted, highly clieered. 
Unexpected, undelaying, 

A new Emperor appeared. 

And the hosts in warlike manner 
March by pathways pre-assigned. 

The unfurled lying-banner 
Folic w all in sheepish kind. 


A rival Emperor stands me in good stead. 
Now do I feel me Emperor indeed ! 
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The harness but as soldier did I don^ 

Now to a higher aim ’tis girded on. 

At every feast, biilliant as it might be, 

Whilst naught was lacking, danger lacked to me. 
Ye counselled alj the bloodless carrousel 
While for the deadly joust mine heart did swell. 
And had ye not from warfare one and all 
dissuaded, 

My brdWR a hero’s laurels now had braided 
Valour upon my bostmi set her sigil 
When glassed in fire, on yonder masking- vigd. 
Upon me leapt the llames infuriate. 

A phantom, aye, yet was the phantom gK'ai 
Daikly I dreamed of victory and lame. 

I will retrieve what then unto my shame 
I left uiuiom. 

a rf des-paiched io djulicK^t ih? 
Rivals Em Jhj^or lu sini^E co»nhiit. 

fhAUST, hanies^t’iJ, ^ivith h(i[f^ck.^td 
heimd, 

[^The Thkkj MiCriry Mj n armed and 
clad as aho've, 

1 AUST. 

We come, and hope unclndden. 
Since foiethought steads, e’en though b\ need 
unbidden. 

Thou know’st the raountain-niinefolk think arn.: 
pore, 

Of Nature’s cypher and the rocks’ hatli lore. 
The spirits, that the plains have long forsaken. 
Still greater liking to the mounts have taken. 
They work, through labynnthian crevasses. 

In noble fumes of metal-laden gases. 
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They sunder, test and blend, one impulse over 
Their minds hath sway, some new thing to 
discover. 

With iinger light of spirit-power they fashion 
Translucent forms, and to theij: contemplation 
Crystal, in its eternal silence, gla'sses 
Whatever in the woild above them passes. 

EMPEROR. 

That have I heard and do believe, but how, 

My gallant fellow, doth it touch us now ? 

FAUSV. ' 

The Sabine sorcerer — thus. Sire, I answer — 
Thy faithful servant is, the Necromancer 
Of Norcia. What dread fate him threatened 
dire ! 

The bavins crackled, leapt the tongues of lire ; 
The dry logs latticed about him round, 

With pitch besmeared, with brimstone-witiiies 
bound. 

Not man, nor God, nor Devil could deliver, 

But Majesty the glowing bonds did shiver. 

In Rorne^ it was ; himself to thee he hallows, 
With deep solicitude thy fortune follows. 

And self forgetting, from that moment he 
Questions for thee the star, the tleep for thee. 
He charged us instantly, with all resources, 
Thee to befriend. Great aie the mountain’s 
forces. 

There Nature works with might surpas.sing free, 
The priests’ thick wits berate it sorcery. 

EMPEROR. 

On the glad day, whenas the guests we meet. 
That joyful come in joy the hours to fleet, 
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Each gladdens us as he doth throng and press, 
And man by man, straitens the chambers’ space ; 
Yet passing welcome must the brave man be 
If as ally he join us sturdily 
I’ the morning hjOur, dread issues that decideth, 
For that Fate’s balance over it presideth. 

But in this solemn hour the stalwart hand 
Restrain, I pray thee, from the willing brand. 
Honour the moment that to strife doth summor 
Thousands, to prove them friend or foeman. 
Self is the man ! Who covets throne and crown. 
Himself be worthy of such high renown! 

This phantom, that against us is uprisen, 
Emp’ror himself, Lord of our 1/and > doth 
christen, 

Our army’s Duke, our barons’ Liege doth boast 
him, 

Ouiself, with our own hand, to Hell will thrust 
him ! 


FAUST. 

Howe'er must be achieved the undertaking, 
Thou dost not well therein thine own head 
staking. 

The crest, the plume upon the helmet glances ; 
It shields the head, our valour that entrances. 
Without the head, what could the limbs do 
either : 

For if it slumbers, all droop down together, 

If it is wounded, all are sorely stricken. 

And all revive when it with health doth quicken. 
The arm its strong prerogative straight wieldeth. 
It lifts the buckler and the skull it shieldeth. 
Straightway the sword allegiance doth show, 

It parries stoutly and returns the blow. 
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The sturdy foot their fortune doth partake, 

And plants it swift on the slain foeman’s neck. 

KM PER OR, 

Such is iny wrath, his might sO(Wpuld I crumble. 
And his ])roud head to be niy foot'^tool humble. 

HERALDS, rctuntiu^. 

Little honour, scarce a hearing 
Had we 3'onder on our coming, 

And our ciuillongc did they, jeering, 
Laugh to scorn for idlb mumming. 
‘‘‘No more is your Emi;eror heard o\ 
Echo in yon narrow vale. 

Him if ever there be word of: — 

Once there cu/'/j-, replies the talc.” 


i-AUol . 

H’en as the best had wished it doth betide, 

That staunch and faithful stand here at thy sidt . 
Thine l)Uin to light, there conic the hosts of 
treason. 

The onset bid, propitiou.s is the season. 

EMPEROR. 

Here then do I surrender the comnanJ, 

[^7 (j the Generalissimo. 

And bid thee, Prince, thy duty take In hand. 
generalissimo. 

Then let the right wing straightway take tiie 
field ! 

The foeman’s left, that climbing even now is, 
Ere it hath taken its last step shall yield 
To the tried constancy of youthful prowess. 
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FAUST. 

Then suffer thou this merr}'^ blade, I pray, 

To place him in thy ranks without deJay, 

And iniimately there incorporated 
To pJy his lusty calling with them mated. 

Points to the ri^ht» 

swASHiiUCKLLR, comt7;g fur-ivarcL 

Who shows his face shall turn it not away 
Ere upper jaw and under get a mangling. 

Who turns his back, limp on his na])C Ell lay 

Head, neck and stalp'in horrid fa^Jiion dangling. 

And if with sword and mace thy men 

Strike home as I shall, helter-skelter 

Man over man will topple then 

The foe, and in their own blood welter. 

GtNl'RALlSSIMO. 

Now softly oui mid -phalanx to the fight, 

And shrewdly meet the foe with alf irs might. 
Already to the right our force hath taken 
The field, and hot-iiiceiised their plan hath 
shaken. 

Faust, to the middh'most oj 

the Three, 

Then let this hero too thy word obey! 

Nimble and bold he is, sweeps all aw ty. 

HA\UiQuiCK, anning jor^iuard, 

Th’ imperial hosts heroic spi’it 

Shall there with thirst for plunder pair it, 

The goal whereto all wills art bent 
The Rival Emperor’s sumptuous tent. 

Not long he’ll lord it on his settle ! 

The phalanx will I lead and show' my mettle 
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SPEEDBOOTV, u sutUress^ nestling up to him. 

Though not to thee in wedlock tied, 

My dearest leman dost thou bide. ; 

For us is such a harvest ripe ! 

Woman is fierce when she dotlf gri})e, 

And when she plunders, ruthless she. 

All is permitted, on to victory ! 

[_Exeuni ambo. 

GENERALISSIMO. 

Upon our left, as was to be foreseen, 

Their right doth hurl itself* with irlght and 
main. 

Their furious effort one and all will parry 
The narrow defile of the road to carry. 

FAUST, beckoning to the left. 

Then pray you, sir, this man to gaze at length 
on. 

It doth not hurt themselves if strong men 
strengthen. 

HOLDFAST, Coming forward. 

Let the left wing no care awaken ! 

For where I am the tenure is unshaken. 

There shall the old man prove him. Thunder 
Shall cleave not what I hold in sunder. 

lExit. 

MEPyiSTOPHELFS, Coming down from above, 

Lo now, how in the background surges, 

From out the jagged rocky gorges, 

A host of armed men, that cumbers 
The narrow pathway with its numbers ! 
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Witli helm and harness, sword and shield, 

A bulwark in our rear they build. 

Ready to strike if we but beckon. 

[To those who are in the secret. 
Ye must not ask, whence they are taken. 

To tell the truth, I*ve emptied out 
The armour-chambers round about. 

There did they stand, on foot* or mounted, 

Still Lords of Earth as were they counted. 
Knight, King or Kaiser once they strutted, 

Now naught but snail-shells whence the snail 
hath rotted.i 

Themselves therein have many spectres dight, 
The Middle Ages furbished up to hght, 

But what a devilkin therein lurks, 

This once a line effect it works. 

[Aloud. 

To frenzy, hark! themselves they’re lashing, 
With tinny clank together clashing ! 

By many a banner tattered pennons flutter, 

That for fresh breezes yearned with yearning 
utter. 

An ancient people here doth rise to life. 

And fain would mingle in the newest strife. 

[Appalling trumpet~peal from above. 
Notable wavering in the hostile 
army. 


FAUST. 

Already the horizon darkles. 

But here and there suggestive sparkles 
A bloody-red, foreboding glow. 
Already gleam the weapons bloody. 
Cliff, wood, and atmosphere are ruddy. 
And heaven above, and earth below. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The right wing stoutly keeps its station. 
There see I, hovering defiant, 

Jack Swashbuckler, the nimble giant. 
Alertly busy in his fashion. • 

EMPEROR. 

First did 1 see o'ne arm uplifted, 

Then straight a dozen shook and shifted ; 

Tt is not Nature worketh here [ 

fAUST. 

Hast thou ne’er heard of mist- wreaths, over 
The coasts of Sicily that hover f 
There, in the daylight floating clear. 

Raised to mid-air, may see wh(^ gazes. 

And mirrored in especial hazes, 

A vision wonderful appear. 

There to and fro do cities waiTr, 

And gardens rise and fall, as ever 
Breaks wraith on wraith the ether there. 

EMPEROR. 

My fears a portent new enliances, 

For every sjjeai-head gleams and glances- 
Lo there, our phalanx’ glittering Linccs ! 

On each a nimble flameiet dances ! 

Meseems too spectral is the light. 

FAUST. 

Pardon/ O Sire, here is a vOvStige 
Of spirit-natures* vanished prestige, 

A reflex of the Dioscuri, 

The sailor’s friend ’mid tempests’ fury- 
They gather here their latest might. 
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KMPrROR. 

But suy to whom the debt is owing 
That Nature here her f’vour showing 
P'oi us her rarest doth unite. 

MI'PHISTOPHFXES. 

To whom but yonder lofty Master 
That hath thy destiny at heart ? 

Thy foeman’s m'enace of disaster 
Doth touch him with profoundcst smart. 

The gratitude he .still. doth cherish 

Would save thee, though liimsclf should perish. 

I MPEFOK. 

They led mr jubilant in pompous ])ag'vaut. 

Now was I something, fain would prove me 
regent, 

And 'twas my whim — full little did T T)onder — 
To give cool air unto the greybca’'d yonder. 

I maned the clergy pastime. Howsoever, 
Frankly, thereby 1 did not win their favour. 
What years agone I did in merry pleasure, 

Doth it bear fruit in such abundant measure ? 

FAUST. 

Free kindness hath rich usury. 

Look upwards ! Straightway will be sent us, 
Mistake I not, a sign portentous. 

Give heed, the omen straight thou’lt see.' 

EMPl'ROP. 

An eagle soars in heaven's hollows, 

With menace fierce a griffin follows. 
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FAUST. 

Give heed ! Methinks propitious is’l. 
The griffin is a fabulous beast. 

Him how could his conceit inveigle 
To pit him with a genuine eSgJ.e ? 

EMPEROR. 

Each about each with menace gruesome 
In circles wide they wheel, then stoop 
Each upon each with furious swoop. 
And tear and mangle neck ^nd bosom. 

FAUST. 

Lo, the fierce griffin finds but bale ! 

To- torn, to-ruffled, like a plummet 
It drops from sight, its lion^s tail 
All limp, upon yon woody summit. 

EMPEROR. 

E’en as the token be the event ! 

I take the sign with wonderment. 

MEPHiSTOPHELES, to*ivards the ri^ht. 

Under ciushing blows repeated 
Hath our foe perforce retreated. 

And in desultory fashion 
Fighting, fall back where its station 
Hath their left, and so unsettle 
All their leftward line of hattle. 

Now our phalanx’ point hath doubled 
To the right, and like the thunder 
Cleaves their wavering ranks in sunder. 
Now like billows tern pest- troubled 
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Spuming, well-matched forces rattle 
In the shock, of twofold battle. 

Mind hath pictured naught more glorious, 
We in battle are victorious ! 


EMPEROR, on ihe left side to Faust, 

Yonder, see, is danger threatenbd ! 

There our post Is sorely straitened ! 

Not a stone now see I fly there ; 

Lower cliffs are climbed ; the high there 
Stand forsaken now already. 

Now the foe in masses eddy. 

Nearer throng, and the contested 
Pass ere this hath haply wrested. 

Thus unholy toils prove fruitless. 

All your boasted arts are bootless. 

[^Paus^ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

There come my ravens twain. What message 
Bring they us ? Sooth, I have a presage 
We tare but badly in the strife. 

EMPEROR. 

What mean these obscene birds of e^dl. 

Their sable vans that hither level 
From the hot fight about the clitf ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES, to the ravens. 

Perch near mine ears. WhomeVr ye favour 
Is not in desperate case, for ever 
Your counsel is with reason rife. 
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FAUST, to the Emperor. 

Thou can.st not but have heard of pigeons, 

Fo breed and feed their young, in legion s 
Thit come from many, a fiir-otf coast. 

The cases, truly, scarcely tally*, 

The pigeon-post is peace\s valet, 

Hut W.ir ctmnnands the raven-post. 

MrFKISl'OrHf LLS. 

Tidings they bring of grievv)us fortu’.ie. 

See how the foe doth sore importune 
Our heroes on their rockv' v/aH. 

The nearest heights are scakd, and marry 
The narrow pass if once they carry 
’Twerc much if vve could stand at all. 

FMrEROR. 

(^ri bubble-hopes ye have iipb . Ked mt. ! 

Into the net ye have decoyed me ! 

I shudder, taken in the snare. 

MI.PHISTOPHILKS, 

Courage ! Wc need not yet despair. 

Patience and knack for the last knot. 

The end as usual is hot. 

Mv trusty envoys arc at hand. 

Command that I may rake command. 

GKNERALISSIMO, 

[jtvho has come up in the nvaulinie^ 

Thou with these fellows hast allied thee ; 

The whole time hath it mortified me ; 

Juggling no stable luck commands. 

As for the battle I can’t mend it. 

’T was they began it, let them end it ! 

My staff I give back to thy hands. 



Part II 


28 I 


EMPEROR 

Fortune hath brighter hours in keeping 
Belike. Retain it in thy grip. 

Foul wight — he sets my flesh a-creeping, 

He and his ravep-fellowship. 

Mepbtsiophiie: 

The staff to thee I can't deliver. 

Thou seemest not the pro])er man. 

Command, and us to free endeavour. 

Let everything he done that can. 

\^Goes into the tent *with the Gcnerahsswio 

Ml PHISTOPHFU,S. 

The stujiid staff! Now may he of it 
Have joy ! Us can it little profit. 

There was as 'twore a cross thereon. 

FAUST. 

Whal must we do 


MEPHISTOPHELL3. 

E’en now 'tis'done ' 
N<’W, sable cousins, swift in duty, 

To the great mountain-lake ! The Uiidcnes 
salute ye, 

And beg them for the semblance of tiicir flood ! 
By women’s arts, transcendent wonder ! 

The semblance from the essence can tliev 
sunder. 

Youdd swear the thing before you stood. 


Our ravens must have coaxed and flattered 
throughly 

The water-nymphs, for yonder truly 



282 


Goethe’s Faust* 


To trickle hath it now begun. 

From many a dry bare cliff upon the 
mountain 

There gushes forth a swift abundant fountain. 
Their hope of triumph is undorjc. 

MEPHISTOPHtLES. 

The welcome is of wondrous cast. 

The boldest climber stands aghast. 

FAUST. 

Brook rushes down to brook with might alieady, 
And twofold swollen fr6m tach gorge they 
eddy. 

An arched cascade leaps from the verge. 
Suddenly o’er the width of level rock it gushes, 
To this side and to that it foams and rushes, 
And vale wards step by step its course doth urge. 
What boots a bold heroic opposition r 
The mighty flood will sweep them to perdition * 
Myself 1 shudder at so fierce a surge. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Naught see I of this water counterfeited, 

For human eyes alone can thus be cheated. 

I’m rarely tickled by so odd a case. 

Forth from the field whole hosts at once they 
bound there, 

Poor fools ! They ween they shall be drowned 
there. 

The while they safely snort upon dry ground 
there, 

And d roily run with swimming gestures round 
there. 

Confusion reigns in every place. 

[7'A/r ra’vens have returned. 
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Unto the lofty Master I’ll commend ye. 
Yourselves to prove ye masters now pretend ye, 
Haste to the dwarf-folks’ glowing smithy, 
Where stone and metal on their stithy 
They smi^^e to sparks and never tire. 

Coax from them* with your honeyed cackling, 

A fire winking, gleaming, crackling, 

A very high-fantastic fire. 

Sheet-lightning, true, that in the distance dances. 
And highest stars down-shooting swift as glances, 
No summer-night but boasteth these. 
Sheet-lightning, thpugh^ ’mid tangled brushwood 
garish, 

And stars that hiss along the level marish, 

The like not easily one sees. 

This do, on form o’ermuch not standing, 
Entreating first, and then commanding. 

\^Ravn]s Jly nff. 
^All takes place as above describttL 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Night shrouds the foe in sable curtain ! 

They stride and ride into the uncertain ! 

A llash of flitting scintillations 
And sudden-dazzling coruscations ! 

All very line — but now we need 
A sound shall chill the soul with dread. 

FAUST. 

The hollow armour from the vaulted chambers 
In the free air its pristine strength remembers. 
Long hath it rattled there and clattered, in 
A wondrous-strange, discordant din. 

R 
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mephistopheles. 

E^en so. Unbridled each his neighbours 
With knightly bufFetings belabours, 

Wherewith the good old times were rife: 

Now fan again vambrace and •jiyn beau, 

As Guelph and Ghibelline, the flambeau 
Of the eternal jar to life. 

Into the ancestral feud they throw them, 

And still implacable they show them ; 

Now far and wide resounds the strife 
Nay, party- rancour is the DeviTs 
Best instrument in all hiS revtfls, 

E’en to the last, the grisly hour. 

Adown the vale abhorrent-panic, 

Now strident-harsh and shriil-satanic, 

Resound with awe-inspiring power 

\JVarl\he tumult in the Orchestral ^ 
passing over at length into merry 
martial music. 


THE RIVAL EMPEROR’S TENT, 
THRONE, SUMPTUOUS SUR- 
ROUNDINGS. 


Havequick, Speedbooty. 


SPEEDBOOTV. 

So first then at the tryst we be ! 


HAVEQUICK. 

No raven flies so swift as we. 
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SPEEDBOOTY. 

Oh, what a treasure here heaped up ! 
Where shall I start ? Where shall I stop : 

^HAVLdUICK. 

So full the whole wide space doth stand, 

I know not where to lay my hand. 

^ SPEFDBOOTY. 

The ta]>estry were to my taste, 

My couch is oft top barely graced. 

HAVEQUICK. 

Here hangs, of steel, a morning-star. 

The like I long have lusted for. 

SPEFDBOOTY. 

The crimson mantle, golden-hemmed, 

The very thing whereof I dreamed I 

HAVFQUiCK, taking tide weapon. 

With this the job is swiftly done, 

You strike him dead and hurry on. 

Already hast thou crammed thy pack, 

Yet naught of worth hast in thy sack. 
Leave there the rubbish on the earth i 
One of these coffers carry forth. 

This is the army’s pay all told, 

And in its belly naught but gold. 

SPEEDBOOTY. 

’Tis murderously heavy ! It 
I cannot lift or bear one whit. 
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HAVEQUICK. 

Bend thy back quickly ! Thou must stoop ! 

I’ll hoist it on thy sturdy croup. 

SPEEDBOOTY. 

Pm done for now ! Alack ! 'Alack ! 

The plaguy weight my reins will crack. 

*\^rhe cqjjcr falls and hursts open 

HAVEQUICK. • 

There lies the red gold all a-heap. 

To work 1 rhe treasure swfft upsweep ! 

SPEEDBOOTY, crouchiTi^ donvu 

To work and swiftly fill my lap! 

There's still enough for every hap, 

HAVEQUICK. 

And 80 enough, and come now, troll ! 

stand} up 

Alack ! the apron hath a hole. 

Where’er dost stand, where’er dost go, 

In spendthrift wise dost treasure sow. 

BODY-GUARDS of our Em pen. r. 

P the sacred place why make ye fret 
The imperial wealth why ransack ye ^ 

HAVEQUICK. 

We perilled life and limb for pay. 

We fetch our portion of the piey. 

The foeman’s tent is^spoii of war, 

And marry, we too soldiers are. 
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BODY-GUARDS, 

That with our circle doth not suit, 

Soldier and carrion-thief to boot. 

Who nears our Emperor, let him set: 

An honest soldjor that he be. 

HAVEQUICK. 

Honesty, quotha ! That we know ; 

Ye call it contribution though. 

On a like footing all ye live. 

The pass-word of the guild is give ! 

[[To Speedhooty. 

Forth with thy booty ! Leave the rest ' 

For here we arc not welcome guest. \^E^tunt. 

FIRST BODY-GUARD. 

Say, wherefore didst not straightway slap 
Tiie saucy varlct on the chap. 

SECOND, 

I know not ! Me a faintness took, 

The twain had such a spectral look, 

THIRD. 

Before mine eves there swam a haze, 

A sudden dazzling blurred my gizc. 

FOURTH. 

Words to describe it know 1 not. 

The livelong day it was so hot, 

So sultry close as boding bale. 

The one did stand, the othe, tell. 

You groped and struck a random blow. 

At every stroke there fell a foe. 
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Before the eyes a gauze as ’twere, 

It hummed and buzzed and whizzed the ear 

So it went on, here are we now. 

Thus hath it chanced, but none knows hoW. 

\^Enter Emperor 'Wk'I^four Princes. 

The Life-guards •zvifhdra^* 

Emperor. 

Now be that as it may, the d'ay is ours, and 
shattered 

The hostile force in fllglwt across the plain is 
scattered. 

Here stands the empty throne, and hung with 
arras round 

The treasonable wealth encumbereth the ground. 

We, safely fenced about by our own guard 
domestic, 

Tile jieoples’ envoys wait, imperially majestic. 

From every side at once the joyful tidings roll, 

The Empire is at peace, is ours with heart and 
soul. 

And what though in our strife was glamour 
interwoven, 

We in the end alone, but by ourselves have 
stroven. 

Oft with belligerents doth accident collude. 

From heaven falls a stone, upon the foe rains 
blood, 

From rocky caverns rings a voice of awful 
omen, 

That lifts our hearts on high, strikes terror to 
the foemen. 

An endless gibing-stock the vanquished bit the 
sod, 



Part II 


289 

The victor in his pride lauds the propitious God. 

Straightway a miliion throats — it needcth no in- 
junction — 

Thft God *we magnify ! ” chant forth with 
solemn unction. 

\ ct, as hath rirMy chanced till now, for highest 
praise 

Back upon mine own breast, I turn my pious 
gaze. 

A young and wanton prince his day may haply 
squander, 

Yet from the yeari^ he learns the moment’s 
worth to ponder. 

Wherefore I’ll league myself, or e’er I doff my 
helm. 

With you, ye noble Four, for house and court 
and realm. 


[[7 b the First. 

Thine was the strategy, O Prince, the bold 
preparing, 

The tactics at the pinch, heroically ‘daring. 

In peace be active now, e’en as the times sug- 
gest. 

High- Marshal thee I name, and with the sword 
invest. 


HlGH-MARSHAL. 

Thy loyal host, till now with intestine disorders 

Engaged, thee and thy throne shall stablish on 
thy borders, 

Then by the festal throng, within the ample 
space 

Of thine ancestral keep the banquet bid us 
grace. 
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Naked before thee borne, beside thee held, 
’twill be 

An escort evermore to highest Majesty. 

THE EMPEROR, to the ^ecoTid. 

Thou that with gallantry dost join obliging 
grace, 

Ijc thou High-Sencschal, no sinecure tiiy place. 

’T]vS thou that art the chief of all our household 
meiny, 

Whose private feuds leave us^biit service ill, if 
any. 

As high ensampie thee henceforward I install 

Of how a man may please his lord, the court, 
and <ill. 


HIGH-SENESCHAL. 

This brings to grace ; — unto our lord's high 
will be toward, 

Be helpful* to the good, e’en to the bad not 
fro ward, 

Transparent without guile, scicne without a 
mask. 

Sire, so thou look me througli, then nothing 
mo’e I ask. 

May Fancy to that feast look forward by thy 
favour ? 

To table dost thou go, I'll hand the golden 
laver, 

And hold thy rings ; so shall, for that glad 
revelry 

Thine hand itself refresh, as me doth glad thine 
eye. 
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EMPEROR. 

In sooth I feel too gra\e to think of merry- 
making : 

But bc't so — glad hearts too speed on an 
undertaking. 


j \1'q the Third, 

Thee I appoint High-Sewcr, wherefore hence- 
forward he’ 

Chase, poultiy-yard, home-farm, all subject 
unto thee. • 

Do thou at all times let, as each is seasonable, 

My favourite meats apj)car wcll-diessed upon 
my table. 


HIGH-SEWEK. 

My duty gratefullcst shall be the strictest fast 

Until before thee spread dice glads a choice 
repast. 

The kitchen-train with me bhali league to do 
thee reason, 

Both from afar to fetch and to forestall the 
season. 

Far-fetched and htstling, true, wherewith thv 
board is graced. 

Thee tempt not. Frugal tare and wholesome 
asks thy taste. 

EMPEROR, to the Fourth. 

Since nothing here but feasts by one and all are 
mooted. 

Be thou, young hero, straight to cupbearer 
transmuted. 
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High- Cupbearer, thy charge with choicest 
wines to see 

That ever to the brim our cellars furoished be. 

Thyself be temperate, nor yield unto the 
suasion « , 

Of opportunity, on festal high occasion. 

HIGH-CUPBFARER. 

My Prince, e’en youth itself, if but you trust it, 
then 

Or e’er you’re ware of it, ,stan(Js builded up to 
men. 

Myself too I transport to yonder solemn wassail, 

Th’ imperial buffet I with many a gorgeous 
vessel 

Will deck. Together there silver and gold 
shall glance. 

The rarest goblet, though, Til choose thee in 
advance, 

A sheeny Venice-glass, wherein heart*s-ease 
awaiteth. 

That spiceth still the wine, yet ne’er inebri.iteth. 

Oft to such talisman too full a trust they yield. 

Thee better. Thou Most High, thy tem]>erance 
doth shield. 


EMPEROR. 

What 1 design for each at this most solemn 
season, 

That have ye heard in trust from lips that know 
not treason. 

Great is the Emperor’s word, and guarantees 
each gift. 

Yet noble writing now must chronicle its drift ; 
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The signature it needs, all which to order duly 

The right man see I come, at the right moment 
truly. 

\_Enter the archbishop-archchancellor. 

EMPEROR. 

Itself when doth a vault unCo the key-stone 
trust, 

Then for eternity ’tis bulk, and stand it must. 

Thou seest four Princes iiere ! E’en now we 
have debated 

First, what the estate of house and court 
desiderated. 

Now all that in its pale the Em}>ire doth em- 
brace. 

That with all weight and might on the Quintet 
I place. 

In lands they shall outshine all else, wherefore 
their borders, 

From the domains of them that these late 
disorders 

Fell from us, will I straight enlarge. Ye faith- 
ful band, 

Here do I promise ye full many a goodly land. 

With the high privilege to widen your posses- 
sion 

As offers, by exchange, or purchase or succes- 
sion ; 

And ye shall wield unchecked, each in his own 
domain 

Wliate’er prerogatives to loidship ap] crta«n. 

As judges ye shall speak the final condemnation, 

And no appeal shall stand from your exalted 
station. 
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Then custurrk^, gavel, rent, safe-conduct, toll 
and Ihie 

Be yours, with royalties on mintage, salt and 
mine. 

Then that my grr-titude be full|V ^demonstrated. 

Nearest unto my throne ye have I elevated. 

• 4R.CHmSHOP. 

To thee in all our names our g.ratitude I plight. 

Thou Tnak’st us strong, firm-set, ami stablishe.st 
thy might. 

« • 

EMPTROR* 

Wjth honours will I clothe ye Five in fuller 
measure. 

Still live 1 for my realm, to live is still my 
pleasure, 

Ye‘ from quick strenuousness my Liigh ancestors’ 
chain 

To that grim menace draws my thoughtful 
glance* again. 

I too when conies the time must from my dear 
ones sunder. 

Then be it yours to name my follower ; then 
yonder 

On holy altar high raise ye his crowned form, 

And peacefully fulfil what here was done in 
storm. 


HIGH-CHANCELLOR. 

With pride deep in their hearts, humility m 
bearing, 

Before thee pi’inccs bow, on earth the highest 
faring. 
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So long as our full veins the loyal blood doth 
thiill, 

We are the body, thou the lighrly-wielding 
will. 

, I KMPLROR. 

Now in conclusion, all that hitherto wohe 
s])oken, 

Be tor all time to come confirmed by written 
token. 

The owneiship ye have, with loidship full and 
free, 

With tins pioviso* thohgh, unparcellcd that it be. 

HoAve’tT ye add thereto, on these terms 1 
confer it, 

It shall your eldest son in measuie like iT^hcut. 

HIGH-CHANCELLOR. 

This weightiest statute straight to parchment Tli 
conlide, 

Unto tlie Empire^s weal, and ours, with joy and 
pride. , 

The Ch.incery shall engross and with the seal 
invest it, 

With sacred signature wilt thou, the lord, 
attest it. 

EMPEROR. 

Thus I dismiss ye then, that each at leisure may 

With tranquil mind rcilcct 01. the momentous 
day. 

\^rhe Secular Princes ^vith(lra<zu, 
THE ECCLESIASTIC 

[_rcrfiainSf anJ speaks wilh deep jeeJing, 

The Chancellor went forth, the Archbishop 
remaineth ; 
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A solemn warning spirit him to thine ear con- 
straineth. 

For thee with deep concern his father’s heart 
doth ache. 


t 

EMPEROR. 

What boding fear is this at the glad season : 
Speak ! 


ARCHBISHOP. 

With what a bitter grief .behold 1 at this season 

Thy consecrated head with Satan leagued in 
treason ! 

Established on thy thione, ’tis true, so may’si 
thou hope, 

Yet spite of God the Lord and Holy Father 
Pope. 

When he shall hear thereof, as penalty the 
latter 

With holy thunderbolt thy sinful realm will 
shatter. 

For he forgetteth not how on tiiat day of glee 

The coronation-day, the wizard thou didst free. 

Then from thy diadem, to Christendom a 
scandal. 

Upon that head accurst with bell and book and 
candle 

Fell the first ray of grace; but beat thy breast 
and pay 

Of thine unholy gain a modest mite straightw’ay 

Back to the ''Unctuary ; the broad hi 11 -space, 
erected 

Where stood thy tent, when thee foul fiends in 
league protected. 
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Where to the Prince of Lits a willing ear didst 
lend, 

That, tutored piously, devote to holy end, 

With mountains stretching wide, and all their 
leafy vesture,, 

With heights that clothe them green to never- 
failing pasture. 

With limpid fishy lakes, brooklets in countless 
tale 

In thousand twist's and turns swift-plunging to 
the vale ; 

Then the broad vulc kself with meadow, tilth 
and hollow ; 

Thy penitence expressed, paidon will straightway 
follow. 


EMPEROR. 

Me doth my grievous fault oppress with utter 
awe. 

The bounds shalt thou thyself, by thine own 
me,isure draw. * 

ARCHBISHOP. 

First the dishallowed space, the scene of such 
iransgiession, 

Thou shalt to the Most- High devote by 
solemn cession. 

Already sees the mind the massy walls aspire, 

l^he morning-sunshine’s glance already lights 
the choir. 

Unto the transept now the growing pile doth 
\>i iden. 

The nave wins length and height, to glad the 
faithful. Bidden 
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By the first bell-call -now, o’er hill and dale that 
rung, 

The solemn ix)rtal through, they stream in fervent 
throng. 

It peals fiom lofty towers, up to high heaven 
soaring ; * 

To ncw-createJ life the penitents come pouring. 

The consecration-day — soon may that day be 
sent ! 

Thy presence then shall be th^ highest ornament, 

EMPEKOR.. 

Let this great work proclaim the pious thougnis 
that urge me, 

Both God the Lord to praise, and from my sin 
to purge me. 

Enough i E’en now my heart ujdifted do 1 
feel ! 

AKCHBISHOE. 

And now, as Chancellor I seek thine hand and 
seal. 

EMPEROR. 

A charter draft, whereby the Church thereof 
be seised, 

And unto me submit ; to sign it I’ll be pleased. 

ARCHBISHOP 

\jwho has taken his leave, but turns round 
again us he goes out. 

Then to the rising work ihou’lt forthwith 
dedicate 

All imposts of the land, as tithes and rent and 
rate 
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In perpetuity. Its worthy sustentation 

Will cost us much, and much its wise adminis- 
tration. 

The building too to speed in such a desert spot, 

From thy rich sjiriil wilt thou a little gold allot. 

Moreover we siiall netd, thereon I can’t keep 
silence. 

Timber and lime and slate, brought here from 
many a mile hence. 

Them will the people bring, from holy pulpit 
taught. 

The Church will* bloss the man that in her 
service brought. 

EMPi ROR. 

A great and gdevous sin whert withal we have 
Irauglit us ! 

The ])laguy magic-folk sole detriment hath 
wrought uh. 

ARCHBISHOP 

^returnin'^ a'^/itn ivith a m(>si profound 
revejtnce, 

I crave your pardon, Sire, that most notorious 
man 

W as with the Empire’s strand eufeotFed. 'Fhis 
smites the ban, 

Save thou endow there too the Cnerch’s supreme 
function 

With tithe, rent, tribute, tax, in sign of thy 
compunction. 

EMPEROR, petulantly. 

The land is not yet there — it lies beneath the 
foam ! 
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ARCHBISHOP. 

Who patience hath and right, his day will surely 
come. 

For us thy word may stand our undisputed 
charter. i , 

EMPEROR, alone. 

For absolution n^'Xt mine Empire must I batter. 



ACT V. . 

OPEN COUNTRY. 

.WAYTARLR. 

Aye, ’tis they, the lindens gloomy* 

Yonder in their lusty age 
That agjiin apptar unto me 
After lengthy pilgrimage. 

’Tis the place where lay my pillow, 

'Tis tlie hut that harboured me, 

When on yonder dunes the billow 
Hurled me from the storm- tossed sea. 

Fain with blessing would I greet them. 

My good hosts, a helpful pair. 

Who, that 1 should hope to meet them 
Now, e’en then full aged weic. 

Folk more pious saw I never! 

Shall I knock ? or call ? O hail. 
Hospitably if as ever 
Still ye joy iif doing well ! 

BAUCIS, a ^randarn^ "very old* 

Soft, dear Strangci ! Hush ! Be heedful, 
Lest my Goodman’s rest thou 8]3oil. 

Old, to him long sleep is needful 
For brief waking’s restless toil. 
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WAYFARER. 

Say, and is it thou, good mother ? 

Canst thou still my thanks receive 
Thanks to thee and to that other, 

Thy Goodman, the yowtlt did live ! 

Art thou Baucis, so devoutly 
That the half-dead lips restored ? 

^^Knier the Goodman 
Thou Philemon, that so* stoutly 
lested from the waves my hoard ? 

* i’was the flames your swift fire ! 

’Twas your silver-chiming bell ! 

Me from yon adventure dire 
Unto you to save it fell. 

Forth now straightway let me fare, 

Gaze upon the bounddess main. 

Let me kneel and breathe a prayer 
Ere my bosom burst in twain. 

f//^ siepi forth on to the Dunts. 

PHILEMON, to Baucis. 

Has'-t* to spread the table yonder 
Whole the garden blossoms bright! 

Let him run, and start, and wonder, 

For ne will not trust his sight. 

^^Foilo'ivs him. 
m 

PHILEMON, Standing It side the ivayfuter. 
What did cruelly maltreat you. 

Weltering billows, foaming wild, 

Lo ! a* garden doth it greet you, 

Smiling, erst as Eden smiled. 

T, grown older, now with speedy 
Help at hand no more did st^y. 
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And as ebbed my strength, already 
Was the billow far away. 

Ditches digged and built a rampire 
Subtle master’s seivants bold, 
Minished the^ ocean’s empire, 

Lordsliip in its place to hold. 

See now verdant mead on meadow. 
Pasture, garden, thorp and 'grove. 
Come, for soon will fall the shadow, 
Cct the sight thy rapture move. 

Aye, afar off sails are gliding, 
Nightlings to the port repair ; 

Knows the bird its nct>t abiding, 

Foi the haven now is there. 

Only in the distance gleaming 
Is the sea’s blue rim descried, 

But to light and left thiclc-tetming 
Peopled room sjireads far and wide. 

IN THE LITTLE GARDEN. 

The Three at TzVEll. 

BAUCIS, io the stTii/r^er. 

Art thou mute, and dost not c irry 
To thy famished lipxS one bh ? 

PHILEMON. 

Pic would hear the wonder. Marry, 
Fain thou talkest. Tell him it, 

BztUCIS. 

Well now, and it was a wonder ■ 

Still to-day it piiz/lcs me. 

Something in their doings yonder 
Was not wiiat it ought to be. 
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PHILEMON. 

Can the Emperor do evil ? 

Did the herald not proclaim 
His, with trumpet-blast, the level 
Sea-shore, in the Emperor name ? 

First foot set they little distance 
From our dunes. Tents, huts were seen 
But there sprang into existence 
Soon a palace ’mid the green. 

BAUCIS. 

All day long for naught they flustered, 
Pick and shovel, blow on blow. 

Where by night the flameleis clustered, 
There next morn a dam did show. 
Human victims shed their blood there, 
Nightly rang their cries of teen. 
Shoreward flowed a liery flood there, 
Next day a canal was seen. 

Wicked is he, for he lusteth 
For our cottage, for our grove. 

As our neighbour him upthru^teth. 

To obey is our behove. 

PHILEMON, 

Yet his offer shouldst tliou hide not — 
Fair domain in the new land ! 

BAUCIS. 

In the water-ground confide not ! 

On thine height maintain thy stand ! 

PHILEMON. 

Let us to the Chapel wending, 

There the sun’s last glance beiiold. 

Let us ring and kneel and bending 
Pray, and trust the God of o’ui 
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PALACE. 

3pacu)\;s Pleasaunce, Broad, Straight-Cut 
Canal. 

» t 

Faust, i/i extreme old a^e, availing 
.d)Out trapped in jhmigbt, 

LYNCEUS, THE TOWER -WARDER, 

\jhrough the spealing tyampet. 

Now sinks the sun, into the h.ivcn 
Now merrily the last ships glide. 

A mighty galleon now even 
Hither on the canal doth ride. 

The motley streamers flutter gaily, 

The stilT masts stoop beneath the sails. 

Thy name the mariner blesses daily, 

Thee in thine hey-day Fortune hails. 

[The little bell rings on the dune, 

FAUST, starting. 

Accursed bell ! Would it were soundless. 

That like a traitor-shot doth smite ! 

Before mine eyes my realm is boundless, 

Yet at my back doth mock me spite ; 

Reminds me, with its envious j)eakiig, 

My lordship is alloyed — yon caign, 

Yon linden-grove, yon old brown shieling, 

Yon mouldering kirklet is not mine. 

Thither if wish of solace calls me 
1 shudder at an alien shade. 

A thorn in eye and foot it galls me ! 

Would 1 were far from hence conveyed. 
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TOWER -WARDER, as ahovc. 

How the gay argosy doth glide 
With the tresh breeze of eventide ! 

How is upheaped its rapid track 
With chest and coder, and sack 1 

\^Sp!endid galleon^ richly and variously 
laden nviih ihe produce of foreign 
lands. 

Mephistopheles, The 'Fi-iree Micirr^ Mi-n 
C tlOBUS. • 

Here do we land 
'V^ith costly hoard ; 

All hail, our Master, 

Hail, our Loid! 

[] They dtfi 71 . J. 'rh ; ihe g ood.t art brouj h > 
ashore, 

MKPHISTOPHELES, 

• 

Us have we quitted as behoves. 

Content, if but our Lord ap])rove8. 

With but two ships in modest sort 
We sailed, with twenty come to port. 

Gieat things have we achieved — how giear 
May best be gatheied from our freight. 

The free sea frees the mind — who auglu 
Knows when at sea of taking thought I 
There helps alone the timely grip ; 

You catch a fish, you catch a ship, 

And are you lord of three, straightway 
You hook the fourth as best you may ; 
Then is the fifth in evil plight, 

For Might is yours, and therefore Right, 
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Not honif^ you ask, but ’ll) hat i For me.* 

Of sea-taring if aught wh.itever 
I Icnow, are war, trade, ])iracy, 

A trinity that none may sever. 

THE THkfeE MIGHTY MEN. 

No thanks! No greeting! Sooth you’d think 
We brouehr his Jordship naught bur stink. 

He pulls wry faces, prizes not 
The royal store we* bring one jot. 

Mf'PHISTOPHELES. 

For further meed \c must not look. 

Marry, your share thereof }e took ! 

THt THREE MIGHTY MEN. 

Aye, for the time hung on our hands. 

An equal share though each demands. 

MFPHISTOPHSLES. 

First up above ihcie liall on hall 
Array the costly treasures all. 

The rich display then doth he see, 

And leckon all more narrowly, 

He^ll be no niggard as 1 Jive, 

Bvit feast on feast the fleet wdl give. 

The gaudy birds will come to-muirow ; 

Be they my care, and down with sorrow! 

\^'rhe nir^u is carried 

MEPHISTOPHELES, to Faust. 

With sombre gaze, with serious brow. 

Thy lofty fortune learnest thou. 

Now is high wisdom crowned. ’Tis done. 

The shore ie with the sea at one. 
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The ships to their swift path the sea 
Takes from the shore right willingly. 

Speak ! From thy palace in its grasp « 
I’hine arm the whole wide world shall clasp. 
Here was the woik fiist set on foot, 

Here stood the first rude Vooden hut. 

A trench was scratched where at this day 
Feathers the busy oar the spray. 

Thine high design, thy people’s toll, 

Have made both earth and sea thy spoil. 
From here ’twaj — 


FAUST. 

That accursed hen ! 
^Tis that that doth oppress me shcei. 

Needs unto thee I must declare it, 

Thou many-wiled ! It stabs my heart 
With prick on prick. I cannot bear it, 

Yet shame.s me that I do impart. 

Yon old folk should give way that foil me, 
Yon Ihidens for a seat I crave. 

The few trees not mine own — they spoil me 
The lordship of the world I have. 

From branch to branch, that all unbaffled 
Mine eye might range, Fd build a scalfold. 
Thus were a spacious prospect won 
To gaze on all that 1 have done, 

And in one glance to compass it, 

This masterpiece of human-wit, 

Confirming with sagacious plan 
The dwelling-place reclaimed for man. 

Thus are we worst put to the rack, 

Feeling ’mid riches what we lack. 
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The tinkling bell, the limes’ perfume, 
Enfolds me as with church and tomb. 
Here the all-powerful’s free will 
Doth break on yonder sandy hill. 

How shift the burden from my spirit ? 

The bell rings 5nd I rave to hear it. 

MtPHlSTU'HKLlS. • 

Of course, some. sovereign annoy 
Must still embitter all thy joy ’ 

Who doubts it ? To each noble car 
This jangling hateful doth appv.ir, 

And the accursed ding-dong-belling, 
Evening’s clear sky with vapour v^eiling, 

In each event, or sad or merry all, 
Mingles, from the first bath to burial, 

As life ’twlxt and did seem 
A shadowy, forgotten dream. 

FAUST. 

Such opposition, such self-will 
The highest gain embitter, till 
With deep, fierce suffering he must 
Enforce himself, that would be just. 

MEPHlSTOPHtLES. 

What need is here for temporising ? 

Art not long used to colonising ? 

FAUST. 

Go then and shift them. Thou dost mind 
The pleasant homestead here behind 
That for the old folk I designed. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

ril bear them forth and on the ^’round 
Set them a^ain ere they look round. 

When from the violence they recover 
The fair abode will smooth ajl^over. 

^JVhistles ihriilx 

, \^Enter the Three 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Come, as our lord doth bid, so be’t. 

To-morrow will he feast the fleet. 

THE THREE. 

The a^ed lord received us ill. 

We’ll fleet the feast with right good will. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, ad Spcctatorts, 

Here haps but what hath haj'j^ed of yore, 

For Naboth’s vineyard was before. 

\^Re^um 2 1 


DEEP NIGHT. 

LYNCLUS, THE, TOWEK-W ARDFR, 
inking on the •watch-to'iuer of the CastL 
To see is my dower, 

To look my rmj>loy. 

My charge is the rower. 

The woild is my joy. 

My glances afar light, 

My glances light near, 

On sun, moon and star-light. 

On woodland and deer. 
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In all the eternal 
Adornment I see. 

Well-pleased with all things, 

Well-ple.ivSed too with me. 

Ye eye-balls entranced, 

Whate’er ye ba te seen. 

Where’er ye have glanced. 

So fair hath it been ! 

[^Paust 

Not alone though to delight me 
Ami posted here so high. 

What a horror to affiight me 
Threatens from the midnight-sky ! 

Glancing sparks stream helter-skelter 
Through the lime-trees' double night j 
Ever wilder glows the welter 
By the draught fanned fiercely bright. 

Ah, the inner hut is flaming 

Moist and moss-grown that did stand there, 

Speediest assistance claiming, 

Yet no rescue is at hand tnere. 

Misadventure oh how dreadful ! • 

Woe is me ! The good old folk, 

Once about the fire so heedful 
Victims fall they to the smoke. 

Flames arc flaring ! Glowing redly 
Stands the black and moss-grown frame. 
Kindly souls, if from the dcad’y 
Hell they could but rescue them ’ 

Lambent tongues of flame it launches. 
’Twlxt the leaves and ’twixt the branches. 
Withered boughs that flickei burning, 

Briefly glow and fall, I set. 

Ill-starred eyes, such sight discerning ! 

So far-sighted must I be ! 
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Crashes in the littJe chapel 
Burdened ’neath the branches’ fall. 

Barbed flames already grapple, 

Wreathing, with the summits tall. ' 

Now unto the roots the hollow 
Trunks are glowing purplc-rcd.‘ 

[^I^ong pause. Smging. 
What the eye once loved to follow, 

With the centuries is dead. 

FAUST, upon the balcony^ to'ivards the dunes. 

Aloft what strain of lam^‘ntation ! 

Here word and song too late they sue. 

My warder from his lofty station 
Wails, and mine hasty deed I rue. 

Yet though the limes that grew so thickly 
A horror of charred trunks now be, 

A look-i’ the-Iand is builded quickly 
To gaze into infinity. 

In their new home, in soft effulgence 
Spending the sunset of their days, 

Conscious of generous indulgence, 

On yon old pair too shall I gaze. 

MEPHISTOPHELFS AND THE THREE, beloWJ. 

We come again our tale to tell. 

Your pardon ! Sooth, it went not well. 

We rapped and chapped with right good will, 
Yet none did open to us still. 

We rattled and we rapped away — 

The rotten door before us lay ! 

We shouted loud, we threatened sore, 

Yet hearing found we none the more. 

As in such case doth oft appear, 

They did not hear, they would not hear ! 
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But we, we made no more delay, 

We cleared them speedily away. 

The old folk fretted scarce a jot 
For terror killed them on the spot. 

A stranger hiding there made show 
Of fight — bi^t’him we soon laid low. 

Tn the brief span of furious frav. 

From embers, scattered round that lay, 

Was kindled straw. Now flarcv*^ it free, 

A funcral-pyrc for all the three. 

FAUST. 

Deaf unto my commands were ye ! 
Exchange I wished, not robbery, 

And this insensate brutal wrong, 

I curse it i Share it ye among ! 

CHORUS. 

The good old saw is still good sense. 

Be willing slave of violence, 

And art thou bold and steadfast, pelf 
And house and home mayst stake, and self! 

FAUST, on the hahony, 

Their glimpse and gleam the stars hide all, 
The fire sinks and flickers small ; 

A chill wind fans it as I speak. 

And drifts towards me smoke and reek. 

O bidden quick, too quick obeyed ! 

What floateth hither like a shade ? 


MIDNICxHT. 

VKnter four grey hags. 
FIRST HAG. 

Men know me as H'ant 1 
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SECOND HAG. 

Men know me as Gmit ! 

THIRD HAG. 

Men know me as Care\ ^ 

rOURTH HAG. 

• Men know me as 

THI- THREL. ' 

Fast barred is the portal, we cannot within I 
There dwelleth a rich man, we may not fare in ! 

WANT. 

There grow I a shadow. 

GUILT. 

To nothing I wane. 

NEED. 

Their facj turn the pampered from me with 
disdain. 

CARE. 

Ye Sisters, ye cannot, yc may not fare in. 

But Care through the key-hole slips stealthily in. 

^Care vanishes. 

WANT. 

Ye Sisters, grey Sisters, hence hie ye, I pray ! 

GUILT. 

I cleave to thy side. Sister. Up and away ! 

NEED. 

I tread on thy heels, Sister. Need followeth ! 
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THE THREE. 

The cloud-rack is scuddinfr, and quenched each 
star now ! 

Behind there, behind there! From far now, 
from far nowv 

There comcth our brother, there cometh he — 
Death. 


FAUST, in tht' Palace. 

Four -^aw I come, but three go hence. 

Nor of their dlsco\frse Could T ;;,ra^p the sense. 
One spake of Need., thus did it chime. 

And Death did close the sombre ih/me. 

It had a hollow, spectral-mufllcd tone. 

Not yet into the Open have I won. 

Could I but from my path all magic banish, 

Bid every spell into oblivion vanish. 

And stand mere man before thee, Nature I 
Then 

'Twere worth the while to be a man with men. 

Such was I once, the gloom ere I explored, 

And cursed myself, the ^yorld, with impious 
word. 

Now with such glamour doth th^" air o’erflow 
That how he should avoid it non ’ doth know. 

If one day lit with reason on us beams, 

Night trammels us within a web of drea.ns. 
From the young fields wc turn us home elate, 

A raven croaks I What doth he croak? Ill- 
fate ! 

Us Superstition soon and late entwines, 

With happenings, with warnings, and with signs. 
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Thus are we overawed, we stand alone. — 

The door doth creak, and yet doth enter none ! 

[^ShucLieriri^ 


Is any here ? 


CARF. 

TIk' question asketh aye ! 


FAUST. 

And thou, who ait thou then ? 


CAR?,. 

Lo, here am I 

FAUST. 

Withdraw thyself: 

CARE. 

Here may I filly dwell 

FAUST, first norathful, then softened, to himself. 
Have thou a care and speak no magic spell ! 

• CARE. 

Though of ear unheard, the groaning 
Heart is conscious of my moaning ; 

In an e/er-changing guise 
Cruel power I exercise. 

On the liighway, on the billow, 

Cleave I clo.se, a carking fellow ; 

Ever found, an unsought guest, 

Ever cursed and aye caressed. 

Hast thou not Care already known : 


FAurT. 

Athwart the world I have but flown, 
Grasped by the hair whatever I did covet. 
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Loos(?(l it, had I no pleasure of it, 

Did it elude me, made no moan. 

I did but wish, achieve, and then again 

Did wish, and thus I stormed through life amain, 

First vehemently, with majestic passion, 

But shrewdly aOv/ I tread, in heedful fashion. 
The round of earth enough 1 know, and barred 
Is unto man the prospect yonderwarJ. 

O fool, who thither turns his blinking glances. 
And of his like above the clouds romances ! 

Let him stand firm, and round him gaze on earth. 
Not mute the woj ld to the man of worth. 
What need hath he to range infinitude ? 

What he perceives, that may be understood. 
'Fhus let him journey down his earthly day ; 
When spectres haunt him, let him go his way ; 
In onward-striding find his bale, his bliss. 

He, that each moment uncontented is. 


CAKh. 

Whom I make my own, wutti loatlung 
Counts the whole wide world as nothing. 
Him eternal gloom surpriseth, 

Setteth sun no more nor riseth ; 

With each outer sense cxccllng 
In his breast hath darkness dwelling. 

He may not by any meaEures 
Make him lord of all his treasures. 

Good and 111 become caprices, 

Him 'midst fullness famine seizes ; 

Be it joy or be it sorrow. 

Puts he off unto the mo; low, 

On the Future ever waiteth, 

So that naught he consummateth. 
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FAUST. 

Peace ! Th us thou canst not shake my sou!. 
Unto such folly 1*11 not hearken ! 

Away ! The wretched rigmarole 

E’en of the wisest man the witf plight darken. 

CARE. 

Shall he come or go ? Denied him 
Is all power to decide him. . 

On the paven highroad leeling, 

Stepping short and blindly feeling, 

Ever more profoundly strays he, 

All things more distorted sees he. 

Burdening himself and others, 

Deeply breathing, yet he smothers, 

Smothered not, yet lifeless faring, 

Not resigned and not despaiiing, 

, Thus he rolls on unresisting, 

May not, wishing, must, not listing. 

Now cnfranchisctl, now soul-sickened. 

From hilf-sleep awakes unquickened. 

All that in his place doth root him, 

But for PI ell at last doth suit him. 

FAUST. 

PTnhallowcd spectres ! Aye, thus persecute vc 
still 

The human kind on myriad occasions. 

E*en days indifferent transmute ye still 
To a foul web of tangled tribulations. 

’Tis ill, I know, from demons to be free ; 

The spirit-potent bond we may not sever ; 

And yet, O Care, though stealthy-great it be. 
Thy might 1*11 not acknowledge ever ! 
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Then learn it now, as from thy view 
1 quickly turn, my curses spending. 

Men commonly are blind their whole life through, 
Blind be thou, Fa/istus, in Jife’s ending I 

\_She breathes upon him. 

FAUST, blinded. , 

More deeply-dcep Night seemeth to enfold me. 
Yet clear the daylight sliines within mine heart. 
I’ll hasten to fulfil the plan doth hold me ; 

The master’s word* alone doth weight impart. 
Up from the couch, 5^0 vassals ! Every man ! 

W ith happy issue crown my daring plan. 

Take tools in hand all ! Spade and sliovcl ply 
ye ! 

What is staked out be straight accomplished 
by ye ! 

Strict order, rapid diligence 

Are crowned with fairest iccompense. 

To speed the greatest enterprises » 

One mind for thousand hands suffices. 


GREAT OUTER COURT OF THE 
PALACE. 

\^Torche!. 

MEPHisTOPHFXES, in front as Bailiff. 

Come here, come here ! Come in, come in - 
Ye Lemures loose-jointed ! 

Patched up of smew, bone and skin, 

Natures but half-appointed ! 
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LEMURES, in chorus. 

Here arc we straightway at thine liand. 
And half ’tis our impression 
We come about a fair broad land, 

Thereof to take possession,, ^ 

The sharpened stakes, the fair long chain 
P'or measuring have we gott< n, 

But whereto 'we wei e called explain. 

For that have we forgotten. 

V.l PHISTOPHELES. 

Here needs no art, ^-e wltlcsF throng ! 

Use your own measures, seek no others. 

The longest lay him all his length along, 

And round about him lift the sods his brother 
Dig out, as for our sires they did, 

A longish square as ye I bid. 

From palace into nairow house, 

Such after all the farce’s stupid close ! 

LEMURES, •with moch'mg gestui :s. 

In voutji when I did live and love 
Methought it was full ?weet-a ; 

With dance and song tripiied life along. 
And merrily went my feet-a. 

But churlish Age with stealing steps 
Hath clawed me with his crutch-a. 

I stumbled o’er the grave his door, 

Why must it yawn so much-a? 

I AUST, 

[joming from the Palace^ g^^p^^^g 
the door~posts. 

How I rejoice to hear the spades resound ! 

It is the throng for me that toileth, 

Earth with herself that rcconcileth. 
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‘Unto the billows sets a bound, 

And round the sea stern bonds doth cast. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, UsiL‘. 

Thou dost but toi) for us at last 
With all thy dams and moles. High revel 
For Neptune still, the water-devil, 

Thou but preparest, good my fn'end. 

Lost are ye, lost in every manner ! 

Tlie elements are*leagued beneath our bmner, 
And all in nothing still must end. 


Bailiff! 


MI PHISTOPHELES, 

Here ! 


FAUST. 

Workmen throng cn throng address 
Thyself to get. Put foith all vigour. 

Now with indulgence, now with ligou^- 
Encourage. Pay, entice, impress ! 

Let every day bring nev/s of our successes, 

How this new trench, this mighty groove j>rO“ 
presses. 

MFPHISTOPHELFS, ha if- lou:!. 

They talk — such news to me they gave- 
Not of a groove, but of a . . . grave ' 


A marish skirts the mount, whose smell 
Infecteth all the land retrieved. 

To drain the festering sump as well I 
Then were the last the best-achieved. 
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1 Open room for millions there, a 'dwelling 
Not idly sure, but to tree toil compelling ; 

Green fields and fruitful, men and herds at home 
Upon the earth new-wrested from the foam ; 
Straight-settled on the hill-strength, piled on high 
By swarming tribes’ intrepid industry. 

Within, a paradise, howe’er so grim 
The hood without may bluster to the brim. 

And as it nibbles to shoot in amain 
Flock one and all to fill the breach again. 

My will from this design not sw'c rveth, 

The last resolve of huma/i wit. 

For liberty, as life, alone deserveth 
He daily that must conquer it. 

Thus childhood, manhood, and grey old age he; e. 
With peril girt, shall spend their strenuous year. 
Fain would f see such glad turmoil, 

With a fiee people stand on a free soil. 

To such a moment past me fleeing, 

Tarry, I’d cry, thou art so fair ! 

The traces of mine earthly being 
Not countless aeons can outwear. 

Now, in the presage of such lofty bliss. 

The highest moment I enjoy, e’en this. 

[^Faust jdUs hack, I'he I^ervures catch 
him and lay him on the ground, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Him can no pleasure sate, no bliss suflicc. 

Thus ever after changing forms he springeth. 
Even to this last sorry empty trice. 

Poor wretch, with all his soul he clingeth. 

Me did he sturdily withstand — 

Time triumphs, lies the graybeard in the sand. 
The clock stands still — 
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Stands still ! As midnight hushed and dead ' 
The finger falls. 


MLPHISTOI'HLLES. 

' 'it falls! ’Tis finished! 

CHORUS. 

'Tis past and over. 

MEPHISTOPHFLLS. 

, Pa, St ! a suijfid word. 

Why past and over ? 

Past and pure Nothin grJes^ ! The Same and 
wholly one ! 

What boots us then Creation's endless trav.j] 
Created but to nothing to unravel! 

'Tis past! From that what meaning can be 
twlftted ? 

It is as good as had it ne’e^ existed, 

And yet in cycle moves as if it were. ^ 

Eternal Emptiness would I ])refer. 

Entomument. 

LEMUR, SuJO. 

Who hath the grave ao baJJy built 
With mattock and with shovel? 

LEM U RES, Chjt'us, 

For thee, dull guest in hempen vt si 
Is far too fair the hovel. 

LEMUR, SjIo. 

Who hath so meanly aecked the hall 
No chairs nor table any ! 
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Lf MURES, Chorus, 

^Tw.is hiied for briefest interval, 

The creditors are t>o many. 

\ y 

Ml PHISTOPHFLRS. 

There lies the Bodv ! Would the Soul forhuke i' ^ 
ni hold the blood-writ bond before its view. 
Yet now they have so many means, pla^’. e 
take it, 

To chouse the Devil of his due! 

On the old way we give offence. 

Upon the new are sjionsors lacking. 

Once I had doncY with confidence 
Alone, but now I must have backing. 

The times are bad wherein we live, 
Time-honoured custom, old prerogative, 

Now everything hangs in the balance. 

With the 'last breath once would she quit tin. 
house ; 

I lay in wait, and like the quickest mouse, 

Snap ! tight I clutched her in my clenched 
talons. 

Nt-w lingers vshe, to leave the dismal place, 

Vile house of the foul carcase, hesitating. 

The elements, each other hating, 

Will drive her forth at last in foul disgrace. 

Yet though for hours and days myself 1 weai). 
When ? nvherel and honv\ that is the Jilaguy quci y ! 
Now Death, grown old, is feeble grown and 
slow. 

The very If}, hath long been hard to know. 
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Oft eyed J greedily the stiffened members; 
They seemed but dead — life quickened in the 
embers. 

\JVuh fantastic fugleman-l'ile 
gestures of incantation. 

Lords of the straight and of the crooked horn. 
Hither apace, around me swiftly settle, 

Of sterling devil-inmt and metaly 
And with ye straight the jaws of Hell be borne. 
True, Hell hath ihaiiy m my jaws. It sw\’llows 
With due regard to tank and dignity. 

In This last diania though the time that follows, 
As m all else, will less punctilious be. 

\:rhe horrible j it'jis of Hell open 
up on the left. 

The side-fangs yawn, from the throat's deep 
foundation 

The flood of tire in frenzy flows. 

And in the background's seething exhalation 
Eternally the flaming city glows. 

Itself the crimson surge up to the j;eeth up- 
launclKs, 

Damned souls, deliverance hoping, swim to vicv/. 
Colossal them the hyaena limb-meal craunclu s, 
Tiieir burning path they fearfully renew. 

Still much may be explored in many a corner. 
Can space oO small with so mucli horror teem r 
The sinners ye do well to scare, the scorner 
Will count it still but flam and sham and dieam. 

[/•<, the fat aW'l/s, ^anth shorty 
stiaifjt horns. 

Ye fai-patinched knaves, with cheexs wheic 
hell -fire smoulders, 

That sweat hell-sulphur in an oily glow. 
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With log-like bullnecks moveless on your 
shoulders, 

Look out for phosphorescence here below. 
That\s the wee soul, Dame Psyche with the 
pinions ; 

Pluck them out, but an ugly 'w6rm is she. 

I’ll brand her with the brand that marks my 
minions, . 

Then on the fiery whirlwind set her free. 

Keep watch upon the lower regions 
If haply there she choose to dwell. 

Be that your task, ye fat-gut Regions ! 

The truth thereof we know not well. 

Oft in the navel doth she stop — 

Give heed, lest at the navel out she pop. 

fY'r? tl.'C lean <zvtth 

crooked horns. 

And you, ye zanies, fuglemen gigmtic. 

Snatch at the air, your arms outstretched iling ! 
Unsheathe your claws, stir ye as were ye frantic, 
That ye may catch the fluttering, fleeting thing. 
In her olcf house uneasy must she prove ; 

The Genius will straight come out above. 

[Glory above on the right, 

HEAVENLY HOST. 

Messengers holy. 

Heaven’s kin, slowly 
Follow in flight ! 

Sinners forgiving. 

Dead dust reviving, 

Leave, as ye hover 
Lingering over. 

To all things living 
A trace of delight ! 
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mephistopheles. 

I hear a hateful strumming, harshly jangled. 

That with unwelcome day comes horn above. 

It is the boyish-girlish botchwoik, fanglcd 
As best the sar.'Ciimonious taste doth love. 

Ye know how we in houns most black and 
blameful 

Did plan destruction for all human-kind. 

Wh at we ln^cnted of Cxiost shameful 
To their dev(;tion a;/t they find. 

I I 

Canting they conic, the silly cattle ! 

Manv they’\e kidnapped fiom es in like wise. 
With our own weapons do they give us battle. 
They too ate devils ... in disguise. 

Heie should ye lose ’twcie to your shame 
eteinal. 

To the giavc! Cling to its blink, ye hostt» 
infernai ! 

* 

CHORUS OK ANGELS, St reiving rOM'S. 

Roscs, ye twinkling, 

Bj Isam-besps inkling, 

Fluttering, thickening, 
Sccrttly-quickenin-, 

Lcaflet-btwinged I'hat are, 
Rosebud-unringed that are, ^ 

Hasten to bloom ! 

Purple and green burst 
Spring from the gloom ! 

Paradise sheen burst 
Into his tomb ! 
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MtPHiSTOPHhLts, to the Sdtans . 

Why wink and shrink ye, pray ? Is that Hell- 
use ? 

Plague on ye, stand, and let them scatter ! 

Back to his post, each witless gp(;»sc ! 

With such like flowery toys themselves tlicy 
flatter 

To snow the hot ‘devils up ! What matter? 

Your breath will melt and shrivel it. Puff 
Amain, ye pud-devils ! Enough ! Enough I 
The hot blast bleaches all the fluttering stuff. 
Less violently ! Shut your jow'ls and noaiiils I 
Good sooth, ye^'e blown too hard, ye covStiils' 
That ye the golden mean will never learn ! 

Not only shrivel they, they scorch, char, burn. 
With venomous bright flumes they flutter hithei. 
Brace yourselvos 'gainst them, I'limly pres, 
together ! — 

Their strength expires, their courage all is spent. 
An alien witching glow the devils scent. 

• 

ANGLLS. 

Blossoms, ye bcnedighi, 

ELunelets, ye froin'-llght, 

Love aie ye lavishu.g, 
Bosom-cnravishing 
Blis'i ye purvey. 

Words void of Iving, 

T’h’ etheieal sky in. 

To hosts undying 
Every where day ! 

MEPHlsTUPHi Lhb. 

Curse on the oaL and fhanie ! Oh scurvy I 
Satans are standing toj)tty-tui vy. 
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The lubbers, wheel on wheel they throw, 

And into Hell plunge arsy-vcrsy. 

Joy to your well-deserved hot bath below ! 

But I shall stand my ground. 

r Buttling nviih the havering roses 
Graiiiercy ! 

Hence, Jack o’ Hanterns ! Thou there, shine 
amain I 

But a foul sticky mess thou’lt be once ta’en. 
Why fluttercst ? * Wilt hence be winging ? 

Like pitch and brimstone to my neck ’tis 
clinging ! * • 


CHORUS OF AN GILS, 

What not pertains to ye 
Needs must forswear it. 

What brings but pain to ye, 

May ye not bear it. 

If the assault be keen 
Fearless must be our mien., 

Them that have loved alone 
Love Icadeth in. 

mephistopheles. 

Head, heart and liver 1 barn. O punishment' 
An overdevilish element ! 

Moic bitter-keen than is Hell-fire ! 

Wheiefore arc your complaints so diie, 
Unhappy lovers, that, disdained, spy 
A.fier the loved one still with neck awry. 


Me too, what draws my head in that direction ? 
Therewith have I sworn feud and disaffection. 
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Once from the sight most bitterJy'averse 
Hath something alien pierced through and 
through me ? 

1 love to look on them, the charming youth ! 
Beshrew me. 

What is’t constrains me that I cannot curse r 
Me to befool if now I let them. 

Whom shall we henceforth fool esteem ? 

The baggages, e’en though 1 hate them. 

Lovely past everything to me they seem. 

Ye beauteous children, telJ me* this, ye 1 
Are not ye too of Lucifer’s descent ! 

Yc are so pretty, sooth I’m rain to kiss ye! 
Methinks ye come like fish in Lent. 

I feel at ease, so natural, so trustful, 

As had wc met a thousand times, I swear ; 

So stealthily, so cat-like lustful. 

With every glance anew more Lirlv-fair ! 

O draw ye near ! Vouchsafe one glance, 1 pray , 

• ANGELS. 

We do draw near. Why dost thou shrink 
away ? 

We come, abide our coming if thou can ! 

Vrhe drgeh stream arowni, tn 

'zvhole space, 

MLPHisToi’HELES, Crowded into the Proscenium, 
Damned sjiiites ye chide us. In your gizzards 
Ye lie, ye are the only w'lzards. 

For ye seduce both maid and man. 

O cursed hap ! O torment dire ! 

Is this Love’s element? My frame 
From top to toe is all on fire. 
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Ye hover to arid fro, come down a little ! 

Bestir your beauteous limbs — and were it but a 
tittle — 

More earthily. The serious style 
Beseems ye, true, but once to see ye smile ! 

That were a joy*<Aerna!ly entrancing! 
i mean like lovers on the loved one glancing ; 
One dicker round the lips and ir, is done. 

Thou, tall fellow, dost make my chaps to water 
sadly. 

The sanctimonious air sits on thee badly ; 

Oli, give me but ope wpnton look, but one. 

More naked were more decent to my mind ; 

The long draped smock, ’tis overmuch decorum. 
They turn tiumi round. To see them from 
behind ! 

The jades, too toothsome are they, all the 
quorum ! 

CHORUS 01 ANGELS. 

Back to the splendour 
'Burn, loving fl.imes now ! , 

Who hiiiivselt blames now 
Truth whole shall render. 

He shall unravel 
Trammels of evil, 

In the All-Unity 
Blessed to be. 

MEPHiSTOPHEiJib, rt^tratfUTig himself. 

How is’t with me ? Like Job amidst the 
embers 

The whole man boil on boil, until he loathe 
Himself, yet triumphs too, when through and 
through he doth 

Himself survey, in sell and lineage both 
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Doth trust. Saved are the* noble devil's 
members ! 

The love-spell pierces not the hide, ar.d troth 
The damned flames are all burnt out. Gramcrcy, 
Ye jades, now one and all^ as is your due I 
curse ye ! 

CHORUS OF ANGtLS. 

Holy, thrice holy 
Flames, and he ovJr 
Whom they may hover 
Blest feels him wholly. 

Rise all together, 

Laud and extol ! 

Cleansed is the ether. 

Breathe may the soul ! 

[^rhey rise a I oft ^ bearing forth the 
immortal part Faust. 

MEFHisTOi’HhLES, lookttig ahoiU' him. 

How's thjs ? Where are they gone, I wonder \ 
Ye callow brood, ye took me by surprise. 

Flown up to Heaven are they with their plunder. 
Tliat honey lured ye to this grave, ye Hies ! 

Of a great, unique treasure I'm fi ustrated ; 

I’he lofty soul, to me hypothecated. 

That have they smuggled hence in crafty wise. 
To wlioni my plaint now shall I carry ? 

Who will enforce my well-earned right? 

Thou art outwitted in tliine old age, marry 1 
Thou hast thy meed ! Thou'rt in an evil idight. 
I've bungled it in scurvy fashion, 

Great outlay shamefully have flung away. 

To vulgar lust, to silly mawkish passion 
-Fell the case-hardened Devil a prey. 
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If with this chli‘dish-silly toy the fiend, 

The shrewd-experienced, hath been meddling, 
Then of a truth the folly in the end 
That hath possessed me is not peddling. 


MOUNTAIN- RAVINES, FOREST, 
CLIFF, WILDERNESS. 

Hovy Ani horitls, 

\_siatU'red up the mountain- udes^ kcrclng 
than d^zvfjrwg in rocky clefts, 

CHORUS AM> ECHO. 

Billows the forest on, 

I-iCiin them the chfis thereon, 

Gra])|)le the loots thereon, 

’^rriink crowding trunk ii])on ; 

Wave gushes after wave, 

Shelters the deepest cava j 
Solely the lions, dinriL*- 
Fiiendly abou' us ctnne, * 

Honour the iioly seat, 

Sanctified love-i etreai. 

PATER KCSTATICUS, ho a rihy up and douo^,. 

landless enraptured hie, 

Glo^ving love-bond eitii».. 

Scetliing heart-agon*. 

Foaming Ood-ec3r'i‘'y. 

Arrows, tiariS])ierce ye me, 

Lances, enforce ye rue, 

Bludy^eons, so bauei me, 

Lightnings, so shatter me, 

That the unworthy all 
Pass, w’tli the e..'~thy all. 
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Shine the endless star above. 

Core of immortal love. 

PATLR PROFUNDUS, tti the deep region. 
As at my feet, the gaze entrancing. 

Rests rocky deep on deep pibfound. 

As flo-jv a thousand streamlets glancing 
Unto the foani-'lood’s shuddering bound, 
As, with a mighty impulse sailing. 

The tree shoots upward stra'ight and tall, 
E’en so Alriiighty Love, unfailing, 

Doth fashion ail and cherish all. 

About me a tumultuous roaring. 

As surged the wood, the craggy steep ! 
Yet with a pleasing sound, downpouring 
To water straight the vait , doth leap 
Into the abyss the wutcr-foison. 

The hash, that hurtling down did fare, 
Doth purge the atmosphere, that poison 
And reek within its bosom bare. 

« 

Heralds of Love are they, forthtelling 
What aye creative round doth roll. 

Oh, kindle too that inner dwelling, 
Where cold and wildered doth the soul 
In bars of stolid senses languish. 

In straitly-clasping fetters’ smart! 

O God 1 appease the thoughts of anguish 
Illumine Thou my needy heart 1 

PATF.R SERAPH ICUS, in the middle region. 
What a morning-cloudlet hovers 
Through the pine-trees’ waving hair ! 
Guess I what its mantle covers ? 

Youthful spirit-troop is there. 
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ch6rus of blessed boys. 

Father, tell us, whither go we? 

Kindly, tell us who we are. 

Happy are we all, that know we. 

For to all is^life so fair. 

PATER SERAPH I CUS. 

Boys at midnight born, th^ gateway 
Hal f-un closed of sense and mind ; 

I^ost unto the parents straightway 
That the angels gain niightMirid. 

Well ye feel^ that in this place is 
One that loves — draw near apace. 

But, O juippy 1 ye no traces 
Have or rugged eaiihly ways. 

In mine eyes descend, 1 pray ye. 

Organs apt for world and earth, 

Use them as your own; so may ye 
On this neighbourhood look forth. 

\_^He recall ts them into himself* 
These are trees and cliffs and whirling 
Torrent plunging down in spray* 

And with a tremendous swirling 
Shoi telling its break-neck way. 

BLESSED BOYS, /row ^vlthiu* 

'Tis a sjjcctacle astounding, 

But too sombre is the ])I 'ce^ 

Us with fear and dread confounding. 

Free us, noble friend, apace ! 

PATtR SERAPHICUS. 

Seek in higher sphe»-e5 your station. 

Grow by gradual period. 

As in ever purest fashion 
Strengtheneth the face of God. 
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For in ether free, supernal, * 

This as spirit-food still holdeih, 

Revelation of Eternal 
Love tliat unto bliss unfoldeth. 

CHOKUS OF BLESbl D 

[^drcJiwr about the highest summt: 

Hand ?n liand cling ye, 

In a glad ring unite. 

Soar ye and sing yc 
Songs of divine delight! 

Truftt ye unto him, * 

Godlike his lore. 

Soon shall ye view Him 
Whom ye adoie. 


ANGELS, 

y^hoveriTi'^ m the upper atmosphere^ 
heiirnv^ the inmurtal pari f*j 
Faust. 

Freed *is the noble scion of 
The Spirit-world from evil. 

Him can we save that tireless st'o\c 
Ever to higher level. 

And if Supernal Love did stoop 
To him with predilection, 

Thei! him bh. 11 hail the angelic troop 
With hioilierly atfeciion. 

THE YOUNGER ANGELS. 

Woman-penitents, love-hallowed ^ 

Roses gave, whereby victorious 
V/e did pro,e, and our all-glorious 
Task, unto fulfilment followed. 
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Our rich ipoil, this soul, wc owed them. 
Foul fiends yielded as wc strowed them. 
Devils fled aghast, sore-smitten. 

Not with wonted hell-pangi;. bitten 
But v.dth love-pangs were the spirits. 

E’en the ol*d Arch-fiend his merits 
Flad, with keen pain pierced and cleaved. 
Shout tor joy, it is achieved ! 

THE MOIlh-PERFl CTFD ANGELS. 

Still doth some e.irth remain. 

Still doth arresn us. 

*Tis not all free from slain 
Were it asbestos. 

When spirit-might hath blent 

Closely-consorted 

With Earth’s gross element, 

Angels ne’er parted 
Natures knit two in one. 

Near interwoven. 

By Eternal J./ 0 \e alone 
Can they be cloven. 

THE YOUNGER ANGELS. 

Wreathing the rocky height 
At little distance, 

Mi&t-like, there mec.s my sight 
Spirit-exLslence. 

Now grow the cloudlets clear, 

Blest boys 1 see appear, 

A stirring legion, 

F reed from the stress of earth. 

Ranged in a ring 
In the Upper Region 
Revelling in the birth 
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Of its new spring. ' 

Let him first yoked witli thes: 

Work out by due degree* 

His perfecting. 

«. i 

THE BLESSED Bo's S. 

Him in. the pupa-stBge 
Gladly receive we 
And an angelic ])lcdg(' 

Straiglitway achieve we so. 

Strip ye awMy tr^e strait 
Husks that enclose him 1 
With blest lile fair ami great 
L’en now he shows him. 

XXDCTOR MAR IAN US, i/I the h^hcsi . pUItM cell 

Heie is the prospect fice, 
n^he soul uplift(‘d. 

Yonder float women by, 

Heavenwaid dntted. 

Glorious amidst them e’en, 

Crowned with the star-slmie, 

See 1 high Heaven’s Queen 
Radiant afai shine. 

rA'< static iiliy 

Thou that reignest as Thy due. 

Lady, of 'Fhy pleasure, 

Let me Thine arcana view 
In the vaulted azure ! 

Sanction what man’s breast doth move. 
Reverent and tender. 

And with holy bliss of love 
Nigher Thee doth render. 
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All inviniJible we grow 
When august Thou wiliest. 
Tempered straightway is the glow 
If our hearts Thou stillest. 

Virgin pure from stain of earth, 
Mother honour-throned. 

Chosen yucen, and peer by birth 
With the Oodbead owned*! 

Clouds 'Wreathe the splendour 
Frail as a feather. 

Penitenf,s tender 
Are tliey, together 
Drinking the ether, 

Round her knees pleading. 
Pardon sore-needing. 

O, Thou Undefiled all, 

It is not forbidden 
That the hght-beguiled all 
Come to Thee unchidden. 

Into frailty borne away. 

Hardly to deliver ! 

Who lust’s chain liath torn away 
Of his own strength ever ? 

On the slant and slippery oath 
Is the foothold fleeting. 

Whom beguiles not flattering breath, 
Glance and honeyed greeting ? 

[^Mater Gloriosa 

CHORUS OF PENITENT WOMEN. 

To heights art soaring 
Of Realms Eternal! 
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Hear US imploring, * 

Peerless, Supernal, 

Gracious, Maternal ! 

MAGNA PECCATRIX, S/ Luke VIU 36. 

By the love that for a precioius 
Balsam poured forth tears of yearning 
At thy God-like Son’s all-gracious 
Feet, though Pharisees were scorning, 

By the box of alabaster's 
Costly ointment lavished sighing, 

By the tresses then tlie Master’s 
Floly feet so softly diying — 

MULIER SAMARITAN A, St John h\ 

By the well that erst did water 
Abraham’s herds, with cooling gitted, 

By the urn Samaria’s daughter 
To the Saviour’s lips once lifted, 

By th«i pure and plenteous river 
From that gracious fountain teeming, 
Overflowing, limpid ever, 

Thiough all worlds around us streaming- 

MARIA AEGYPTIACA, ^^Cta SiUlCtorum. 

By the hallowed place where mortal 
Hands the Lord in eartli did lay, 

By the arm that from the portal 
Thrust me warningiy away, 

By the forty years’ repentance 
Truly held in desert- land, 

By the blisrful parting sentence, 

Writ by me upon the sand — 
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AIL THREE. 

Thou, to womtTi greatly sinning 
That thy presence not denicst, 

And their penitential winning 
Through all a^es amplifiest, 

Thif) good soel that did forget her 
Once alone, her sin not knowing. 

In thy grace vouchsafe to letdier 
Share, thy pardon meet bestowing. 

t \A IH)!'MTLNT lUN', 

^ wt/'/v hnn'wn as Gictcheriy nestling 
nearer, ’ 

Ah ' bow 

Thy gracious brow, 

O T'eerh ss Thou, 

Anti radiant, on my radiant bliss! 

My youth hs beloved, 

F rom grief removed, 

Rctr ruing is. 

BiFssi-n BOVS, iJranviug near in cirrhr^g motion. 
G’ eai^-Iimbed already ht 
Grows, us transcending. 

Will requite lavisiily 
Our careful tending. 

Harly removed weie we 
Forth of Life's choiu ; 

LTs will he teach wiiat he 
Hath learned before us. 

THE ONE PENITENT, 

formerly kfioniw as Gretchen 

Girt by the glorious spirit-legion 

Scarce the new-comer wakes, scarce knows 

His life renewed in this pure region, 
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Ere like the angelic host he growi. 

Lo, how he bursts with gladsome gesture 
Each old-enswathing bond of earth, 

And radiant from ethereal vesture 
The pristine strength of youth gleams forth. 
Grant me to teach him ! RaAi'ant-shinrng 
Still dazzles him tire new-sprung day. 

MATtR GLORIOSA. 

Come, soar to higher spheres! • Divining 
Thee near, he’ll follow on thy way. 

DOCTOR MARJANUS, jjrosihiitf n(/ortng. 

Tender penitents, your eyes 
Lift where looks saivation. 
Gratefully to bliss arise 
Through regeneiMtion. 

Each best power, Thy service in, 
Prove it efficacious. 

Ever, Virgin, Mother, (^)uceri, 

Goddess, be Thou gracious ' 

< 

CHORUS MYSTirUS. 

All things corruptible 
Are but reflection. 

Earth’s insufficiency 
Here finds perfection. 

Plere the ineffable 
Wrought is with love. 

The Eternal-Womanl) 

Draws us above. 


FINIS. 



NOTES 


SECOND PART 


L A Pleasant Landscape. 

In the First Part of the Faust-drama, when 
Faust IS on the eve of quirting his study with 
his new mentor, Mcplustophelcs, the latter 
announces his programme in the following 
wc'tds : “ The little •worlds and then the greae 
n.veUl seed^ The excursion through the little 
*zvorld, the circunisciibed life of the obscure 
citizen, came to a tragic end in Gretchen's 
dungeon. In the Second P?it of the drama 
Faust is to be introduced to the great worlds 
beginning with the crowded motley medley of the 
Court, But he cannot pass immediately from the 
black despair of the dungeon-scene to the brilliant 
frivolity of the Court. must imagine an 

undefined interval of remorse and paralysis, from 
which he emerges slowly, under the healing 
343 
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influenccR of time. This canfiot be prestntrj 
dramatically. The purpose of the Prelude, fur 
such the First Scene rcallv is, is to portray it 
figuratively. The period of healing is gathere ! 
up into the four’ watches of one night; the 
healing influences aie persofiflied as tiny elvts, 
who, mS powers of N.iture, are non-moral, anJ 
minister indifTgrently to the good and the evil, 
and t!ie completii'n of tiie healing svncnrumd'a^ 
"vith the liawn of a new day, of h'aust’s nv\' 
life. 

Page i; , • 

Serf/’ :dff A w/'i rrs, ATatfulivo, 

i.e. aiul H’ai’n-'- 

These tities occur in the MS (the latter in 
."''iiTi revsillf), but not in the printed editions. 

Page 13. 

Hart I The Ilnurs in siorm are -ix xnfjxn ; . 

The Hours in Homer ore fi t Ktepers of the Gate \ 
Hci.ven. 

Page 14. 

Ltfes pulses ttciv^ y-quichenrd mnv ti’-.vaker. et'-. 

This magnificent description in tet \a rrma oi sun- 
rise in "in Alps is a reminisceiM e of Goethe’'' tlntd 
Swi'S Journey, particulai ly oi the Falls of the Rhii.e 
and Lake Lucerne. 

II. Thf Thronl-Room. 

The newly-elected Emperor, fresh from ins 
journey to Rome to be crowned by the Pope, 
holds his first Privy Council. For the con- 
stitution of the JF/o/y Roman Empire of the 
German Nation and its relation to the Papacy, 
the reader may be referred to the IVmple 
Classics edition of Schiller’s Wilhelm Tell, 
Appendix I. Though the Emperor Maxi- 
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milian I, furnished some traits to Goethe’s 
description, his Emperor is not to be identified 
with any historical Emperor. It is a fancy 
picture that the poet paints of the Empire in its 
decadence. In his Connersations nvith JEcktr- 
mann the poet is it/>resentcd to have said : — 

In the Emperor I soucjhf to portr.iy a Piince who 1ms every 
quality necessary to lose his coumry, wnich accordingly he 
ultimately succeeds in doing. . . . He is hot at all concerned 
fur the weal of the Realm or of his subjects ; he thinks only of 
himself, and how to find ee.;ry day some new amusement , . . 
The Privy Council wvsnes lo deliberate, but tbeir most tlracious 
T.oid I'lefcrs tu amuse himself. - • • Here IMephisto is in his 
rlemcnr He speedily shelves the former Fool and takes his 
place Kv the Emperor s si'Je as i^^ew Fov>i and Counsellor. 

Tne Faust of the Facst-Book also appears at 
the Imperial Court, anti Goethe has adopted 
many suggestions from this originil. Here then 
we recur to the Faust-book, with which we 
jMfted company after the scene in Auerbach’s 
cellar. We do not bid it a final farewell until 
the fifth act of the second part of the drama. 

The intrusion of Mephistophcles and his j^ro- 
inise to procure gold arc suggested by Hans 
Sachs’ Ail'venture of the Emperor Maximiluin of 
rvf.rsi^ipful memory and the Alchemist.'*'' 

Page 1 6 . 

Vi^hat ii accursed, yet uskume ever ' etc. 

Mephisf op heles’ riddle has nev.*: been satisfactorily 
folved. Amongst the .sohitious purposed are: Cotd 
LIa\^ic, the Ide’vtl, the kout t-kcol. 

Page zo. 

Ghibelline and Guelf . 

In the conflict betwixt Emperors and Popes tlie 
Ghibelhnt faction supported tie imperial supiemacy, 
the (7i/f^'that of the Papacy. 

Page 2 2. 

Nature and mind ' Tc Christian ears ' 
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The Chancellor was the Archbishop of Mayence 
(see p. 293), whence his readiness to scent heresy. 


Page 23. 


^/jUT ^neath the sivay 
Of Rrm-^ at.J thus till yesfet J-nj^ 

Aye^ tin to-day tt , , 


Cf. Sii Thomas Browne : HydnrAaphta : — 

How the Romans If^t so many coins in countries of their 
conquests seems of ftard resolution ; exce pt we consider how 
tney buried them untlerijround when, upon barbarous invasions, 
they weie fain to desert their habitntioqs in most parts of ibtur 
empire. 


Page 35. 

I he -r his every \vot J fit’/, c oVr. 
t.e, because he hears Mephistophcles prompting 
him. 


Page 25. 

Aod jorre of m i\ric mjnJraLes maun,!er ^ 
iionie maunder oj the S’lrarthy Jlrund, 

"Vhi: manat ake (leally the mandragnrr, a narcotic herb 
allied to the belladonna), is suppo.sed to grow under 
gallows in human form, wlience it is also called m 
German the galloivs-manikm. *rho.se that succeed in 
possessing fhemselves ol it have in ii a chaim which 
amongst other powers has that of procuring money. 
But to him who tears it from the earth, or liears tl'ie 
shriek it then utters, it proves fatal bo Juliet .speak'' 
of 

Shtteis like mundt akes^ tom out of the earth. 

That living mortals, h taring them, run mad. 

Accordingly he that would pluck it stops his ears, 
makes it fast to a starving black dog, entices the dog 
with food, and blows a great blast on a liorn the w’hile 
to drown its deadly .shriek. 

Black hounds, a.s well as serperts and dragons, are 
known in folk-lore as guardians of buried treasure. 

The remainder of the speech has reference to the 
supposed sympathetic influence of hidden treasure upon 
the human frame, a superstition which also underlies 
the belief in the divining-rod. (f. page 61. 
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Page 26. i 

There Ites the JidJler, 

A familiar German saying when anyone stumbles. 
Does it imply that the presence of the buried fiddler 
sympathetically sets the foot a-twitching for the dance? 
So we say in England, when a person shudders without 
apparent cause, tha*f^ome one is ’walhtng over his grave. 

TIL Spacious Havl. 

The disproportionate length of the Carnival 
Masquerade, together with its genera) discon- 
nection from the action of the drama, is doubtless 
answerable for the attempts that have been made, 
with considerable ingenuity’, to interpret it as an 
elaborate allegory. Thus Duatzer explains it 
in detail as an allegory of morale civicy and 
political life. For others it is an epitome of an- 
tiquity and nature in the clearer and more vivid 
southern forms nvhich she assumes in Italy, or a 
survey of the elements of society in its uniform chief 
achievements, or a survey of the course of universal 
history brought doven to the present day^ in single, 
often almost detached pictures, or a travesty of 
the Imperial Court in the typical figures of ancient 
and Italian comedy, and in characteristic forms of 
heathen mythology. 

The reader may choose his own interpretation, 
and will of course find much in support of any. 
But a carefully wrought-out allegory should 
surely be susceptible of more uniforni interpreta- 
tion. Detached groups are of course allegorical 
on the face of them. Others naturally become 
the mouthpieces for critical reflections upon life. 
But on the whole there would not seem to be 
sufficient reason to regard the entire masque as 
one connected, consistently developed allegory. 
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It is rather to be regarded ac a brilliant an(i 
varied pageant, which appeals to the eye rather 
than to the reason. If the reader tii^ds it drag 
somewhat in the reading, let him try to conjuie 
up before his mind's eye the figures and groupvS 
of the motley train, and he will admit that, pre- 
sented with the appropriate spectacular devices, 
it would not be likely to fail of its effect. 

Viewed as an integral part of the drama, it 
merely serves to exhibit the means by which 
Mephistopheles and Faust establish a foothold 
at Court. The Masquerade pursues its normal 
course as planned — by the Herald, we may 
suppose, as Master of Ceremonies — until the 
entrance of Zoilo-Thersites. Thenceforth a 
series of unrehearsed effects, due to the magic 
of Mephistopheles, are interwoven with the 
pre-arranged groups, perplexing the Herald and 
alarming the guests, and culminating in the sham 
conflagration. 

34 ;. 

IV noilcutten . 

Probably such figures were seen by Goethe in the 
Italian carnival, which possibly inherited them fron; 
ancient tradition. 

Page 35. 

PulcinelU. 

The familiar figures of popular Neapolitan comedy. 
'I'hey wore caps of white and blue with red tuft'., 
white jackets', hose, and slippers. 

Page 36. 

Parasites. 

Familiar figures of Greek, Roman, and Italian 
comedy. 

Page 38. 

Tht Nocturnal and Charnel-house poets. 
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Goethe satirizes^ or rather proposes to satirize — for 
we have here an undeveloped note — the contemporary 
school of writers, notably French and English, who 
thought to provoke the jaded appetite by dishing up 
the horrible. He may be allowed to supply the com- 
ment in his own words: — 

» <1 

Writers are now beRinning to declare the representation of 
noble thoughts and deeds wearisome, and to experiment in 
the treatment of all sorts of abominations. Devils, Witches, 
and Vampires take the place of the beautififl contents of Greek 
Mythology, and Tricksters and Galley-slaves elbow out the 
sublime heroes of Antajuity. 

L’age 38. 

The Graces » 

Hesiod names three Graces, Aglaia^ splendour, 
Thalia^ good-fortune, and Euphr osyne^ chccrlulness, 
For Tfialta, familiar also as the name of a Muse. 
Goethe substitutes Hegtmoney leaderess, one of the two 
Graces leverenced by the Athenians, the other being 
Auxoy growth. Seneca says ; Some think that it is one 
Grace that bestows a benefit^ a second that receives //, and a 
third that repays tt. 


Pagu 39. 


The Fates, 


Tlie Farcae or Tatts, like the Graces, wei*e three in 
number ; Cloiho^ the spinner, holds the distaff; Lachesis^ 
the assigner of lots, guides the thread ; Atropos^ she 
that is not to be turned, slits the thm-spun life with her 
shears. Atropos and Clotho have interchanged roles 
tor the nonce. 


Page 41. 

The Furies, 

These are also three in number, Alecto, the irrecon- 
cilable, Megaera, the malignant, and Tisiphone^ the 
avenger ot bloodshed. They are grey hags, with 
bloodshot eyes and snaky locks, who haunt the steps of 
the blood-guilty. But they appear disguised, in 
deference to the season, as coaxing jpusstes^ pretty y young, 
and tricksy. They describe themselves as the provokers 
of discord between man and woman, of jealousy and 
estrarlgetnent, and as avengers of breach of faith. 



350 

Page 42. 


Goethe’s Faust 


<1 

Asmodeus^ trusty Jiend. 

For Asmodeus, the demon of discord, Tobit, iii 
8 , in the Apocrypha. Cf. also page 112. 

Page 45. 

Zotlo- ThersiUi . 

Zotlus, an Homeric critic ol the third century, whose 
name has become a by-word for an ignorant critic. 
Thersites^ the scurrilous, mis-shapen buffoon of the 
Iliad. The double divarfish ihtn^ is. as appears in the 
sequel, the first of the uniehearsped etfects due to 
Mephisto’s magic. Beneath the stroke of the Herald’s 
truncheon he is tianalormed into the blind bat and the 
venomous adder. 

Page 46. 

— ath'wart the throng a tflendid 
FouT’^oieJ chut hi comes 

The new group, as appears frtmi the Herald''- per- 
plexity, is another creation of Mephistopheles’ maj>ic, 
Flutus^ the ^0^ ‘reWM, enters in regal state, charioted 
by dragons. Poetry is the charioteer. Upon the 
chariot is borne a treasure -coder, whereon .squats the 
emaciated figure of Avarice. The interpietatuin of the 
allegory msy be lelt to the reader’s ingenuity. 

It may be remarked here, what does nr<t appeal irom 
the play itself, but is gathered from Goethe’s i.ouvcrsa- 
thns ’With Echrmann, tha** the personage of Piutus^ 
is supposed to be sustained by Faust himself, and that 
of Avarice by Mephistopheles. 

The relationship here poitrayed between Plutus and 
the Boy-Charioteer, between Wealth and Poetry, hears 
so close a resemblance to that exi>ting between the 
Grand Duke of Weimar and Goethe himself, that we 
can scarcely be mistaken in supposing that Goethe here 
paid a tribute to his princely patron and fiiend. 

Page 52. 

ith dragons be the dragon greedy, 

Avariee, cowering upon the treasure-chest, is identi- 
fied with the treasure-guarding dragon of traditional 
lore. 
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i’ag' S7- 

The ’wild-folk come^ they come pell-mell^ 

From mountatn- height and ivoodland-~delL 

With the entrance of the wild-folk, Fauns, Satyrs, 
Gnomes, Giants, Nymphs, together with the god Pan, 
the Mask resumes Ki orderly course. 

Page 57. 

They knotju -wJuti no man else doth guess, 

t.e. that the personage of the great god Pan is 
sustained by the Emperor himself. 

I 59. 

The^ IVtldivood-m -•>. 

The figures here described are familiar figures in 
heraldry, where they often appear as the supporters of 
escutcheons. 

Page 60. 

And underneath the vaulted blue 
lie still hath kept him -wakeful too. 

The Nymphs are grateful to Pan for not putting a 
term to their sports by falling asleep, for when Pan 
sleeps, all Nature sleeps with him. The allusion a few 
lines below is of course to pantc l*ear», 

» 

Page 63. 

Already through the Wood aspire 
The pointed tongues of lambent fire. 

The Wood is a scenic wood. 

By the contrivance of Mtphistopheles the masque 
ends dramatically in a seeming universal conflagration. 
Goethe had in mind two histoir.al instances of the 
disastrous termination of festivities by fire. In his 
youth he had read in Abelin’s chronicles an account of 
a similar occurrence at a masquerade at the court of 
King Charles VI. of France, when the tow and pitch 
in the king’sS masking-costume caught fire, and four 
gentlemen who sought to save him were burned to 
death. There was adso present to his mind a contem- 
porary occurrence, the conflagration at the ball of 
Prince Schwarzenberg at Paris in 1810, at which the 
Emperor Napoleon was present. 

False firt plays a frequent r6le in the first Faust-book. 
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Thus Faust visits the Court of the Emperor Soliman 
at Constantinople and plays sundry pranks upon him ; 
amongst others this : — 

There went great streams of fire round about in the Turkish 
Emperor's hall, so that each and all ran up to quench it. 

Again when Faust visits Hell, - » 

for as fiercely as it burnt, he felt neither heat nor burning, but 
only a gentle breeze, as in May or springtide. 

IV. Pleasaunce. 

The kernel of this scene is the fulfilment of 
Mephistopheles’ promise to furnish the Empjror 
with money. The . arch-schemer hits already 
painted a vivid picture of the countless wealth 
that lies buried within the Empire. lie crowns 
his scheme by devising means whereby this may 
be turned to account without the actual labour 
of digjn’ng it, to wit, by the issue of a paper- 
currency. Sound finance requires that such a 
currency should be based upon a supply of 
bullion or specie approximately equal to the 
face^value* of the notes. What matter, argues 
Mcphistopheles, whether this security repose in 
the vaults of the Imperial Treasure-house or 
beneath the soil of the Empire? The Emperor 
has allowed himself during the giddy whirl of 
the Masquerade to be persuaded into sanctioning 
the issue with his signature, and when he fully 
realises what he has done, the notes are already 
issued and beyond recall. He is, however, 
easily reconciled to the step by the temporary 
appearance of prosperity created by the scheme. 

The scheme has prototypes in the French 
Mississippi scheme of John Law and in the 
issue of assignats by the French Republican 
Government in 1790, which depreciated to such 
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an extent that ‘six years later 24 francs in gold 
would purchase 7200 francs in assignats \ Our 
own South Sea Bubble occurs to ^the mind as 
another parallel. 

Page 68. o > 

No’w is the Alphabet indeed redundant; 

Rack in this si^n is blessed ’with bltss abundant. 

The letters composing the Emperor’s name are all 
that people will care about. The second line is an 
allusion to the inscription upon the cross that appeared 
to tiie Emperor Constantine: in hoe ^igno vinces. 


V. Gloomy Gallery. 'Faust’s Journey to 
the Mothers. 

What are the Mothers ^ the dread powers 
whom Faust must visit if he would summon 
Helen from the world of shades ? Eckermann 
put this question to Goethe himself on an 
occasion when the poet read through the scene 
in his presence. ‘‘But he (Goethe) veiled 
himself in mystery, looking upon me with wide- 
open eyes, and repeating to me the words : 
7 'he Mothers ! Mothers ! nay^ it sounds so •weird! 
‘ I can reveal nothing further to you,’ he said 
thereupon, ‘than that I found in Plutarch that 
Mothers are spoken of in Greek antiquity as 
deities ! The reference is to Plutarch’s Life 
of Marcellus, chapter xx., where it is related that 
the little antique town of Engyion in Sicily was 
famous for the worship of strange goddesses 
known as the Mothers, Nicias, a prominent 
citizen, who sought to turn the town from its 
Carthaginian bias to the interests of Rome was 
to have been delivered up to the Carthaginians 
as a traitor. But he feigned madness, cr)dng 
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out that the Mothers were puf suing him, and 
none dared lay hand on him, so that he escaped. 

This passage furnishes nothing more than the 
name Mothers, as associated with sentiments of 
awe. Another passage in Plutarch : Concerning 
the Cessation of Oracles, seems to have contributed 
to Goethe^s conception. It runs as follows: — 

There are 183 worlds, which are ordered in the form of a tri- 
angle; each side contains 60 worlds, the remaining 3 stand 
at the angles ; in this order they touch each other softly, and 
go ever about as if in a dance. The plane witl-nn the triangle 
15 to be regarded as a common hearth, and is known as the t ir-ld 
of Truth. Upon it lie motionless the l^rinciples, the f'onns, 
and the Archetypes of all thirfgs that have ever been or yet 
shall be. These are surrolinded by Eternity, from which Time 
overflows into the world as an effluence. 

It is impossible to overlook the further influ- 
ence on Goethe’s myth of the Platonic Theory 
of Ideas, which indeed evidently lies at the root 
of Plutarch’s account of the Field of Truth. 
We cannot attempt here anything like a com- 
plete exposition ot this doctrine ; we must con- 
tent ourselves with a brief quotation from the 
Timaeus ; — 

There is first the unchanging idea, unhegotten and unperish- 
able, neithei receiving a'lght into it.'ielf from witliout, nor it:>elf 
entering into aught else, invisible, nor in any wise perceptible — 
even that whereof the coniemplatiou belongs tu thought 
Second is thar which is named after it and is like to it, sensible 
created, ever in motion, coming to be in a certain place and 
again from thence perishing, apprehensible by opinion with sen- 
sation (.Archer-Hind's Translation). 

With these clues we may venture upon some 
general interpretation of Goethe’s myth, bearing 
ever in mind that the essence of imaginative 
poetry lies in a suggestive vagueness, which leaves 
scope for the play of fancy of the individual 
reader, and therefore essaying not to drag forth 
completely from the mystic shadow of fantasy 
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what Goethe himself playfully refused to subject 
to the harsh light of reason. 

The unexplored solitude^ where is neither place 
nor //W, the ever-empty Far, where the eye can 
discern nothing nu’# the foot iind a resting-place, 
the unfettered Realm of Form, would seem to be 
the Domain of Mind, the Sphere of the Ideal ; 
the Mothers are perhaps the creative powers of 
the imagination ; the phantom-drift, the •wraiths, 
the forms of all things that he, the lifeless images 
rf life, are the ivleas. the eternal archetypes, 
which, embodied, apporlloned to the rope of day, 
the gracious course of life embraces ; but which, 
before and after their embodiment, abide in the 
Domain of Mind; and these the hold •wi%ard, the 
se< ker after the ideal, seeketh in their place. To 
Mcphistopheles, the Spirit of Denial, the con- 
sistent rhaterialist, this realm of the ideal is a 
•void ; to FauvSt, the stnvcr after the ideal, the 
yearning vSpint that finds no resting-place, no 
abiding siti faction in this world of pl?enomena. 
the ideal world is, as to Plato, the only real. 
In ihx Naught, he says to Mephistopheles, 1 
trust to find the NIL 

Page 74. 

K.ill-crop d’warfs. 

Kill-crop, German Ktelkrt,pj\ aii insatiate brat, 
popularly supposed to be a fairy ch.mgeling substituted 
for the geiuiine child (New English Dictionary} 

VI. Baronial Hall, dimly lighted. The 
Conjuration of Helen. 

There are in the Faust-book two instances of 
the conjuring up cf the spirits of the dead. At 
the Court of the Emperor Charles the Fifth 
Faust calls up for the delectation of the 
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Emperor the spirits of Alexander the Great and 
his consort, or rather other “pjimcval '’ spirits 
invested with their likeness. On another 
occasion he gratifies a boon company of students 
with the vision of Helen* of Troy. The 
dramatic climax to the incident does not occur 
in the Faust-book. Goethe may have iound :t 
in Hans Sachs, or in V Enchanteur Faustiis oi 
the Frenchman Hamilton, or. more probably in 
both. In Hans Sdchs’s Marvellous Vision oj 
the Emperor Maximilian of vjor shipful memory 
sho*u>n h\ a Necromavcerl the Emp-eror is shown 
the spirits of Helen, of Hector, and of his own 
dead consort, Maria. Canied away by love he 
seeks to embrace the latter, whcreuj'on the 
spirit vanished full svuiftly from the circle ^ vjith a 
din and a smohe and a loud tumult ,,, so that 
the Emperor started zuith terror. In Hamilton's 
story Faust calls up a series of famous beauties 
at the Court of Queen Elizabeth of Enpland. 
The last Is the Fair Rosamund, and when the 
Queen rushes towards her with oj^en arms the 
scene comes to a sudden end amid tliunder, 
lightning, and smoke, in the midst of which 
Faust sprawls on his back hhe a zaild hoar. 

With sure dramatic instinct Goethe has, by 
the introduction of Paris, converted the tame 
exhibition of a picture into a lively little action, 
and provided it with an appropriate background 
in the Grecian temple. 

Page 85. 

Impcjsihlef thtrefore most crediUe 

Cf. Sir Thomas Browne, Religio Media: 1 can answer 
all the objections of Satan, and my rebellious reason 
with that odd resolution I learned of Tertullian, 
Cerium est^ quia impouibilt ttt 



Notes to Part II 357 

Page 89, » 

The goodly form that ent my bosom captureOy 
yie tn the magic-glass enraptured. 

See Faust ^ part i., The Witch's Kitchen (page II4). 

Page 90, 

A pictuf-e^! Luna and Endymion ! 

n he grouping is indeed that of Luna and Endymion 
in Sebastian ConcaS pictuie, of which Goethe possessed 
an engraving. ^ 

Page 93. 

~3-the doubli empire, 

t.e. the union of the Ideal with the Real, of Poetry 
with Life 

ACT II. 

TliC germs of the Hclen-episodes, which 
occupy the second and third acts of the 
drai'.'a, are to be found in two brief incidents 
in ti’c Faust-book — the evocation of the shade 
of Helen and the union of Faust with Helen. 
In the Faust-book there is no hint of any 
connection between the two incidents, Goethe 
links them together and imparts to them a 
symbolical significance. In the interpretation of 
this symbolism there is, as usual, a wide field 
for individual conjecture. It may be broadly 
ex]>Oundcd as follows : — 

Faust symbolizes medieval Europe, groping 
blindly after higher ideals. Such an ideal — that 
of the Beautiful — it finds in Greek art, typified 
in Helen. From its first glimpse of this, 
e^ oked as an insubstantial shad© by the power 
of the imagination, it cannot rest until it has 
entered into full possession of it. It is paralysed ; 
its material life is in the present, its intellectual 
life in the past. But the soul of the past, of 
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Classical Antiquity, can only 6e revived and 
wedded to the present, the medieval spirit, as 
the result of patient research, and not by any 
single, impassioned act of the imagination. 
Creative genius, the idealist Faust, can alone 
breathe into the dry bones of the past the spirit 
of life, yet must itself be dependent upon the 
labours of plodding scholarship, of dry-as-dust 
Wagners, for the dead dust which it is to 
re-vivify. As Schrocr well says : “ A poor 
creature like Wagner might easily province a 
Greek Grammar or Lejcicori which would open 
to a Faust a world 6f beauty.*’ 

It is from Wagner’s Laboratory, then, that 
Homunculus proceeds, under whose guidance 
Faust visits the departed world of Greek 
mythology and poetry, and wins Helen, the 
incarnation of its highest beauty, to return with 
him to the light of day. 

L High- Vaulted, Narrow Gothic Chamui-r, 

FORMERLY F'aUST’s. 

Page 96. 

Crickets f chafers^ and mot /is out, 

Mephistopheles is the “lord ot the flies.” See 
part i., note to page 71. 

Page 97. 

Mver ’wkere life thus rots and moulders 
Are maggots bred. 

The poet plays upon the two meanings of the 

German Grillen — crickets and crotchets, 

* 

Page 97. 

Famulus. 

Not Wagner, of course, but Wagneds famulus, now 
that Wagner is himself professor. For famulus see 
Faust, part i., note to page 31, 
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Page 98. 

Oremus» 

i.e. L;t I It is a charm against evil, like the 

sign of the ci oss. 

Page 100. ^ , 

There hehii\d me stirs a guest •u^ell-hno’wn, 

I’he Baccalaut Lus ^ Bachelor of Arts, is the artless"^ 
student of part i. ; the seeds implanted in his mind by 
Mcphistopiieles have, as in the case of the old fur- 
cloak, also brought foith after their kind. 

Page 100. 

a^simpl^ lejan. 

The (jerman word is Fwhs^ if University Freshman. 
Bejan^ from French hec jaune^ i.e, yellow htll^ Jledgeltngy 
is similarly U'^cd in the Scotch Universities, 

Page 101. 

You leuk (jutte resolute^ quite •valiant, but — 

Bray d^nt go home quite absolute. 

'I'he plsy upon resolute and absolute is not quite 
obvious. You have gradually parted company with 
your hair.” says Mephistcpheles in eflect, “as also 
with traditional learning, thereby acquirmg a very 
aggressive demeanour in body and mind. But have 3 
care ! The one course leads to baldnes.s as sui ely as the 
other to complete absolutism in philosophy.” 

Page 103. 

Experience/ Froth and am alone ^ 

With mind not equal-born. 

The Baccalaurt'us pins his faith to Transcendental 
Idealism, the Kantian philosophy as modified by 
Fichte, who taught m Jena, in the neighbourhood 
of Wuimar, from' 1794 to 1799. 'I’his was a period 
of brilliant philosophical speculation and ^t first of 
intense populaiity and profound influence with the 
students. His relations with the students were later 
overclouded by misunderstandings, and certain of hU 
speculations led to charges of atheism being brought 
against him. At the instance of the Weimar govern- 
ment he was visited with censure by the University 
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Senate, and retorted by resigning^ his professorship. 
In his conflict with the Weimar authorities Goethe 
took side against him. Goethe’s attitude was dic- 
tated chiefly by political considerations, though the 
concrete turn of his own mind was such as little to 
dispose him to sympathy wi|h abstract thinking. 
He had, however, followed Fichte's speculations witii 
interest, and had not denied the philosopher the triiiute 
of his admiration. 

The system of philosophy of which the Baccalaureu.s 
has become a disciple seeks to reconcile the oppo.sition 
between Ego and non-Ego, subject and object, nimd 
and matter, thought and being, to reduce them for the 
purposes of philosophical speculation to one term. 
This term it finds in* the Ego, the thinking being, ol 
which alone we have intuitive consciousness. For ♦^he 
Ego the world only exists in so far as he thinks it, 
and accordingly to become philosophy science must 
shift its ground, and examine the facts of experience 
as facta ol •elf'-consciousness. It thus becomes the aim 
of Fichte's philosophy to construct the whole com- 
mon consciousness of all rational beings . . . with 
pure a priori evidence, )U8t as geometry constructs 
with pure a priori evidence the gmeial modes of 
limitation of space by ail rational beings." 

The system of philosophy here imperlectly ex- 
pounded recommends itself to the Baccalaureus by 
two doctrines which he thinks, quite mistakenly ol 
course, that it inculcates ; the worthlessness of ex- 
perience, and the doctrine that the sensible world is 
the creation of the Ego. The first furnisher him with 
a royal road to learning and leads to his contempt of 
age, the second tickles his overweening vanity. He 
expounds the latter doctrine himself in a later passage 
(see page 104), whose very grandiloquence serves to 
emphasise the folly of his presumptuous claims. 

The nature of the error into which the Bacca- 
laureus *£aUs may perhaps be best understood by 
reference to the analogy quoted abo\e Irom Fichte 
himself between hU Philosophy and geometrical 
science. The geometer weuld fall into similar errors 
who should think, because the abstractions with 
which lie deals have no objective existence, that there- 
fore he might have arrived at them independently of 
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all conciete exp'i^rience, and because he has deduced 
a priori irom a minimum of assumptions the Laws 
wl ich govern relationship in space, that therefore he 
has ordained them. 

How foreign to Fichte’s own intentions was this 
interpretation may ^readily be seen in passages in 
which he seeks to guard against such perversion of 
his meaning. “I declare,” he wiites, “the very 
innermost spirit and soul of my yhilosophy to be. 
that man has nothing beyond experience, and that 
lie obtains all that he has from experience, from life 
only. All his thinking, whether vague or scientific, 
whether popular or transcendental, proceeds from ex- 
perience and concerns nothing but experience.” And 
again he asj.eifs that the jidiilo^ophical construction of 
tile world of experience is not to be confused with the 
world of ex}>i lienee itself. If in the development of 
the neressaiy conditions of self-consciousness it is 
shown how the notion of a non-Ego arises — if feeling 
.ukI representation are deduced — it is not to be sup- 
posed that by such process of deduction these as facts 
of experience are produce. 

It should he said that according- to a conversation 
repotted by Eckeimann, Goethe himself denied that 
the scene wifli the liaccalaiireus was a travesty of 
Idealistic Philosophy. “ We conversed^* he says, 

‘ * tsluui the figure of the Baccalaureus, ‘ Does he not stand 
for a Lertain lIjss of Idealist Philosopher?^ said 1 . * iVo,* 

said G^iethe, ‘ m him is persouifed the presumption ’which is 
in patlLuiar chaiatterii^ic of i^outh, of trhich we had such 
liriLin^ examples in the Jini year: after uur War of 
Liberation, I\loy covet , every one tkiris in his youth that the 
•world IS really only be finning with ht.r, end that everything 
real/i/ exists only for his sake,*^^ It io difficult to think, 
in spite of this disclaimer, that Goethe had not in 
mind the disciples of Fichte when he wrote this 
passage. They were also the butt of other con- 
temporary satire, and Goethe had already aimed a 
shaft at Fichtean philosophy in the first part of the 
Faust (page 206). 

Page 104. 

’ Twere best to knock you on the head right early. 

Something like this dictum is quoted from the 
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writings of Fichte, but with a partitular, not as here 
a general application. 

Page 105, 

Cramping thoughts Philistiau, 

Phil'tsiian has here much the same sense as it lias 
acquired in English since its introfi> 5 ction by Matthew 
Arnold. It is originally a term of contempt bestowed 
by the German students upon the non-academic woild. 

II. Laboratory. The Creation of 
Homunculus. 

Medieval speculation busiyd itself with the 
artificial production of Homunculi^ manikins, for 
which Paracelsus (1493-1541) gives a recipe 
in his treatise : De generat'ione reruin. The in- 
gredients are to be putrefied until he becomes quick 
and moves and stirs* /Ifter such time he 'ludl in 
a certain measure resemble a man^ but voill be 
transparent^ nvithout body. Such Homunculi are 
creatures of wondrous knowledge, and equal to 
the elemental spirits in powers and deeds, for 
they acquire their life through art, n.vhtrefore art 
is incorporate and innate in them. Reference 
is made to Homunculi in Tristram Shandy, 
chapter ii. 

With the traditional conception of Homunculi, 
Goethe has blended that of the botde-inip, 
which appears in the Diahle loiteux of Le Sage, 
and has suggested the name of the scientific toy 
known as the Cartesian devil. 

It is doubtless more than a coincidence that a 
whimsical contemporary of Goethe, one J, J. 
IVagner^ professor at Wurzburg, in one of his 
works, wrote as follows : — 

Theret is still an experimnnt tq fbe made which will not suc- 
ceed for a lohg time, to wit, to cause two Voltaic piles of 
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contrary kind to w*rk upon one point. Should the experiment 
succeed, the result ■will be an organic product, for life is 
everywhere, it needs but to be awakened. 

A consistent interpretation of the symbolical , 
significance of Homunculus is scarcely to be 
found, and was, probably never intended. For 
Diintzer he represents the soul of Faust in its 
striving after the highest ideal of beauty ; for 
Schroer he is the humanistic* movement, the 
revived interest in Greek literature of the 
Renascence of Letters ; again he is the pure 
abstract human mind^ ‘without sense-organs, and 
anterior to all experteixe. Von Loeper would 
have us content ourselves with the Jiciion modelled 
by the poet Uj^on the old fable, ‘ivhich in individualisa- 
tion is second to none of the personages of the dr^ma. 
It is likely that this latter view coincides with 
Goethe’s original intention, and that various 
and even conflicting symbolical significations 
wove themselves into it both consciously and 
unconsciously in the course of its elaboration. 

From the Conversations nuith Eciermann wC' 
gather, what, as Goethe himself felt, is not over 
evident from the poem itself, that the final suc- 
cess of Wagner’s experiment is due to the 
co-operation of Mephistophcles, voho comes, at a 
most timely moment, his lutk to hasten. Such 
apparently was not Goethe’s original intention. 

Page 107. 

man^ a crystallised man, 

A crystallisld man is presumably what English slang 
calls a fossil, and is probably a sly hit at Wagner 
himself. 

Page X08. , T - 

IVhat thee, thou Rogue, Sir Cousin, here 1 

“ Mor€0‘ver he calls htm cousin; for such spiritual botngs 
(as Homunculus) •who are not yet darkened ana cramped by 
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becoming men out and out rvtre eounted i^n^ng t/u Jem^ns, 
tvhence a sort of kinship betnueen the tivo^' (Goctlie to 
Eckermann). 

Page IC9. 

Fair-encompasicd ! Limpid nvaicrs^ etc. 

Homunculus, as an unembotlied* spirir., is able to 
read in Faust’s mind, and proceeds to dehcrif)e the 
dream in which he is ahvorbed. It is of the visit of 
Zeus to Leda, to which Helen ow^ed het being. 

Page 1 ?o. 

T'hy birth nvas in the misty 

'I'he v.vaste if priesthood and oj chivalry. 

The conception ol' th^ Devil was unknown to the 
Greeks. Medieval superstition clothed the shadowy 
Spirit of Evil of the Scriptures with the attributes ol 
various heathen deities, lesulting in the ]K)pulai con- 
ception of the Devil with horns, tail, cloven hoof, etc. 
See also part i., notes to pages 99 and 1 17. 

Page HI. 

Lhe tvarrlor bid unto the f^ht^ 

Leaa thou the maid to triad a measure. 

t.e. take everyone to the goal of his longing. Faust 
will be in hiaaelement in ancient Greece. 

Page III. 

Classical Walpurgii-Night and Pharsalus 

See note at beginning of next scene. 

Page 112. 

Asmodeus. 

See note to page 42. 

Page 113. 

For Thessalian vuitches set note at beginning oi next 
scene. 

Page 1x3. 

the dot upon the /. 

t.e. the finishing touch, which is, for Homunculus 
corporeal existence, full human life. 
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III. Classical Walpurgis-Night. 

To win Helen, i.e. to attain to the Ideal of 
Beauty, the crowning achievement of the Greek 
spirit, Faust nli^st pass step by step through the 
succebsive phases of which this is the ultimate 
fruit, he must re-live the evolution of Greek art. 
How is this mental process to be translated into 
sensible symbols ? By carrying him on a visit 
to the phantom Greek world, the legions of 
Hellenic myth, This^ suggest^ a parallel to the 
Walpurgis-Night of part i., the gathering of 
witches and demons of medieval superstition. 
Thus arises the conception of a classical Wal- 
purgis-Night. But what would be a fitting 
occasion for such a gathering \ Phantom- 
battles, in which the ghosts of slain warriors 
light over again the old battle every year as its 
anniversary recurs, are common alike to classic 
and Germanic folk-lore. Thus, according to 
Pausanias, the shock of conflict and the neigh- 
ing of horses are heard yearly upon the battle- 
field of Marathon on the anniversary of the Greek 
Victory over the Persians. Goethe accordingly 
selects for the Classical Walpurgis-Night the 
anniversary of a great banie which proved a 
turning point in the history of the world, the 
battle of Pharsalus, where Caesar met and van- 
quished his great rival Pompey, where the 
Roman Republic passed into the Roman 
Empire. On the Pharsalian plains the old 
order came to a violent end ; it might well be 
assumed that there the phantom of the whole 
antique world “ revisited the glimpses of the 
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moon ! ’’ But for other reasons too the locality 
lent itself to Goethe’s grandiose conception. It 
was at Pydna, actually in Macedonia, but near 
the Tliessalian frontier, that another decisive 
battle had been fought (i68^b.c.), when the 
Roman Aemilius Paulus crushed the Macedonian 
King Perseus, whereby Macedonia became a 
Roman province. Nor were the mythical 
associations less favourable than the historical. 
Thessaly was the cradle of* ancient Greek 
mythology. Here was Olympus, the scat of 
the gods; the Temple of* ApOllo ; the veil of 
Tempe ; here the giants had assailed the gods 
in their citadel — the rugged rock-strewn coun- 
try still boie witness to the Titanic strife; and 
here the centaurs had burst in, unruly and un- 
bidden guests, at the espousals of Pirithous. 
The association of Thessaly w’th witches adds 
a further justification to its choice as the scene 
of the classical counterpart of the Witches’ 
Saturnalia 0 / part i. 

Sconically the Classical Walpurgis-Night frdls 
into four parts. It opens in the P/jursuHi/.i 
plainsj which Goethe imagines by error or by 
licence as lying along the upper course of the 
Peneus, whereas they really lie along the A]3i- 
danus. The scene then shifts to tlie Luih of 
the Peneus^ and follows Faust down.sne.im in 
his ride on the Centaur back to tlie Tanple of 
Apollo on Olympus. Thereafter it returns to the 
Upper Peneus, and lastly shifts again to the 
disemboguement of the Peneus in the Aegean 
Sea. 

The Classical Walpurgis-Night may be 
regarded as a fantasia upon tiie theme of 
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evolution, wHich ia treated in a threefold 
variation : the evolution of the artistic sense of 
hctiutyy portrayed in the course of Greek Art ; 
the evolution of the surface of the habitable earth, 
portrayed in the controversy between Vulcanists 
and Neptunists ’(^ee page 574); and the evolu^ 
tion of man, portrayed in Honaunculus’ strivings 
after corporeal existence. Indeed, if we accept 
Klintzcrs ingenious interpretation of the Kabiri 
(slc page ),’we shall Iiave a fourth variation 
upon the same theme, the evolution of religions. 

The action of, the Classical Walpurgis-Night 
falls into three parts ; Faust’s quest of the ideal 
of beauty, wliich terminates at the end oF the 
second scenic division with his descent into 
Hades through the Temple of Apollo ; 
Mephistophelcs’ quest of the ideal of ugliness, 
which terminates at the end of the third scenic 
division with his assumption of the form of 
i Phorkyad ; and Plomunculus’ quest of exist- 
ence, which terminates at the end of the fourth 
scenic division with the shattering of’ his bottle 
at the feet of Galatea, and his entrance upon a 
course of evolution. 

Mephistopheles appears again, still in the guise 
of a Phorkyad, in the llrst scene ot the third 
act, Faust in the second scene of that act, 
Homunculus disappears from the drama. 

i. Phav*aiiaii Plains. 

Page 1 1 4. 

Ert htho. 

kriJiiho was a The^s..lian witch whom Pompey’s 
bon consults in LucanV Pharsalia concerning the^ issue 
of the battle. Her speech is cast in the tragic tri- 
meter. 
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Page 114. 

I'et not so loathsome as the pestilent poets mi 
Surcharging slander. 

T he pestilent poets are Lucan himself, who paints 
Erichtho in very grisly colours, and Ovid, who styles 

Jurialis, ^ , 

Pag? 1 1 5. 

H'^iv Freedom's graejious thousand-hUssomed n r -ath is torn. 
The unyielding laurel hent around the ruler's broiv. 

El ichtho identifies Pompey’s ca'iise, in reality the 
cause of the Senate and the aristocratical oligarchy, 
with the cause of freedom. Mephistopheles (page 
112^ takes a less biased vieW'. The ruler is of course 
Caesar. 

Page 1 1 5. 

He-e of his early greatness* hlossomit g Mu'^nus d* earned; 
Thrcy hanging o'er the tremulous balance^ Cursur ivatthed. 

Following Lucan, Goethe calls Pomj.ey by his sur- 
name Magnus. The same author relates tJiat on the 
eve of the battle Pompey dreamed that the people 
hailed him with plaudits in the theatre he himself 
had built, as on the occasion of his first triumph, 
wliereas Caesar's anxiety concerning the issue xotbade 
him to sleep. 

Page 1 1 6. 

As nahen through the •windo’tv old 1 
Gazed on northern dread and gloom, 

So Wodan in German mythology looks out up(«n 
the earth through a window (aee note to page i 10). 

Homunculus Is repelled and Mephistopheles at- 
tracted by the earliest representatives of Greek 
mythology, the monstrous creations. 

Page 117. 

Is it the glebe not^ her that bare, eU. 

Thessaly is not Helen’s birthplace, but at least it 
is Greece. 
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p<);e iiX. * 

^0 stand I like Antaeus djuniirss-hearteJ, 

A/itaeusj the L’hyan giant, who won new stninjrrh 
fujiTi contact witn mother Earth, as Faust Irom the 
touch oi G reel in soil. 

Page 118. * * 

The spLiitxes unabashed^ the gi ijjins shameltis. 

The sphinxes have a woman’s head, a J ion’s body 
and a dragon’s tail and wings; the griffins a lion’s 
body, an eagle’s 'head and wings. These laiitastic 
hybrids, the one of Assyrian and Egyptian, the otlier 
ct oriental origin, rt?present the earlie.st stages of crea- 
tive art, ivhicli soifght Its ideals in a combination of 
‘uch he'-tial attributes of Strength and ferocity as 
impressed early Immanity with a sense ot its inferiority. 
The huiTian element already appears in the sphinxes, 
aud the sirens and centaurs, the earliest creations of 
Greek art proper, though still semi-bestial concep- 
tions, show tile dawn of a striving after the 
idealisation of purely human qualities. I'hc river- 
nymphs, who, though not human, are conceived in 
pu''ely human form, appropriately lead Faust’s thoughts 
back again to his dream of Helen, the ideal of womanly 
beauty, Helen herself does not appeal ip the Classical 
M'alpurgis-Night. 

I'he most bestial of the antique creations are those 
that first attract the attention of Mephistopheles. But 
he is ill-contented with them. He is the demon ot 
ob.scenity, and they, though nrked, are unconscious of 
their nakedness. They are nnked but not ashamed. 

Page 118 

Hail ! pi fair ’women / Hail ! ye sapient grizzles / 

Ye fair womens i.e. the sphinxes. Griffins Mephisto- 
pheies maliciously perverts into grizzles (German 
Cre feti, Grehen), The griffins resent the misnomer on 
etymological grounds; the letters have evil associa- 
tions. "1 o Mephistopheles’ retort that Gnjfins has no 
advantage over grizzles in that respect, they reply by 
claiming that Greijen^ griffins, has no connection with 
that objectionable family, but is next cousin to ^reifen. 



370 


Goethe’s Faust 


to grip, a very different matter. The passage is a not 
very relevant satire upon the wild speculations of eaily 
etymologists. 

Page 1 19. 

Antj of the colossal species^ Ar:masptans . 

Herodotus (iv. 27) has a story of inVs as big as dogs 
who dig out in the course of their excivatioij>< the 
gold-saiid, which the Indians collect and carry off He 
has a fuither story* of the Arimaspians, a one-eyed 
race of Scythians, who are at feud with the griffins 
over the gold of which the latter are‘the guardians. 


Page 120. 


J^e did. they ste 
V the old stage-p!av as Old Iniquity. 


I'he Vice or Iniquity was a familiar character in the 
old English Moralities, where, however, he is not 
identical with the Devil, but accompanies him, beating 
him with dagger of lath in his rage and his w rath ; 
see Shake speare, Tn.vrlJthNtght., 'vi* 1 ; Richard the Third, 
iii. I. Ben Jonson has vetus Jmquiias, Old Iniquity, 
in the prologue to “ The Dentil is an Ass." 

7 'he purpose of Mephistophelcs’ evasive answer U 
presumably to preserve his incognito. 


Page 110. * 

Some riddle^ some chara.te at least propose 

The riddle propounded to Oedipus by tin Theban 
spliinv is well known. The an-^wer to the ridJie here 
proposed is, of course, the Devils 


Page 123. 

Bfort the like Ulysses in hempen bonds hath striven. 

It will be remembered how Ulysses {Odyssey xi\.) 
had himf-elf bound to the mast by his comrades, jTter 
having stopped their ears with wax, in order that he 
might not yield to the seductive song of the sirens. 


Page 124. 

Hercules slenst the latest of our nation, 

Hercules purged the earth of monsters, e.g. the giant 
Antaeus (page 1 18), the Stymphalides (page 1*5), the 
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Lernaean Hydra (page 125), etc. That he slew the 
sphinxes is an invention of Goethe’s. 

Page 1 24. 

Chiron might give thee injormatioti^ 

Chirony the wisfipentaur, son of Chronos andPhilyra, 
and teacher of the Giecian heroes, notably of Achilles, 
HeKule-. and Jason. 

Page 124. 

With^us "when Ulysses tarried. 

The Siiens are of course fabling. See note to page 
113 - 

Page 126. * 

rhe Lamtae., rare ’wanton lasses. 

Lamiay the daughter of Bclos and Libya, was loved 
of Zeus. Her child was slain by the jealous Juno, 
whence she became a child-stealing spectre. . In 
Philostratus’ “ Life of Appollonius” Lamiae are men- 
tioned as lewd spectres that thirst for the blood of 
young men. Apuleius identifies them with Thessalian 
witches They then, rather than the dignified Erich- 
tho, are doubtless the Thessalian -witches hinttdi at by 
Homunculus (page 113). The witches, it will be 
remembered from part i., are the devil’s lemans. 

Page 126. 

And heed but how -we lie — controller 
Ordained are tve of lunar day and solar. 

The sphinxes, ranged in lorsg rows at the entrances 
of Egyptian temples and beside tlie pyramids, as well 
as the pyramids themselves, have frequently been 
supposed to have an astronomical significance In 
Creuzer's Symboliky a work known to Goethe, the 
sphinxes with their form, a hybrid between a lion 
and a virgin^ are conjectured to represent symbolically 
the summer-solstice, when the sun is between Leo and 
Firgo. So far back as Pliny it was suspected that 
they played a part in the measurement of the risings 
of the Nile. 
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li. Peneus surrounded by Waters aisd Nymphs. 

Page 126. 

Me the sultry air doth ivaken^ ' 

Stranae all-searching thrill hath shaken 
From my sleep and cradling stream. 

These are the premonitory sign.* of an earthquake, 
which does not follow until the beginning of the next 
scene. Peneus it here the river-god. 

Page 127. 

Such bliss nvas once bejore thy share. 

i.e. in his dream (page 109;, which is here enacted 
again before his waking eyes, though Leda, the lofty 
quan, is this time not upon the scene. 

Page 130. 

./is Mentor none., 

Not Pallas^ self is to be gratuiatcJ, 

The goddess Pallas accompanies 'Pelemachus, 
Odysseus' son, in the guise of the aged Mentor, on 
his voyage in search of his father, and acts as his 
guide and counsellor (Odyssey ii., 225, et seq, 
But Chiron’s sweeping dictum is scarcely just to 
1 elemachus. 

Page 13 1.' 

The glorious federation 
Of Argonauts. 

Tile Argonauts sailed to Colcliis in the good ship 
Argo under the leadership of Jason on the Quest of 
the Golden Fleece* The chief of them are enumerated 
in the following lines : The Dioscuri are Castor and 
Pollux, brothers of Helen; Boreas' sons^ Kalais and 
Zetes, who delivered Phineus from the harpies; 
Orpheus and Lynceus are sufficiently characterised in 
the text. 

Page 133. 

On that occasion had ike Dioscvrs 

From robbers' kanas dktir little sister freed. 
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Di^ not Achtllts, say, in Pherae find her 
ithout ike pale ofi time ^ 

For these incidents in the mythological career of 
Helen see pages 195 and 197. The' part played by 
Chiron in the former of them is the invention of 
Goethe. ^ ^ 

Page 1 34. 

Aesculapius' daughter, 

T^anio. * 

Mania was the daughter of the TJieban seer Tiresias. 
and was associated with the cult of Apollo. Goethe 
makes her the daughter of the divine physician, 
Aesculapius, and gives her a.s seat the Temple of 
Apollo on Olympus. * ^ 

Page 1 3 s. 

Here Rome and Greece each challenged each in fight y etc. 

i.e. at Pydna, see introductory note u> Classical 
Walpurgis-Night, page 365. I'he greatest realm in 
sand evanishing is the Empire founded by Alexander 
the Great, here hnally disintegrated ; the citizen, the 
Roman Consul L. Aemilius Paulus ; the king, Perseus. 

Page 136. 

Leads to Persephone the gloomif porta^, etc. 

Pet sephone, the daughter of Ceres, ravished from the 
upper world by Pluto, the King of the Shades, is now 
Queen of the Nether World, yet still yearns after her 
old home in the sunlight. In Olympus was one of the 
many entrances to Hades. Orpheus descended to the 
Shades to seek his bride Eurydicc, as here Faust to 
.seek Helen. The story of his failure is well known. 
That he was smuggled In by Manto is the invention 
of Goethe. 

It was at first the intention of the pget to 
follow the fortunes of Faust in Hades. In 
conversation with Eckermann he said : 

Just Imagine everything that finds utterance oa that mad 
night I Faust's speech to Proserpina, to move her to relinquish 
Helen. What a speech that must be, since it moves Proserpina 
herself to tears I 
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The scene, however, was neve*r written, and 
in the next act the success of Faust’s appeal is 
taken for granted. 

iii. On the Upper Peneus as before. 

The key to the right understanding of this 
scene lies in the controversy between the 
geologians of Goethe’s time concerning the 
agencies at work *in the moulding of the surface 
of the earth. . The F'ulcanistf held that the 
chief role was played by subterranean fire, and 
that the transformations were catastrophic in 
character; the Neptunists\ witli Goethe, attri- 
buted them to the agency of water, and regarded 
them as essentially gradual, holding volcanic 
upheavals for isolated phenomena of restricted 
scope. The volcanic agencies are here personi- 
fied in Setsmos (Greek, earthquake) , whilst the 
Sirens uphold the views of the Neptunists. 
The war of the Pygmies (Vulcanists) and 
Cranes (Neptunists) symbolises the same con- 
troversy. Later in the scene the conflicting 
theories find advocates respectively in the Greek 
philosophers, Anaxagoras and Thales, of whom 
the former occupied himself with earthquakes, 
eclipses, and meteors, whilst the latter found in 
water the origin of all things. Goethe returns 
to the subject in the fourth act (see page 254), 
where Mephistopheles is the advocate of the 
volcanic theory, whilst Faust is all for gradual 
development. 

Page 1 37. 

, for the UUttarred peoplii 

The ill-starred people are apparently the Vulcanins, 
who are to be converted to Neptunism 
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Page 138. 

that ’ivhilom 

Delos' isle for an asylum 
Unto one in travatl gu'v , 

i.e. unto Leto, persecuted by Juno, who found refuge 
in Delos, and there bore Apollo. Goethe has modi bed 
the Greek legenJ,* which merely relates that Delos 
floated about in the sea, but was anchored fast at the 
birth of Apollo. But Rhodes (see page 169J was 
thus thrust up for Apollo from beneath the waves. 

Page 138. , 

Dzie a caryatid colossal 
Straining still ^vithout reposal^ 

He upholds a drpad stone -scaffold^ 

Breast -deep stilly yet still unbafitd. 

In the diploma of the Jena Mineralogiral Society, 
designed by Goethe, there appears such a figure as is 
here described. It was suggested by Raphael’s cartoon 
of the Liberation of the Apostle Paul, in which Earth- 
quake is thus personified. 

Page 139. 

IVhenas with Titans leagued defiant^ etc. 

In the Odyssey (xxi. 315; the Titans pile Pelion on 
Ossa and Ossa on Olympus, in order to scale Heaven. 

Page 1 41. 

Pigmies^ Daktyls. 

In the Iliad (iii. 3) the Pigmies are a diminutive race 
who are at feud .with the cranes. Goethe identifies 
them with the gnomes or kobolds of German myth, 
and furnishes a casus belli in their wanton assault upon 
the herons, the kinsfolk of the cranes. 

The Daktyls are a fabulous race of skilled metal- 
workers on the Phrygian Ida. Their name (Greek 
aakiylos^ finger ) has reference to their skill, not to their 
size, but Goethe identifies them with the ThumbUngs of 
German myth, named from their size. 

Page 141. 

The cranes of Ibycus. 

A well-known poem of Schiller's with this title 
relates how the poet Ibycus, being set upon by mur- 
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derers in the neighbourhood of Corintji, called upon a 
passing flock of cranes to arenge his death. One of the 
murderers was overheard later in the theatre, when the 
cranes passed overhead, to say gibingly to his accom- 
plices: “Behold the avengers of Ibycus ! ” The 
remark attracted attention, the murderers were dis- 
covered and Ibycus avenged. Theciane.s of Ibycus thus 
appear as divine avengers of murder. 

Page 143. 

ITon fat-paunchy crool-leg knave. 

Phis is the conventional form of the Bergmannch n, 
or gnome, as familiar a figure in Germany as Father 
Christmas with us, and frequently represented both in 
pictures and as puppet. ; « 

Page 143. 

Give me Blocksherg for a revel-rout y etc* 

The Blochsherg or Brocken, the highest point of the 
Harz Mountains, is the seat of the yearly gathering 
of witches on Walpurgis-Night. The Jlsemtm and 
H einrtehshohe* lisa’s Stone or Castle and Henry’s 
Height, are clitTs on the Brocken, the princess lUa, 
who has her seat on the former, being associated in the 
legend with the Emperor Henry. The Snoren are two 
high rocks in the neighbourhood of the village of 
Elcnd (Misefy), With this passage compare the 
Walpurgis-Night in part i. (page 1S3). 

Page 145. 

Bmpuia. 

Empusa is a Greek hobgoblin, a phantom of terror 
sent by Hecate. Her name is interpreted as meaning 
the One-footed, her second foot being variously described 
as an ass’s foot, or as a foot of iron or of cb^-dung. 
To her as to the Lamiae is attributed the power of 
assuming different forms. Her assumption of^^ie ass’s 
head is prophetic of the issue of Mephiitopheles’ 
pursuit of the Lamiae. Mephistopheles sees an oj/i 

head of his ovun. 

Page 148. 

A mask, at everywhere doth chance,. 

h here an emblemt^c dance* 
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Mephistophejds’ pursuit of the Lamiae is the anti- 
thesis of Faust's quest of Helen ; it is bestial lust, con- 
trasted with ideal love. It is unnecessary to interpret 
in detail the significance of the emblematic dance. 

Page 148. 

, ^ Oread, 

Mountain-nym^h, speaking for the mountain 

Page 15c. , 

Anaxagoras and Thales, 

See introduction to notes on this scene, page 3 / 4 , 

Page 1 51. 

The mourn J hears^yrmidons in belies. 

This is Anaxagoras* retort *to Thales’ contemptuous 
question: PVhat %uid,r issue doth it boot/. Fire, too, 
can engender life. The mijrmidons were the inhabitants 
of Aegina, whose name, irom its supposed connection 
with the Greek murmexy an ant, gave rise to the legend 
of their having been transformed by Zeus from ants. 
Goethe uses it, playing upon the same derivation, as a 
generic term for all the swarming, ant-like creatures 
brought forth by the mountain, enumerated below. 

Page 15 a, 

Dianay Tuna^ Hecate. 

The Moon is Diana on earth, Luna in heaven, and 
Hecate in the underworld, and is hence represented 
with three lieads. Anaxagoras prays to her for an 
eclipse, so that his prot^g^s, the pigmies, may escape 
by favour otthe darkness. The fall of a meteor at thih 
moment startles him into the belief that he has got 
more than he bargained for, tliai by his prayer he has 
drawn down the moan from her sphere, as the 
Thessalian sorceresses were commonly reputed to do 
by the power of their enchantments (Plato, Gorgiasy 
68; Aristophanes, CAoudsy 749; Horace, Epodesy 17; 
Lucan, Pharsaiiay vi). The humour of it is that 
Anaxagoras Was a rationalist, who explained eclipses 
from natural causes, and foretold the fall of a meteor 
from the sun. It must accordingly have been peculiarly 
disconcerlMg to him to be thus taken at his word. 
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Page 154. 

It •was but thought. 

i,e. but a phantom, like everything elie on this 
night; or perhaps Thales returns to his old charge: 
What ivider issue doth it boot I Having effected nothing 
it is as vain as a thought that has not passed into 
execution 


Page 154. 

Dri^ud, 

Nymph of the oak-tree. 

Page 155. 

The Phorkyads. 

The Phorkidesy or GrasiU, weVc the daughters of 
Phorkys^ Darkness, and' AV/o, the Abyss. They were 
represented as three gray hags, of surpassing ugliness, 
who had but one eye and one tooth amongst them, 
which they interchanged as need was. They had 
their abode in outer darkness, where neither tun nor 
moon ever looked upon them. Goethe has recast their 
name on the model of other Greek patronymics into 
Phorkyads {cf, page i89\ 


Page 155. 

'Tis more than mandrakes y •what is yonder / 

For mandrakes sefc note to page 25. Phe Sins ol 
the next line are the Seven Deadly Sins, pictorialiy 
represented in repellent forms. Mephistopheles thinks 
they will no more frighten would-be sinners, when 
once they have seen this new horror. 


Page 155. 


Ops and Rhea. 


Ops was the sister and bride of Saturn, Rhea the 
motner of Zeus ; the one a Roman, the other a Greek, 
divinity. Mephistopheles’ flatteiy of the grisly Three 
reminds us forcibly of Satan's cajolery of Sin and 
Death in the Paradise Lost.” 


Page 156. 

Where nimbly evtry day in double £.iep 
A block of marble inter ^e doth leap. 
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Duntzer sees in«the expression in double step an allus- 
ion to the advance in sculpture traditionally attributed 
to Daedalus, which consisted in the representation 
of the two legs separately, in a walking attitude, 
whereas the lower part of the statue was formerly left 
unwrought, as in the Hermes columns, or the legs 
were at most indicafd*d by a groove. Duntzer ridicules 
Schroer’s interpretation of the words in the military 
sense, hut it seems dilficult to reject that interpretation, 
even if we admit at the same time the' allusion, obscure 
enough in all conscience, to Daedalus’ alleged con- 
tribution to rhe evolution of statuary. 

Page 1 57. 

Ye three one er^e, ene^ooth^ sujfficeth ivell, 

^T’were m\jthoiogicailif feasible 

In Hvo, of three to concentrate the essence. 

I’he thought seems to be, since one eye and one tooth 
suffice you, the number three is manifestly not essential 
to’ the myth. 

Page 15S. 

0 fte J Hermaphrodite must I he foutedf 

T.e. male as Mephisropheles, female as a Phorkyad, 
with one of whom he has incorporated liim|elf. 

iv. Rocky Cove of the Aegean Sea. 

This scene jmrsues the development of Greek Art 
towards perfect beauty, culminating in Galatea, and 
follows the fortunes of Homanculas in his search after 
existence. 

Page 158. 

Did Thessalian ha^s infernal 
Impiously dranu dotvn thy yellow 
Orb. 

See notes to pages* 113 and 152. 

Page IJ9. 

Nereids and Tstionsy as sea-monsters. 

The Nereids or Dorids were daughters of Nereus 
and Doris, the Tritons children of Poseidon and Amphi- 
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trite. They appear as sea-momtersf half-fish) 
human, i.c. as mermaids and mermen. The DorifUt 
in attendance upon Galatea, the Goddess of! Love, are^ 
however, later distinguished from tht* Neteid^, being 
conceived as wholly human in form, and representing 
the final stage in the evolution of beauty. 

« i 

Page 160. 

the loft^ Kuhiri. * 

See note to page 164. 

Page 1 60. 

Nereus 

An aged sea-god, endow^ wit^ the gift of prophecy 
and the power of self-traiifsformation. Contrary to 
Goethe^s conception of his character he is represented 
as kindly-minded to men. His prophecy tp Paris of 
the sack of Troy forms the subject of an ode of Htfr^ce 
(i. 15), that to Ulysses is the poet’s invention. ^ 

Page 16 1. 

IVhtre Pindui* cagUa glutted iktm in glee. 

Findus eagles are the Greeks. 

Page 162. 

I Cypris. 

Cypris was one of the names of Venus, from her 
preference for the island of Cyprus, on the west coast 
pf which, at Paphos, the goddess sprang from the sea, 
wherefore a temple was built to her in that town. 

Page 162. 

A’tvay to Prcdeus ! Ask that •wixard-etf 

Htnu one can best exist and change oneself. 

Proteus is a sea-god, who shares with Nereus the gilt 
of prophecy and the power of transforming himself 
Of this power he avails himself to evade c|ue8tioning, 
and can only be brought to speech hX are 

cunning enough to catch him and enough to hold 
him until he has exhausted his transformations and 
appears in his own form- As cannot 

clasp him, Goethe invents another way of bringing 
him to speech (page x66). 
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Page 163. • 

Chelon^a shelly 

- het ft tortoise-shell. Chelone was a nymph who 
was changed into a tortoise. 

Page 164. ,, 

The Kabiri. 

The whole episode of the Kabiri would seem to be 
little more than one of those satires directed at con- 
t^porary questions of ephemeral interest which 
Goethe, l^th questionable judgment, has so frequently 
introduced into both parts of the Faust. 

The Kabiri were mysterious deities worshipped 
especially at SamothPace, of whom very little is known, 
or apparently ever was kno'^n in historical times. 
^That little may almost all be found in the text (5^. 

367I. There arose a controversy amongst 
scholars concerning their names, attributes, 
and significance, which is unedifying and 
. at the present day, and which the curious 

reader^ may read elsewhere. Amongst other forms 
attribu^ to them was that of earthen crocks, and 
with 1%se the clairvoyant Homunculus identifies 

them. 

It is doubtless the apparent pointiesyiess of the 
whole passage which has led commentators to seek a 
deeper 'meanin? in it. As an example of the ingen- 
uity with whi 3 i they embroider allegory to fit their 
canvas, it may be interesting to give a brief account of 
one such interpretation. Kuntzel explains these 
mysterious deities, hunger^itt:ny enter-burning for the 
UnattednabUy as the successive religions in which the 
aspirations of man after the unknowable have from 
time to. time been embodied. The three which arc 
brought to the feast are the Indian, Egyptian, and 
Pelasgiaa faiths. The fourth, which claims to be the 
only trafej is the faith of the ancient Hebrews, the cult 
of Jehovah. iTIie three that are not forthcoming are 
Buddhism, ChriiJtianity, and Mohammedanism, all 
unknown- ^ the ancient Greek world; whilst the 
eighth, tOnW hone hath thought of hereioy is the all- 
embiacing religion of the future. 

In spite of the striking ingenuity of this theory, and 
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its appropriateness to the general* tendency ot the 
Walpuigis-Nigbt, it is difficult to believe that Ooethr 
would have combined an allegory of such significance 
with the satire of a ttivial controversy, and that 
without any unmistakable hint of its figurative 
meaning. ^ ^ 

Page 164. 

The eighth beeth hiif^ly there too. 

Goethe h*3 usefd an archaic form of the ‘ 5 ub‘-ran‘i\ e 
verb, as here heeth^ perhaps to emphasise the meaning 
of existence which has been dimmed in the otdinaiy 
verb from its use as a copula: not merely h there hut 
exi ts there. 

Page 167. , ' * 

He /jr, methinkty her if hi (Hitic it 

Hcrmaphroditical.^ oi double sex, is here sonr vvhu't in 
AcenrdLely used as meaning of douhtfJ ^ex. ,Such i* 
nccesratily the condition of the incorpoieul Homun- 
culus. 

Page 168 

Threefold nttenvorthy s^’nl-i tp. 

i.e. notewortliy trip of thre cpirits ; Proteus, wlio 
is tssentially a spirit; 'Fhale , who is diSLmbtxlit'd 
and H(^mif.uulus, who isS yet to be etnbc'died. 

Page 1 68. 

Ti'Lhines of /IhoJ.s^ 00 iti^pn impn and sc. .-dragon^ 

The Telchines a mystic nee oi rnelai-wot kers 
on the inland of Rhodes, who fiistereil Neptune in lus 
childhood and forged his tiidcnt. Goethe makes them 
votaries of Helios, the Sun-god, Phoebus Ajudio, to 
whom the fair-weather island of Rhodes wa'i con- 
secrated. 

Hipip-icampi are sea-horses. They have the head of 
horse and the tail of a fish. 

Page 170. 

Ihere sees him in myriad forms the Hefulceni, 

As youth and as giant, the Greut^ the Indulgent, 

These lines refer, of course, to the statues of the 
God, one of which was the famous Colossus of 
Rhodes. 



Notes to Part II 383 


Pajie 170. , 

The statues of the gods stood greats 
An earthquake laid them aesolate^ 

All hji>e been melted down for ages 

The Colossus was overthrown by an earthquake. 
B.c 224 The Ayjis took away the ruins in the 
seventh tentnry on nine hundred camels. 

Page 170 » 

Thou It move thee by eternal norms there 
'fh'-tugh tkousattd and yet thousand forrn there ^ 

And ere thou ri mart there's time to spare. 

Goethe here outUnos cltM^ly the theor) ol evolution, 
of wl loh it is one of his glories *to have been amongst 
the f)ieci)rio^s. In hU M^etamorphnses oj Planh he 
showed for th-- first time thjt the various parts of th** 
flower urt modifications of the leaf-type, and ag:/m he 
pointed out that the ^kuU is a modification of the 
upper spinal vertebiae, -both specific instances of 
evolution. It may be ot intciest to quote here other 
passages, in which he stated, in no uncertain language, 
the theory ior which the laOours of Darwin in 
particular have now won gei«ik-al accLptance. In 
November 1S06 lie sa)*;: — ^ 

NaiLU', in ordrr to atta.n to man, perfoim^ a lon^ prelude 
of .ind forms which slill fall far short of man. 

In March 1807: — 

N rii.e makes no leaps, she r.Hilti, exoinplc, rever make 
n horse, unless all the other animals had gone before, upon 
Arhioh, as upon a ladder, she climbs up to the structure of the 
hor.M . 

Again, in November 1810 : — 

AP literature is like a proce*».s of formation from water to 
molluscs, polyps aiid the like, until at last a man comes into 
existence. 

Tor Goethe’s views upon evolution see also the 
introductory notf to this Act (page 3 bb), the 

introductory note to the present Scene Cpage 374). 
It would scarcely be too much to say that evolution n 
the key-note to the whole Faust-drama 



384 Goethe’s Faust 

• 

Page 1 71. • 

Paphos 'tu that her Impasxtoned 
Brood of birds hath hither sent. 

For Paphos see note to page 162, Cypris. Aphrodite 
or Venns is commonly escorted by doves. 

Page 172. * * 

Something holy still to treasure 
Linsing in the still ivarm nest. 

i.e. Still to cherish faith in the supernatura!. no: to 
think that science explains all mysteries. 

Page 172. 

Psylli and j^arsi, 

Tiiese are both rad's of snake-charmers, the former 
Libyan, the latter Italian. The Psylli aie mentioned 
by Lucan (Pharsalia, ix. ), the Maisi by Virgil 
(Aeneid^ vii,, 758;, and both together in Pliny’^ 
Natural History, in a passage the misintei pretation of 
which has apparently led Goethe to locate them in 
Cyprus, and thence to associate them with the cult of 
Aphrodite. 

Page 172. 

A'fjr Bagle nor n ingrd JLion heed ive, 

, Cross nor Crescent Afoon. 

These are the insignia of the succe->sive lords of 
Cyprus, Rome, Venice, Christian, and Mohammedan. 

Page 177. 

To Bros the empire.^ rvhence all first things frst 
blossomed. 

Eros, Greek Love, first-born of the Gods from 
Chaos, and source oi ail created beings. 


ACT III. 

This Act, commonly known as the Helena, 
belongs to the oldest parts of the drama, parts of 
it dating back to 1800, eight years before the 
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publication of tke first part of Faust, It was 
published separately in 1827, with the title: 

Ciassico-^ Romantic Phantasmagoriay Interlude 
to Faust y and became in some sort the nucleus 
about which the second part of the drama grew. 
It is indeed conipi*ete in itself. 

To bring it into organic connection with the 
preceding acts we must suppose* that Faust^s 
petition to Persephone has been granted (see 
note to page 136).* Helen is to return to the 
upper world and resume the thread of her life at 
the point where tradition, left it. 

It may be well here to i*ehcarse briefly the 
story of Helen. To Tyndareus and Leda were 
born four childien, Castor and Clytemnestra, 
Pollux and Helen. The two latter, however, 
were really the offspring of Zeus, who visited 
Leda in the form of a swan. The beauty of 
Helen drew hosts of wooers from amongst the 
princes of Greece. These Tyndareus invited 
to a solemn feast, and bound them b^ oath to 
abide by the choice that should be made, and to 
join in avenging any violation of the prospective 
union. The choice fell upon Mcnelaus. During 
the absence of Menelaus, Helen voluntarily fled 
with, or was violently abducted by the youthful 
Paris, son of Priam, the king of Troy. The 
Grecian princes assembled, in accordance with 
their oath, and sailed to Asia with a mighty 
armament under the leadership of Agamemnon, 
brother of Menelaus and husband of Clytemnestra. 
There they laid siege to Troy, with many vicis- 
situdes, during a space of ten years, and at length 
accomplished by guile what they had not been 
able to effect by force. They entered Troy by 
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the contrivance of the wooden horse, slew the 
aged Priam, and burned and sacked <^]ie tower- 
crowned city, leading into captivity such of the 
Trojan women as escaping slaughter fell into 
their hands. Menelaus returned to Sparta with 
Helen. Later tradition busied itself witli the 
fortunes of Helen both before and aftcT Jier 
abduction, and*even after her death, evolving many 
and often conflicting accounts (see notes to pages 
195 and 197). Goethe, whose scheme for the 
elevation of Faust through Helen exacted regard 
for the moral character of the heroine, adojitcd 
the really later view of the forceful abduction ot 
Helen, which regarded her as the victim of 
destiny. The version of the return to S])arta 
which best lent itself to his plan was tlut given 
in the Troades of Euripides, which he adopted 
with some modifications. According to this 
version Menelaus sent his recovered \ute hack to 
Sparta in a different ship from himself, with the 
resolve t^iat she should there suffer an evil de.i^h 
as an example to all women. 

It is at this point that the Helena takes up the 
thread of the story, which is continued in the 
form of the ancient Greek drama. 

For the fleJen episodes of the Faust -hook, 
the reader may consult the introdurtoiy note to 
act i., scene vi., and for the symbolical signifi- 
cance of the Helena the introductory note to 
act ii., as well as to later parts of this act. 

To the render unversed in the classics a few 
notes upon the metre of the Helena may not be 
unwelcome. In the earlier, strictly classical 
parts, these are adaptations of the metres of 
Greek tragedy, in which, as is usual in modern 
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l.tnguages, accented and unaccented syllables take 
the place of long and short. In the dialogue the 
metre is commonly the iambic ttimetre, which 
consists of SIX feet, or three dipodies (double 
feet), one foot more than the normal English 
blank veise, and the same number as the, in 
English, relatively little used Alexandrine. 
Eiujii this latter, however, it differs notably in 
two essentials, which entiiely change its char- 
av-ter. in studying this ditlercnce the reader 
nuv p;(j()tahlv compaie pages 2S8 to 300 of the 
tcNt, wheic the met/e is the Alexandrine. 

'i'lie characteilstic fcatuies bt the Alexandrine 
are the strongly marked pauses after the sixth 
and the twelith syllables, which practically divide 
It into a si ries of six-syllable lines, and the strict 
inniiation ot the foot to two syllaoleb. It thus 
acquhes a certain regular stateliness, which, how- 
cvei , becomes wearisomely monotonous in the long 
run. in the passage rtierred to above, Goethe 
has intention, illy chosen it because of this quality, 
ami peilu,s because of its peculiar association 
wirh the classic French tragedy of the age of 
I^ouis (Juaioize, in order to buggest the hollow 
external pomp with which die le-eshiblished 
emperor inaugurates his new state. 

in the iambic trimeter, on die other hand, 
whilst this median caesura is at times admitted, 
the normal c.Tsuia, instead of falling between two 
feet, is a break in the middle of a foot, and fills 
in the third or fourth foot, if thi feet be dis- 
syllabic, after the fifth m seventh syllable. The 
iambic trimeter thus acquires a suppleness and 
variety, together with a greater lightness of 
movement, which make it as well-Htred for the 
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purposes of dialogue as the English ^blank vers*.*. 
Further variety is gained by the a^niisbioi: :n 
certain places of trisyllabic feet. These essential 
differences, which Goethe, with some license in 
the case of the trimeter, has consistently observed, 
have been too often overlooked by transiators, 
with fatal results. 

Other metpes used in the dialogue call for no 
])articular remark. 

In the choral odes the Greeks m.ide use ut 
various metiical combinations which it is irupOwS- 
sible to consider here. If properly constructed, 
however, the metre should be evident to the 
reader, though this is perhaps not alw.iyij the 
case when, as in modern languages, it is based 
upon accent, which is less constant than tt^e 
ancient quantity. 

It may be observed, however, that the choral 
ode normally consists of strophe, antistrophe, 
and epode, and that the metre of the anti- 
strophe a replica of that ot the 6tro])he, fioni 
which the epode again departs. 'I'liis lale 
Goethe observes, with few and trifling cxce})- 
tions, probably due to oversight or the luck ot 
the djj/ hand. The best of his tran.datoib have 
been so utterly at sea in this matter that not only 
does the metre not tally with Goelhc^s, but the 
antistrophe is not even modelled upon the strophe. 

It may be worth mentioning here, what so far 
as I am aware no commentator has drawn atten- 
tion to, that Goethe, in imitation of an occasional 
custom of the ancient wiitcrs, has in a few places 
further accentuated the correspondence of strophe 
with antistrophe, by introducing in the antistrophe 
an echo of the sound of the syllables in some 
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I’orrespondiDg irYtrical position of the strophe. 
Examples of this will be found in the choral 
odes on pages 198 {^Deep^enambushtng — Mild^ 
enluimnlng) and 2 1 0-21 1 {^CheerfuUest day — 
Fttir fullest lay), 

178. 

Pallas' Hill. 

i.e. Athens. 


Pa;^e 179. 

Cither ea i thrine. 

Cytherea is Aphrodite, Venus. Tradition has it, 
however, that Helen was borne away by Paris whilst 
sacrihciiig at the shrine of Artemis, 

I'age 187. 

The Thalamus, 

'I'he liiiclal-chamber, or the chamber of the lord and 
lady of t’ic house. Also the bridal-bed. 


Paj^e 187, 

Phorhius 

The disguised Mephistopheles. 

Page iSy. 

H''/tiih of the daughter s 
Art thou of Porkys, 

See note to page 155. 

Page 19;. . rr. . • 

Hv-.^ hideous, side by suie •with Btauh/,ts HiJeousness ? 

The following dialogue in alternate single lines 
fCJreek sUchomyihia) is characteristic of the Greek 
drama, and is particularly effecfVa when employed, 
as here, in lulling or in dispute. 


Page 193. , . , r 

Not upon blood Vfhick thou too hotly lustestfor. 

In the xi., tti, the .hades in Hnde» throng 

ea-erly round Odys!«u. to taste the blood of the slam 
sheep, whereby they would win again a bnel moment 
of life. Porkyas accordingly hints as again in her 
next speech but one, that the Choretids are but 
spectres to whom life is granted again for a brief space. 
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Page « 9 S- ' ' , 

Thee Theseus Jirst^ by longing goaaed^ rejt betimes. 

Cf. paj^e 133. Theseus and his frientl Aj'fi'vlmis 
are the robbers there spoken of. 

Page 197 

Tet thou a t’wtj^old phantom appear ^ men ij/, , 

In Ilium beheld., beheld in Tgypt too. 

According to one version of the legend, lollowi d by 
Euripides in \vis*Heiena.^ the Helen carried orf by P..11S 
was only a wraith, the real Helen having been con- 
veyed by Heimes a. the instance of Hera to Fgvi.t, 
where Menelaus found her on his retuin fioin li. y. 
The story saves Helen's reputation. 

Page 197. 9 

Th.n do Jiey say y from forth the hone’ll' Realn. if d" <j'j. 

A fame •with longs nr^ Achilles mates him nviih .a.* 

The fruit of this union of phantoms was Eupii a 1*/: ,. 
Cf. note to page 131 

With riieae three passages compare also pages . 3 
and 1 34. 

Page 2C5. 

A darirti^ breed behind there m the mouft'ain-va!e 

Hath lodged in silencSy pt esstngjrom Cimmertdn >.t 

The unfon of FaUs'it and Helen, as we fuvv 
(page 357), symbolizes the union of medie\al with (inch 
culture effected by the Renaissance. IMedie\ai EihojK* 
c.une into actual contact wiih the Gieek wmid m 
Greek soil, through the Ciusades, irom whence e 
may date the morning-twilight of the new day, rhf'jgli 
the full dawn did not break till two cenruiie> iatei. 
In 1202 Constantinople succumbed to an army of 
Franks, Germans, and Venetians, and Ginllaume de 
Champlicie established a feudal state in the Pele} on- 
nesus, with a seat in a castle near the Eurota^ and 
six dependent vassalages. Goetlie has laid !u<ld of 
this historical fact to materialize his allegory. '1 he 
daring bn ed MvUich has established itself in ilie heart of 
Greece in a me iieval castle is a German host with 
Faust as its feudal lord. Uigred by Phoikyas, Helen 
rakes rehige with him from her vengeful lord, upon 
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whose discomfitijre the conqueror, Faust, distributer 
the land in fief*- to his captains (see pa.ge 215 j. 

Vage 207. 

Wk i'i ate scutch'ons ? 

The ancient heroes bore devices on their shields, as 
aj'pi-ars notably in a striking passage of Aeschylus’ 
'^eiKn a^'ainsi j Tiere referred to, but these were not 
coats-oi-arms, not being hereditary. Phorkyas makes 
the dllFerence clear in the woid-? from iheir must remote 
^roirenittrs. Tht ■wreatl eJ snake of Ajax’ shield Goethe 
took liom a pictuie on a vase bebinging ’"o the Dowager 
] 'urhess of Weimai 


Pa'.'e 211. 

* t'Ljteth haply e'en 

Hetrnr', brj\t e Gleams n8t the golden ivanj ^ 

AjU' tht tuncfions of Hermes, the messengei or 
lieia’.i! ot the y*»c!s, was that of conducting the souls ot 
the dead to Hades. He bore a golden wand in token 

')f ),1S Olfu'e 

P ';.;e 21 5. 

7« lieu of solerxn gnetf'g a*- behoved. 

1 lie 1 epresenfatives of the lomantic medieval world 
sSj-eak in blank verse, rhe me*Te par excellence of the 
romantic drama wrought out by the English Eliza- 
he'iians, or in some £ot-in of rhymed Vi?ri;e. Helen, 
with ready cou-tC'^y, frames her speech at once to the 
*orrr.er, wincli, bf-ing iiTiiliymeJ, is not wholly foreign 
to the gjiiius of Gitek, but is unable to rhyme until 
sl’e learns from Fau-t. Fau t occasionally uses the 
(.hissic hirnbic trimeter, Pboi Ityas and the Choretids 
mostly use classical metres. The choice of metre 
usually has refeience to the cusion. 

I'he attitude of medieval chivalry towards women, 
which forms so strong a contrast with the almost 
Oiiental attitude towards them of the Greek world, 
nnds striking expression in Faust’s speed). 

Page 216. 

Jj^r.^eus, i'l ( Wat del of the Tonver. 

The name is taken from the lynx-eyed steersman o<‘ 
the Argo I see note to page 13 ij. By those who find 
liltgory in every least detail of the drama, Dynceus has 
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been variously interpreted as the idealizing love of the 
troubadours, or as the medieval churdn in her attitude * 
towards the New Learning. 

Page 2 1 8. 

e wandered from the rhing sun , 

And straightway wus the undone. 

In the following lines is described the FClker- 
•wa/tacrung^ or migration of the Teutonic tribes, which 
pressing in from the East ovei threw Roman ci\ilij.a- 
tion in the West (see in the Temple Classics, WilhfU\ 
Tell, page 194). 

Page 220. 

Feeble is the lord's beke^n, 

IVhat the servant doth is Jest. 

LynceU'' means that Faust is spurring a •usllmg horse 

Page 221. 

It seemed as did one tone unto another 
Fit itself, etc. 

It is the rhyme that has impressed Helen. In th'* 
following passage, in which Helen learns to rhyme in 
alternate speech with Faust, Goethe has availed him- 
selfof a Persian legend to the elfect that rhyme wav 
thus discovered by a pair of lovers. Helen soon proves 
herseli an apt pupil. 

Page 225. 

IVe disembarked at Fylos, shattered — 

For ancient Uestor is no more — 

The petty kinglets' arms. 

It was the aged Nestor whose sage counsel composed 
the quarrels ot the Grecian princes before Troy, and 
thus held the army together (.see Ihad, iv , 295, 
et srq.) 

Page 225. 

I had ye Dukes as forth ye sally* 

See note to page 205. In the following line.s Goethe 
has used German inaccurately, as if it were the specific 
name of a tribe, like Goth, etc. It is really the 
generic name which includes them all. 
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Page 227. . 

IVe in ds miJjt -iviil talc our stand. 

i.e in Arcadia, of which there follows an exquisite 
de'Criptioii : — 

Aruj rwiv xuLjt though the nu.imiain % .riant shoulders^ etc. 

l\'ige 227. 

T'hou Ail-but-isle 
The Peloponnesus 
Page 227. 

F.u rotas' icaptt uvktl^ 

l.ispeted^ she burst her ihell ablaze. 

Hek'n ‘-prang Irom an rgg on the banks of the 
tniroras. The aueertly mother isLeda, Xh^lrethrtn t’wain^ 
astoi and Pollux. •• 

i'age 22«. 

And ex cty man immortal in hi r place is. 

b' mg coiuinued in his dc^cendanrs who ever inhabit 
Tlu‘ ^aiiiL* spot. 

Page 231. 

..it / .raze iHerd spttngs an u* Jitn ^ from the xvamatis lap he 
Liipeth 

7 u the man, from sire to mother. 

The uichin is the child of PaUvSt and Helen. In the 
Faiisr-htjok the child of Faust and Helen is called 
.Justus F.iust. Accoidmg ro ancient tradition there 
sprang Itom the union <*f Achilles and Helen (see 
nute ro ]>agt* 1 97 a cuild called Euphorion, the lightly 
.6c/ «<r. which name Gos. the has adonted. Of Euphorion 
tioetJie himscH says that he if no‘ . human, hut onlyan alle- 
goru al ht trig. In him is penon'v tJ Poetry, "which is tied to no 
time, to no place, and to no penon. He is then the Genius 
ol l^oetiy. In a later passage, however, in which he 
js momentarily identified with Lord Byron, Goethe's 
own language (quoted ir note to j-age 244), seems to 
give justification to those who regard him as sym- 
holiziug in particular the poetry, or in a widiir sense 
thw* culture, of modern times, the child of Classics ' 
Antiquity and Romantic Medievalism. 
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Page 133. , 

Tht son of I\datd. • * 

Hermes, of whom the ancient poets rekited wliar 
follows, e.g. in the Homeric Hymn to Merciii y 

Page 235. 

from out tJu arises 

Clin alone she heat t con^tol 

The greater subjectivity of modern poetry, wttii it'- 
resulting wealth emotion, impiest^es even Phoikya'« 
and the Chorus, the repiesertatives of classiL,*' 
poetry. * 

Page 236. 

Let me be le«pin , etc. 

In the following lytics G«»ethe frequently uses tlic 
im})eriect form of rhyme known as assorunce. '1 i-e> 
gradually assume the character of an impassioned odt 
upon the Greek war of indejicndence, wlucli 
Europe was watching with breathless interest at t!u 
time when Goethe was WTiting the scei'e. and t tat 1 
their climax in the iamous dirge upon the Death ol 
Lord Byron. 

Page 244 

IV e think •U'e recognise a 'rreJl-inornn form in the dead 

That of Lord Byn>n. who died at IVIi-solonp I 1, 
u hither he had hastened to desote himself to the cause 
of Gjeek fieedom, April 19, 1X24. d his incident 
occurring whilst Goethe was yet busy with this pair 
of the w'oik gave a new turn to his thoughts, .tnci led 
him not so much to identify Euphorion with By ion 
as rather to hint that in the dead poet wa-) to beiouiHi 
a characters «.tic representative of the modern poetry 
typified in Euphorion. These are Goethe’s words : — 

As represent.-itivc of the newest poetic.d periou I could make 
use of none but him, who is utiqucsiioM.dtly i > be rt-LOuded a" 
the greatest talent of the ccutiiry An l then, 1-lyron is noi 
antique and is not romantic, bu2 he is lil.t tiic present dav itself 
Such a one 1 must needs have. Beside-, he was entirely lit ling 
on account of Vns iiusausfied nature and of hi? wiuhke ten- 
dency, which led him 10 hii doom at Missoionghi 
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Page 145. t 

’ » ivhen 

On ihf til- \ tar red day in cumber^ 

JMuie Lind hlt.’d stand all men. 

'' The reference is to the tal! of Missolonghi, April 
22, 1S26. I'he Grec inn defenders blew up the fortress, 
t riier witli theirrel Vi'S and the in-pouring Turks, 
altei a heroic defence id two years 

'''age 246. 

The old Tnessaliiin nell-ha^, 

'J his mii^-r he Pljoikya'*, rliough some commentators 
prder Erichthu (page 114'K 

Ihige 247. 

/)’ nde the thro'ie <'f Hei^ih Unseai J.abif . 

(.e. Persejihone. 

247. 

lie .'.at no name hath noon him. nor hath high teiolne^ 

{ 'vro the elements b.'lht 

Cf ''on hlniTiboidt : — 

I .IOC li. a spiritiuil individuality to which, however, every 
1,1'u' lUic s not atiam, and tins ..j. rt peculiar conformation of the 
mind IS eternal and iwpi i'liahle Wbat is unable thus to 
shapt may 'vsell return into the upivt rsnl life of natme. 

Humboldt wrote m 1830, the Helena Wd'i published 
in 1 ^2 7 , 

P.’S<- H’- 

Sot merit uhne 

But Uyaltif .inures personality., 

It was an article of (roethe’' hi.lh that by constancy 
ar.d loxtahu dime tn the fires ent conail’m do tve beer we ivorthy 
f./ the hti^ner step <J a fulloiving one, and .LLpaile of setting 
foot upon it (RitnuT, Mittehluyen. 139). 

Paiithalis accoulinglv accompanies Helen to Hades ; 
the Cl^orus falls into foui groups, oi which the, first 
become Dryads, tiee-nymphs; the second Oreads, 
mountai.i-nympns ; the ahird Naiads, lountain- 
nvmphs; and the fourth vinemymphs, a conception 
ot Goethe’s, foieign to the ancients, Ihe speech of 
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these latter concludes with a def.cription ot riit^ 
Bacchanalia, the orgiastic least of l>ioiiysus, the god 
ot wine. 

Page 151. 

77/e Epilogue. 

I he Epilogue was never wnttc^^. 


ACT IV. 

1. High Mountains. 

i^age 251. 

a'l seven-league buot Matters on to the sti'^e. 

As the antique metre, thy lamKic fiimcti r (jf Fuu^*'h 
>peech symbolizes the classical inliuence which sTmI 
clings about him, so the seven-league boot, tlerr. ed 
from Germanic folk-lore, betokens the rerurn to 
romantic surroundings, to German soil, winch 
Mephistopheles has made all haste to regain. 

Page 15+. 

Until of force the land^i thick thrust Jr om under ^ 

'Thuk us tt ivas^ did bur\t and nock a (under 

'Fhis is the Vulcan ist and Neptuni'.t coutnjvei y 
,‘gain (see note, page 37 1 ) 

Page 254. 

fur ’we escaped fiom bur/nr\r thraldom there 
To overplus of lordship oj Jric air. 

The scriptural leference is nor int*dl:gible from 
the English Authorized Version. Luti er's veision, 
literally rendered into English, runs thus: — 

Lords of the world, that rule in the darkness of this world 
with the evil spirits under the heavens 

Once captives in hell, the devils are now Ir^rds in the 
upper world. In Ephes, ii. 2, the devil is the ptir - 
of the po’wer of the air. 

Page 255. 

Earth bristles still with ponderoui foreign masses. 

It is worth mentioning, as a turrher instance of the 
keen scientific insight of our poet, that in 1829 he 
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accounted for sucl* ‘‘ c*Tatic ” blocks by the now gener- 
ally accepted theory of gia'^ial action. 

Page 256. 

^ “ Some capital — its inner ring 

A horror of burgher -nsictualling^ etc. 

The poet probably has Paris in mind, to which the 
description applies ^admirably, as indeed to any old 
walled city which has grown in concentric rings, 
bursting in the course of time the girdle of successive 
ramparts. * 

* 57 - . ^ 

/V build nuith grandeur meet 
V ike pleasant place ^ a pleasure^seat . 

It is impossible to »misti^ke here an allusion to the 
palace of Versi'illes, near Paris, with its park, built 
and laid out by Louis the Fourteenth. 

Page 264 

hike master Peter Quince ^ of all 
'Fhe rajf^ the essence did I call. 

Peter Quince, the carpenter of the Midsummer Night's 
Dream^ who chose the actors for his “ most lamentable 
comt dy ” from a scroll of eatery mans name •which ts thought 
jit thyou^h all Athens to play in our interlude, became a 
pofiuLu figure on the (lerman stage under the name 
of Herr Peter Squenz, through a farce of Andreas 
Grvpluus. 

Page 26;^. 

The Three Mighty Men, 

Goethe personifies fhe brutal elements of warfare 
in three allegorical form-., the leaders of Mephisto- 
pheles’ phantom-.irmy. To these he gives collectively 
the title applied to the three heroes of David’s army, 
2 Samuel 8, and individually significant names 

Sciggested by Isaiah viii. 3. 

II. On THii Headland. 

Melanchthon reports of the historical Faust 
that he boasted “ that all the victories won by 
the imperial armies in Italy had been by him 
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brought to pass with the aid his magic.” ^ 
See Introduction, X)age xxiii. The victorv of 
Charles V. at Pavia in particular was populai ly 
attributed to magic. 

Pagt* 269. 

IV hen glassed in fite on ponder mushng-'vigtl 

Upon me leapt ihe jljmes irjurtate. 

See page 62. . 

Page 270. 

'rhe Sabine sorcerer^ . . the* T\eii ^mufuer 

Of Soruut 

Keuveiuito Cellini, whcjc auiobiogiaphy 
translated. telLs how a »3rcerer who sought to pcisiude 
him to take part in a necromantic scaiue, &iigge''fi.vJ 
the mountains of Norcia as the most apjtiop^j itc* 
place. I'o which Goethe says in an Appeiiinx 

However the mountains ofKotcia, between the S.thinc .Tia 
ana ilie duktdoui of bp<)ieto, mav have earned the tiik tni n 
of yore, even at the present day tiiey are still calie.l Uie i- 
mountuiiis. Older romance wriiers availed thenwclvci. ri'" ilus 
locuhtv' in order to lead their heroes through the ulo^l aiiia/i.ifi; 
advf-niui'js, and increased tlie belief iri such tui’V') 

wIujsc first leatates had been diawn by legtnd 

We miyit imagine such a sorcerer to iiave 
been liberated as Faust describes, and F'ac.st 
represents himself, fabling, of course, as sent by 
him out of gratitude, in order that the Fmperor 
may have the less scruple in accepting ins 
assistance. 

Page 274. 

Speedboat^, 

The name dedven from the j^assage quoted above 
(Isaiah viii. 3^ 

Page 276 

J^ist -•wreaths over 
The caatie Siciiy that hover ^ etc. 

There follows a dcscripcioo of the famous mirage of 
the Straits of Messina, the Taia Af organa 
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\ Page 276. •, 

On each a nimble jljmelet dances. 

familiar electrical phenomenon known as St Elmo's, 
yirt, and by ancientb called, when it appeared double, 
the DiO'^cini (see note to paj^e 131). 

Page 179. 

Ehr.re com. rn\ r.JHtem i’luain. 

See ZaLa/, part i note to page 117. 

Page 2^1 

* Euc UiuX'^nes. 

>t’e hausi., jjjrt i.. note to p 61. 

Pa|;e , 

Guelph and GSihelhne. 

^ce note to page 10. 

111. 'ins* Pmval EMPfcROK’s Tknt. 

ibige :S7 

Ye call It contribution though. 

’ e lorced le\ies upon the country occupied by an 
arn.y. 

Viigc 2 it 8. 

\u’w he that as it maif, the day is ours, and shattered 
The hostile force in jhght utross the plain is scattered. 

In spite of all his good intentions the weak Emperor 
can make no better use of ois victory than to in- 
augurate anew the hollow pomp of Court ceremony, 
^nd to abandon to the self-seeking counsellors, whose 
guidance has already broiignt him to the brink of 
lain, all real authority within the State. In the 
ioUuwing outline of the new Constitution of the 
Empire, Goethe has parodied the constitution promul- 
gated in 1356 by the Emperor Charles IV. in the 
so-called Golden Jiuil. \'har, however, provided for 
three ecclesiastical Electors, instead of one as heie. 
At the imperial banquets the Elector of Saxony wrs 
to officiate as Lord High Marshal, the Elector of 
Brandenburg as Lord High Seneschal, the Elector 
Palatine as Lord High Sewer, and the King of 
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Bohemia as Lord High Cupbearer, the Arch* / 

bishop of Mayence was to preside at the election of 
the Emperor, 

For the metre here and its significance see the intf i>- 
ductory note to act iii. 

Page *93- 

The A rchhishop-A rchchancellor . 

See note to page 22. 

Page 299, 

That most notorious m.i> 

JVas ^ith the Empire's strand enfeoffed. 

We are to suppose that Faust, in pursuance of Inn 
design of redeeming land frq,m tht sea, has obtained 
from the Emperor in reward of his services the grar' 
of the sea-shore (see also pages 263 and 304). 


ACT V 

An indeterminate time has passed hince the 
events of the last act. Faust’s scheme for the 
reclamation of land from the sea has succeeded. 
He dwells as a feudal lord, surrounded by a 
thriving jxrofilc engaged in agriculture and com- 
merce. But in the very heart of his possessions 
there stands a small demesne which, being 
situated upon a height, was already habitable 
before Faust had reclaimed the shore and had 
prior owners. This enclave poisons for Faust 
the pleasures of ownership. The land in ques- 
tion Is occupied by a pious old couple, who have 
there a cottage in a grove of lime-trees and a 
little church. To these Goethe gives the names 
of Philemon and Baucis^ drawn from a story in 
Ovid [Metamorphoses viii., 629). Philemon 
and Baucis showed hospitality to Jupiter and 
Mercury, who were travelling in disguise, when 



Notes to Part II 401 

N no one elbc v^puld receive them. The indignant 
gods cli owfi the inhospitable land beneath a flood, 
sparing only the cottage of the old folk, which is 
^ turned into a marble temple. Philemon and 
Baucis, bidden to ask for a boon, desire only to 
be piiests in the new temple, and that neither 
may suivive the other. Their wish is granted, 
and in the ripeness of time tlie,one is transformed 
into an oak-tiee, the other into a lime-tree. 
Goethe’s choice of these names has given rise 
to some confusion. Plis Philemon and Baucis 
must not in any way ,be identified with Ovid’s. 
He has cho^en the names* on the same piinciple 
which led him to call his watchman Lynceus, 
mi the ca])tains of Mc])hi>U)phele8’ phantom- 
army the I’hree Mighty Men, because these 
names already connote certain qualities which 
he mtemds his personages thus named to possess, 
^ a that tlie reader may at once have an inkling 
of the characters to be presented to him. For 
a similar reason in Italian and French comedy 
the same name occurs again and again in ditferent 
pit res to denote the same type of character, and 
in Hn^lish comedy the dramatis personae fre- 
quently bear names indicative of some outstanding 
tiait in their characlcT, e,^. Sheridan’s ^ir Anthony 
Ab.s'jlutey Mrs Malapiop^ Sir Lucius 0^7 rioter, 
etc. 

In order to piesent to us vividly the changes 
wi ought by Faust, Goethe introduces a way- 
farer whom the old t’oujilc had formerly rescued 
fiorn the waves, and who after many years 
n turns to express gratitude to them. To rim 
Plulemon and Baucis relate the transformation 
effected by Faust. 
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Page 304. 

Human victims shed their klood thtic. 

So th€ old goody superstitiously imagine^. 

Page 305. 

Faulty in extreme old a];' 

Fausts says Goethe, as he .:jpean ift the ftfih aci^ n 
accohitrin to my intr/itiun^ exactly a kunJitd yean dd. 

Page 309. 

Qii then aud shift i/iem. 

Faust is still the -ame impuKivc, self-willed being, 
a benevolent tyrant, hut .1 tyiant tcilL dj. Faust, 
part i., page 22 : W hiUt stiLl tnun strives, stUi m.t^: hi 
s*rj.‘ . 

Pugc3ii. _ • 

Fi ait th< eirnial 
nmcnt I Jif 

'File universe i** tot LynctUs, as lor the Greeks, a 
K'j m: ,, an adornmeiit, 

iGge3I2. 

2 'f/wr pardon ! i^ooth,, it 'u ;ut not ivcii, 

Mephistophelt s still }>ei verts to cvii all Faust’s 
commissionis. So above commerce hec.in)e pitac) ut 
his lunds. 

Page 314. ' 

FFin Inu’zr me ai G </'/;. 

German Sihula means i^uiJt and dedt, conrpare ii, 
English: ‘’Forgive us our dehti ” and “iorgni. us our 
trespasses.'^ It seems impossible here to <'ecide with 
certainty* between the two senses of tire wmuI 

Page 315. 

Could 1 hut Jr>>m my path all ma'uc. bauia.^ 

Bid even/ ipeli into oblivion vanish. 

And stand mere man before thee. iXatu>e ' I t.tn 
''I\vcre V'orth the ivtiile iu be a man xciiu men. 

The tragedy of Faust began wntli Faust’s discirntcnt 
with the human lot. He called magic to Ids aid, and 
ranged the fields of human experience, selh^h love- 
indulgence, court-lavour, art (the Helen-epistnlu ,, and 
at last creative activity, in the latter he finds the 
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\ fittest poal of Ijiankind; This round of earth hath 
scope for ^reat achieving enset (page 258); The deed is all 
j»agc 258 j. K.Ten beiore his compact with the Devil 
.he’ liad an inkling of this truth ; cf. part i., page 36: 

^ In the beginning ivas the Deed. Thus at the end of his 
career lie comes back upion the truth dimly peiceivcd 
• r The beginning*^ and voluntarily putting from him 
the jnore than human powers which hamper the indi- 
viduality of his action, accepts the limitations of men 
and fights with purely human wea^ions his battle will 
Ills old enemy, Caie ^^Deep in the heart netis Care., 
part i., page 36),. i.e. brooding discontent, who first 
drove liim into the arms of magic. We might pari- 
pliiase Care as Pessimism, which is only to be com- 
bated. by action. • , 

3 * 5 * 

jlnu cursed the worlds ivtlh impious xvord. 

^lee part i., page "4 
P.ige 320. 

Lemui es. 

i he L mures or Larvae were with the Romans the 
gl'Dsts of the xvicl d dead (whence they appear in 
Mei)hi<'topheles’ service;, who wandered about by night 
a-' skeletons, 01 ratiuT as animated mummies. Tlieir 
minds act as imperfectly as tlieir bodies, 

U'he Enghsli reader will recognise in»the Lemuies’ 
-ong an aiiaptation of the Gravedigger’s song in Hamlet. 
wiueh (Joethe also knew from IVrcy’s Retiquei. from 
wiiich he adopts a variant re.idiu/ 

Page jii. 

H't of j. of a grave. 

riu* poet j>lays upon the C > ' man Grahen^ii trench, 
and (irab. a grave. 
i’.ige 522. 

To fuch a moment past me feeing^ 

Tatro, fd cris, thou art so fair! 

CJ. Faust, part 1.. pag^ 78: — 

If 'hen to the w. ment fleeting past i»<r, 

Tarrp * J ir fair thou art! 

Then into fetters map' st thou cast me^ 

Then let iome dorm xvith all mij heart., etc. 

See also note to this passage. 
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Faust, however, does not declare h^hself contented 
with the present moment, his declaration only refers 
to a future contingency, Cf. also part i., pp. 77 
and 78 : — 

If on the bed of sloth I loll contented rver^ 

Then ’With that moment end my race ^ 

And, • 

Const thou my soul ivsth pleasures ccce/if 
Then be that day my life's last day I 

Far from lolling contented on a bed of sloth, Faust 
i*; sci7e‘d by death in the midst of strenuous effort, am! 
Mephistopheies himself declares: him can no pleasure 
rote, no bliss sufxce. 

It must he remembered too tha*” there is arjotlut 
party to the compact. Jn the Prologue* in Heaven 
(part i.. page 23) the Lord says : 

And c thou '^rasp him, Lead him even 
lioivn iciih thee < n the dotimnvjrd ivay. 

And stand abashed ivhen thou mu\t needx con/eri 
That a vood man, by hts dim impulse dri\':n 
Of the rtji^ht way hath ever consctou^neii 

Mephistopheles has not drawn down Faust with 
him. Faust, in spite of serious lapses, has gone ids 
own way and dragged Mephistopheles after iiim, and 
in the long russ has even shaken himself free from him, 
except as a mere human servitor. The pas age last 
quoted should liave made it clear from the beginning 
that Faust’s blind strhings were not destined to end in 
his perdition. Compare also note to page 22 id' part i 

Pages 322 and 323. 

The clod stands still . . the fiinrer fills 

Cf, part i., page 78. 

Let the clod stop, let fall the fnprr. 

Page 323. 

IVho hath the irrove so badlx,' built 
JVith mat^fd and ’ivith shovel, etc. 

Imitated from the third stanza of the Gravedigger’s 
tong in Hamlet 
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' Papf 315. ^ 

IVith J^antasUc fu^lrman-Uhe gestures of incantation. 

I’lk* fugleman or fiie-Jeader was a soldier, chosen for 
N^lfis stature, who stood out in front of a rep^iment at 
drill, and performed with exapfrerated expression the 
required exercises for the imitation of his fellows ; 
compare helow:— 

yin// r/Gu, ye zanies, fuglemen gigantic, 
finut^h at the air, arms outstretched fiing ^ 

The horrible, jaztu of Hell open up on the left. 

As appears trom what folhiws. these take the form 
ot tlie y'^Lwninp jaws of the hyaena, within which is 
sLtJi a Msfa of the cnta dolente 7'ouches for this de- 
scription .'re furnished by Dai^te’s Inferno {cf, especially 
viii . “72 „ and by the frescoes of the Campo Santo at 
j i ? 1 ii'snfo dcllh Moiie and L'lnjcrno, widi which 
CiuPtli.' was familiar. 

?ape 316 

/'.7 branj her zvith the brand that marks mv minions, 
Ti.'-n an the fieru •whirl’wtnd s‘t her free. 

CJ. Revelations xvi. z and x’x. 20. 

Pape 326. 

Glory above on the right. 

is a painters’ term for the heavenly glory xvitA 
lum, . '//f iluuds, iviih rays and splendour^ ’with angels and the 
ele.t in the distance, represented in perspective. (Frisch, 
c[uofe<l by Schrrter.) Tiie disposition of the tableau — 
the Jaws of Hell on the *^ft, the Heavenly Glory 
above on the right -tallies 'vith that of the Pisan 
fresco mentioned above. The contest between the 
Heavenly Hosts and the of Hell for the soul of 

the dead, a familiar medieval conception, is illustrated 
in the same fresco. 

Pape 327. 

The hoyi\k~\^irlish botch’-.vork. 

The angels an* repre.sented as sexless, a compromise 
between youth and maiden. It is not clear whether 
they themselves, as being neither one thing nor the 
other, or their music, is railed at as bouk-work. 
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3 * 7 - t 

ive inxtented of mnrt skAmfut 
To their deletion apt tha. find. 

Commentators differ as to the interpreration to' 
attached to these words. Do they refer to the Cruci- 
fixion, or to the sins introduced on earth by the Devil, 
which it is the occupation of the Hosts of Heaven to 
combat and forgive ? The former would seem the 
better interpretation. 

5 » 7 - 

Chorm of Anr^elt str-’zx.'tn'^ roses. 

'I'he ro-es strewn by the angeh are emblematic of 
Heavenly Loye, which is wholly unselfish an<f nn- 
sensvial. Devilish love, as we have'abundanf ly seen in 
the course of the Tdust^ is wholly and bestially 
'.ensual. The roses of Heavenly Love glow with a 
heat foreign to the atmosphere of Hell, and sring rhe 
devils like winged flames* Mephistopheles alo-ie 
withstands them, hut they are unable to ins]u!-e in him 
a feeling alien to his nature; fhev <3nly provoke him 
to a passion of impotenr lust, which cannot even ab.tsh 
the angels in their perfect purity, and when Mephis- 
topheles recov*^ rs his self-jiossession the prizt has been 
wrested from his grasp. 

Page 333. , 

artchoriiet, SLatiered np th’ mcruntafft-sidei . 
havimy ihetr divelitn" in roAy clefts. 

For the general conception of rhe scenery here 
Goethe was indebted in the first place to a description 
of the Mountain of Montserrat in Barcelona, com- 
municated to him by a letter from Wilhelm von 
Humboldt. Upon this mountain there were twelve 
hermitages, belonging to an old Benedictine a!>hey, 
isolated one from another by fearful ravines and access- 
ible only by Udders and bridges. On the topmost 
peak, which commanded a wide prosp->ect overland and 
sea, there stood formerly a chapel dedicated to the 
Holy Virgin. 

Other traits Goethe would seem to have borrowed 
from another fresco in the Qampo Santo of Pisa, the 
Anchorites in the Thehaia^ which lepresents fantastic 
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on fhe bank^of the Nile, whereon trees grapple 
'vith their roots, hermits in huts and caves, lions 
digging a grave for a dead anchorite, and others 
gPiuding the abodes of hermits like watch-dogs, two 
devils beating an anchorite with bludgeons, and 
Zosimns giving the viaticum to Mary of Egypt 
(••/■ P- 340)- Etofet •or Calvin Thomas has unearthed 
from he’s collection oi engravings one repre‘'entinc^ 
St Jerome in the Wilderness, which may well, as he 
sugge'ts, have contribufer' touches t(j the conception 
Compare also the hermits in the Frontispiece. 

Page 333 

thr lions . ilumh- 
Fttendly ahou' us comf. 

Cf. Isaiah Iw. 25. a passage which doubtless 
suggested tiie lions in the two pictures mentioned 
a'un 

Eage 333. 

Pater ecstaticus 

The title was given to various saints, e.^r. to Filippo 
Neri, of whom Goethe writes in his Italian Journey \ — 

In thetcurseof his life thfic developed in him the bi^jhest 
jr 'V oi relipiioiis enthusi.asm : the gift of tears, of ecstasy, and 
at i ,t, even 'T rising from the emund and hoverm^j abo^e it, 
wriK ti IS held by nil to be the highest 

Goe'he'*« paiir ecstaticu^^ how'ever. as also his other 
pities^ miisi^ not be ideirified with any particular saint. 
He IS a type of religious r esfasy. 

Eag** 333 

That the urnvortru all 
Pass iL'ith ea :hr all. 

Shi' e the endless s*cr ahoue^ 

Core oj immortal Lo'ce 

The endless star is the soul, tlie core of immori il La’ll.' 
whicli shines out when all the earthly husk has beeii 
purged away by persecution or ascetic discipline. 

Eage 334. 

Pater profundus, 

Thi.s title too was borne by several, notably by 
Bernard of Clairvaux 
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Page 334- / 

Pater seraphicut^ 

St Francis of Assisi, the founder of the Frau^ ii^can 
Order, was thus called from a vision of a cruci^^ed 
seraph which appeared to him on Mount Avernus on 
the occasion of the Elevation of the Cros*., when the 
angel impressed upon him the stigmata of the Ciucified. 
I’he members of the Order were hence also called 
serapliic brothers, and a later (ieneral of the Order, 
Bonaventuia, was known as the seraphic doctor. 

335 - 

/» mine eyes dtsctnd. I prut/ 

Orf^uns apt for xv or Id and earthy 
Use them <44 i^our o'’vn ; so may y: 

On this mii^hbourhood took forth. 

'I'he belief of the modern ‘'ptrinialists that ui^em- 
bodted spirits can possess themselves of the organs ot 
living beings m order to bring themselves into telarion 
%vith the world of sense, dates back t«> the Swedish 
mystic Swedenborg > 1 689-1 772), and was familiar tv) 
(roetlie from hoyiiood. It furnished iiim with a 
favourite simile. 'Fhus in October 1781, lie 
wt Ites : — 

through ^is eyes, like a Sweden! 'orgian spirit. I vull see a 
gou(j piece of country 

Again in March 1806: — 

It was ver>> agreeable to me to see the great city ibofjgh 
your nitt’.ium. 

And yet again, in November 1806: — 

Why can I not at once, revered fiiend, on receiving y.iur 
welcome letter, sink myself for a short time in your being '.ike 
those Swederiborgian spirits that often .sought permission to 
descend into the -icnse orf^aiis of their ina.stcr, and by their 
mcdi.'iuou to look upon the world. 

P-vg* 337 

* 7 Vj not uU free from stain 
IVere st asbestos^ 

As 6re is par excellence the cleansing element, so 
a^besto.s, which resists fire, is taken as a type of the 
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^fti^rhest attainabU earthly purity. With the immortal 
part of Faust thire is still blent something ol eartli 
which not even fire can purge it of, and thus the 
*^s^]irkual angels find it burdensome to carry. 

Page 338. 

JioUor Alarianus, 

Doctor seems to be a mere \ariation upon Fattr. 
w'ithout any especial significance. The epithet 
Mirianus denotes his devotion to •the adoration of 
tlie Virgin, and marks him as a fit recipient of the 
transcendent \ ision Vriiich is vouchsafed to him. The 
title was borne, amongst otiiers, by Duns Scotus. 

• 

Page 3-'r). * # 

}‘eccatriXy 2Aulier Siim</ritafia, Marta A'^ptiaca. 

Manna Feicatrix, she that sinned greatly, and Mulur 
!>am.jrUiina, the va)nvin of Samaria, are suthciently 
characterised by their own words and the relerences to 
liie (jospels. With these pariionei penitents Goethe ha«; 
associated as interceding for (^retchen with the Virgin 
a third di awn from tne-jr// Safctorumf Mary of Egypt. 
Oi her it is there related liiat alter leading a profligate 
life toi seventeen years she went on a pilgrimage to 
Jerusalem, wliere an unseen hand thrust tier back from 
the door of the church of the Holy Sepulchre. In a 
p.i'.sjon of repentance she addressed herself to the 
Virgin, whereupon she was uplifted and borne as on 
waves into the clxinch. Tnere she heard a voice, 
telling her that she would find peace beyond the 
Jordan. 'I'here she led a life of prayer and penance 
during forty-eight years. In the last year of her life 
she received the Eucharist at the hands of the monk 
/.osimus, and immediately before htr death she wrote 
a mes.sage to him upon the sand, entreating him to 
buiy her body and pray for her soul. 

Page 341. 

Una poenitentium. 

One of the penitent women. With her rapturous 
utterance compare the agonised appeal of Gretchen at 



410 Qoethe’s Faust 

the shrine of th« Mater Dolorosa^n Fuutt^ part 
page 1 72. 

Page 54*. . ' 

Tkt EtetnaUH^omanly^ f 

'I’he Eternal -Womanly is pure and unselfish love, 
revealed to mortals in its most pet^iect form in the h ve 
of woman. 
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